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THE MULLIGAN (OF BALLYMULLIGAN), AND 
HOW WE WENT TO MRS. PERKINS'S BALL. 


I DO not know where BallYlllulligan is, and never knew 
anybody who did. Once I asked The Mulligan the ques- 
tion, when that chieftain assumed a look of dignity so fero- 
cious, and spoke of "Saxon curiawsitee" in a tone of such 
evident displeasure, that, as after all it can matter very 
little to Ille whereabouts lies the Celtic principality in ques- 
tion, I have never pressed the inquiry any farther. 
I don't know even The J\fulligall's town residence. One 
night, as he bade us adieu in Oxford Street,-" I live 
tlwJ'e," says he, pointing down towards U xbridge, with the 
big stick he carries :-so his abode is in that direction at 
any rate. He has his letters addressed to several of his 
friends' houses, and his parcels, etc., are left for hiln at 
various taverns which he frequents. That pair of checked 
trousers, in which you see hiln attired, he did me the 
favour of ordering from IllY own tailor, ,vho is quite as 
anxious as anybody to know the address of the wearer. In 
like manner my hatter asked me, "00 was the Hirish gent 
as 'ad ordered four 'ats and a sable boar to be sent to my 
lodgings? " As I did not know (however I might guess), 
the articles have never been sent, and The Mulligan has 
withdrawn his custom from the" infernal four-and-lline- 
penny scoundthrel," as he calls him. The hatter has not 
shut up shop in consequence. 
I becanle a
quainted with The Mulligan through a dis- 
tinguished countryman of his, who, strange to say, did not 
know the chieftain himself. But dining with my friend 
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Fred. Clancy, of the Irish bar, at Greenwich, The Mulligan 
came up, "inthl'ojuiced" himself to Clancy as he said; 
claimed relationship with hiln on the side of Brian Boroo, 
and drawing his chair to our table, quickly became inti- 
]na te with TIS. He took a great liking to me, was good 
enough to find out lny address, and pay lne a visit: since 
which period often and often on coming to breakfast in the 
nlorning I have found hiln in Iny sitting-room on the sofa 
engaged with the l"olls and Inorning papers: and many a 
tilne, on returning home at night for an evening's quiet 
reading, I have discovered this honest fellow in the arnl- 
chair before the fire, perfulning the apartment with Iny 
cigars, and trying the quality of such liquors as might be 
found in the sideboard. The way in which he pokes fun 
at Betsy, the nlaid of the lodgings, is prodigious. She be- 
gins to laugh whenever he comes; if he calls her a duck, a 
divvle, a darlin', it is all one. He is just as luuch a lllas- 
tel' of the premises as the individual who rents them at fif- 
teen shillings a week; and as for handkerchiefs, shirt-col- 
lars, and the like articles of fugitive haberdashery, the loss 
since I have known him is uncountable. I suspect he is 
like the cat in some houses: for, suppose the whisky, the 
cigars, the sugar, the tea-caddy, the pickles, and other 
groceries disappear, all is laid npon that edax 'J"el'um of a 
:Mnl1igan. 
The greatest offence that can be offered to him is to call 
him lJtIJ". Mulligan. "'V auld you deprive me, sir," says 
he, "of the title which was bawrun be nle princelee ances- 
tors in a hundred thousand battles? In our o,vn green val- 
leys and fa wrests, in the American Savannahs, in the Sier- 
ras of Speen and the Flats of Flandthers, the Saxon has 
quailed before Ine war-cry of l\'IULLIGAY ARoo! lffr. 
Iul- 
ligan! I'll pitch anybody out of the window who calls 1ne 
.111'1". Mulligan." He said this, and uttered the slogan of 
the Mulligans with a shriek so terrific, tllat my uncle (the 
Rev. 'V. Gruels, of the Independent Congregation, Bun- 
gay), who had ha}1pened to address him in the above ob- 
noxious manner, while sitting at Inyapartments drinking 
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tea after the May meetings, instantly quitted the rOOIn, and 
has never taken the least notice of me since, except to state 
to the rest of the family that I am doolned irrevocably to 
perdition. 
Well, one day last season I had received from nlY kind 
and nlost estimable friend, l\IRs. PERKINS, OF POCKLING- 
TON SQUARE (to whose anlÍable family I have had the hon- 
our of giving lessons in drawing, French, and the German 
flute), an invitation couched in the usual terms, on satin 
gilt-edged notepaper, to her evening party; or, as I call it, 
" Ball." 
Besides the engraved note sent to all her friends, lIlY 
kind patroness had addressed me privately as follows: 


"My DEAR MR. TITMARSH,-If you know any very 
eligible young 11lan, we give you leave to bring him. You 
gentlemen love your clubs so luuch now, and care so little 
for dancing, that it is really quite a .'wandal. COllle early, 
and before everybndy, and give us the benefit of all your 
taste and continental skill.- Your sincere 
"El\'IILY PERKI
S." 


"Whom shall I bring?" mused I, highly flattered by 
this mark of confidence; and I thought of Bob Trippett; 
and little Fred. Spring, of the Navy Pay Office; Hulker, 
who is rich, and I know took lessons in Paris; and a half 
score of other bachelor friends, who 111Ìght be considered as 
vevyeligible-when I was roused fronl my meditation by 
the slap of a hand on 111Y shoulder; and looking up, there 
was The 
fulligan, who began, as usual, l'eading the papers 
on my desk. 
"Hwhat's this?" says he. "Who's Perkins? Is it a 
supper-ball, or only a tay-ball?" 
"The Perkinses of Pocklington Square, l\'Iulligan, are 
tiptop people," says I, with a tone of dignity. "Mr. Per- 
kins's sister is married to a baronet, Sir Giles Bacon, of 
Hog,vash, Norfolk. 
Ir. Perkins's uncle was Lord l\fayor 
of London; and he was himself in Parliament, and 1J
all be 
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again any day. The family are my most particular friends. 
A tay-ball indeed! why, Gunter * * *" Here I stopped: 
I felt I was committing nlyself. 
" Gunter?" says The Mulligan, with another confounded 
slap on the shoulder. "Don't say another word: I'll go 
widg you, nle boy." 
"Y01t go, Mulligan?" says I: "why, really-I-it's 
not In y party." 
" Your hwhat? hwhat's this letter? an't I an eligible 
young man?-Is the descendant of a thousand kings unfit 
company for a miserable tallow-chandthlering cockney? 
Are ye joking wid Ille? for, let Ille tell ye, I don't like 
them jokes. D'ye suppose PIn not as well bawruh and 
bred as yourself, or any Saxon friend ye ever had?" 
"I never said you weren't, Mulligan," says I. 
" Y e don't mean seriously that a Mulligan is not fit com- 
pany for a Perkins? " 
"1\iy dear fellow, how could you think I could so far in- 
sult you?" says I. 
"Well then," says he, "that's a luatter settled, and we 
go. " 
What the deuce was I to do? I wrote to Mrs. Perkins; 
and that kind lady replied, that she ,vould receive The 
Mulligan, or any other of my friends, with the greatest 
cordiality. "Fancy a party, all Mulligans!" thought I, 
with a secret terror. 
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J\.IR. AND l\'IRS. PERKINS, THEIR HOUSE, AND 
THEIR YOUNG PEOPLE. 


FOLLOWING 
Irs. Perkins's orders, the present writer 
maùe his appearance very early at Pocklington Square; 
'v here the tastiness of all the decorations elicited lIlY warlll- 
est adlniration. Supper, of course, was in the dining-rooln, 
superbly arranged by IHessrs. Grigs and Spooner, the con- 
fectioners of the neighbourhood. I assisted my respected 
friend Mr. Perkins, and his butler, in decanting the sherry, 
and saw, not without satisfaction, a large bath for wine 
under the sideboard, in which were already placed very 
many bottles of champagne. 
The BACK DnUNG-ROOl\-I, 1\11'. P.'s study (where the 
venerable n1an goes to sleep after dinner), was arranged on 
this occasion as a tea-roolll, l\Trs. Flouncy (Miss Fanny's 
maid) officiating jn.a cap and pink l'ibbons, which became 
her exceedingly. Long, long before the arrival of the cmn- 
pany, I relnarked 
raster Thomas Perkins and Master Giles 
Bacon, his cousin (son of Sir Giles Bacon, Bart.), in this 
apartnlent, busy anlong the macaroons. 
Mr. Gregory, the butler, besides John the footman, and 
Sir Giles's large Jnan in the Bacon livery, and honest 
Grundsell, carpet-beater and greengrocer, of Little Pock- 
lingtoll Buildings, had at least half a dozen of aides- 
de-camp in black and white neckcloths, like doctors of 
di villi ty . 
The BACK DRA'VIYG-ROOM door on the landing being 
taken off the hinges (and placed upstairs under Mr. Per- 
kins's bed), the orifice was covered with muslin, and fes- 
tooned with elegant wreaths of flowers. This was the 
Dancing Saloon. A linen was spread over the carpet; alid 
a banel-consisting of Mr. Clapperton, piano, }-lr. Pinch, 
harp, and Herr Spoff, cornet-à-piston-arrived ht a pretty 
early hour, and were accommodated with some comfortable 
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negus in the tea-rooln, l}revious to the commencement of 
their delightful labours. The boudoir to the left was fitted 
up as a card-rooln; the drawing-room was, of course, for 
the Ieception of the cOlnpany,-the chandeliers and yellow 
damask being displayed, this night, in all their splendour; 
and the channing conservatory, over the landing, was orna- 
Inellted by a fe,v moon-like lalnps, and the flowers arranged 
so that it had the appearance of a fairy bower. And Miss 
Perkins (as I took the liberty of stating to her Inamlna) 
looked like the fairy of that bo-wer. It is this young crea- 
ture's first year in public life: she has been educated, re- 
gardless of expense, at Halumersmith; and a simple white 
lnuslin dress and blue ceinture set off charms of which I 
beg to speak 'with respectful admiration. 
My distinguished friend, The Mulligan of BallYlnulligan, 
was good enough to COlne the very first of the party. By 
the way, how awkward it is to be the first of the party: 
and yet you know somebody must; but for my part, being 
thnid, I always wait at the corner of the street in the cab, 
and watch until SOlne other carriage comes up. 
Well, as we were arranging the sherry in the decanters 
down the supper-tables, Iny friend arrived: "H whares me 
friend Mr. Tibnarsh?" I heard him bawling out to Gregory 
in the passage, and presently he rushed into the supper- 
room, where Mr. and 1\I1's. Perkins and myself were, and 
as the ,vaiter ,vas announcing" Mr. 1\fulligan," "THE 
Mulligan of Ballymulligan, ye blackguard!" roared he, 
and stalked into the apartment, " apologoising," as he said, 
for introducing hinlself. 
Mr. and Mrs. Perkins did not perhaps wish to be seen in 
this room, which was for the present only lighted by a 
couple of candles; but he was not at all abashed by the cir- 
CUlnstance, and grasping them both warmly by the hands, 
he instantly made hilnself at home. "As friends of Iny 
dear and talented friend Mick," so he is pleased to call me, 
" I'm deloighted, madam, to be lnade .known to ye. Don't 
consider Ine in the light of a mere acquaintance! As for 
you, my dear Inadam, you put me so much in moind of my 
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own blessed mother, now resoiding at BallYlnulligan Cas- 
tle, that I begin to love ye at first soight." At which 
speech 
Ir. Perkins, getting rather alarmed, asked The 
Mulligan whether he would take some ,vine, or go upstairs. 
"Faix," says l\1Inlligan, "it's never too 
oon for good 
dthrink"; and (although he smelt very much of ,vhisky 
already) he drank a tumbler of wine" to the improvement 
of an acq ueentence which comminces in a manner so de- 
loightful. " 
" Let's go upstairs, 1\Iulligan," says I, and led the noble 
Irishlnan to the upper apartments, which were in a pro- 
found gloom, the candles not being yet illuminated, and 
where we surprised 
Iiss Fanny, seated in the twilight at 
the piano, timidly trying the tunes of the polka which she 
danced so exquisitely that evening. She did not perceive 
the stranger at first; but how she started when The 1\Iulli- 
gan loomed npon her! 
"Heavenlee enchanthress!" says Mulligan, "don't floy 
at the approach of the humblest of your sleeves! Reshewm 
your pleece at that insthrument, which weeps harmonious, 
or smoils melojious, as you charrum it! Are you ac- 
queented with the Oirish 
Ielodies? Can ye play, 'Who 
fears to talk of N oin ty-eigh t '? the ' Shan Van Voght'? or 
the 'Dirge of Ollam Fodhlah'?" 
"Who's this mad chap that Titmarsh has brought?" I 
heard Master Bacon exclaim to Master Perkins. "Look! 
how frightened Fanny looks! " 
"Oh, poo! gals are always frightened," Fanny's brother 
replied; but Giles Bacon, more violent, said, "I'll tell you 
what, TOIU, if this goes on, we nUlst pitch into him." And 
so I have no doubt they would, when another thundering 
knock coming, Gregory rushed into the roonl and began 
lighting all the candles, so as to produce an amazing bril- 
Hancy. Miss Fanny sprang up and ran to her Inalnma, and 
the young gentlemen slid down the banisters to receive the 
company in the hall. 
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EVERYBODY BEGINS TO COME, BUT 
ESPECIALLY MR. MINCHIN. 


"IT'S only me and my sisters," Master Bacon said; though 
" only" lueant eight in this instance. All the young ladies 
had fresh cheeks and purple elbows; all had white frocks, 
with hair more or less auburn: and so a party was already 
made of this blooluing and n umerous family, before the rest 
of the company began to arrive. The three Miss l\leggots 
next came in their fly: 1\11'. Blades and his niece from 19 in 
the square: Captain and 1\[rs. Struther, and Miss Struther; 
Doctor Toddy's two daughters and their maln111a: but 
where ,vere the gentlelnen? The Mulligan, great and ac- 
tive as he was, could not suffice among so many beauties. 
At last came a brisk, neat little knock, and looking into the 
hall, I saw a gentleman taking off his clogs there, whilst 
Sir Giles Bacon's big footman was looking on with rather a 
contemptuous air. 
"\Vhat name shall I enounce?" says he, with a wink at 
Gregory on the stair. 
The gentleman in clogs said, with quiet dignity- 


"MR. FREDERICK MINCHIN." 


"Pump Court, Temple," is printed on his cards in very 
sluall type: and he is a rising barrister of the Western Cir- 
cui t. He is to be found at home of mornings: afterwards 
" at 'V estminster," as you read on his back door. " Binks 
and Minchin's Reports" are probably known to IllY legal 
friends: this is the Minchin in question. 
He is decidedly genteel, and is rather in request at the 
balls of the Judges' and Serjeants' ladies: for he dances 
irreproachably, and goes out to dinner as lllnch as ever he 
can. 
He mostly dines at the Oxford and Canlbridge Clubs, of 
which you can easily see by his appearance that he is a 
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member; he takes the joint and his half-pint of wine, for 
Minchin does everything like a gentleman. lIe is rather 
of a literary turn; stilllnakes Latin verses with some neat- 
ness; and before he was called, was remarkably fond of the 
flute. 
When Mr. Minchin goes out in the evening, his clerk 
brings his bag to the Club, to dress; and if it is at all 
muddy, he turns up his trousers, so that he may come in 
without a speck. For such a party as this, he will have 
new gloves; otherwise Frederic, his clerk, is chiefly em... 
ployed in cleaning them with india-rubber. 
He has a number of pleasant stories about the Circuit 
and the University, which he tells with a simper to his 
neighbour at dinner; and has always the last joke of Mr. 
Baron Maule. He has a private fortune of five thousand 
-pounds; he is a dutiful son; he has a sister married, in 
Harley Street; and Lady Jane Ranville has the best opin- 
ion of him, and says he is a most excellent and highly prin- 
.cipled young lnan. 
Her ladyship and daughter arrived just as Mr. Minchin 
had popped his clogs into the umbrella-stand; and the rank 
'of that respected person, and dignified manner in which he 
led her upstairs, caused all sneering on the part of the 
domestics to disappear. 
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THE EALL-ROOM DOOR. 


A HUYDRED of knocks follow Frederick Minchin's: in half 
an hour l\'Iessrs. Spoff, Pinch, and Clapperton have begun 
their music, and 
Iulligan, with one of the Miss Bacons, is 
dancing majestically in the first quadrille. 1tiy young 
friends, Giles and Tom, prefer the landing-place to the 
drawing-rooms, where they stop all night, robbing the re- 
freshment-tray.s as they come up or down. Giles has eaten 
fourteen ices: he win have a dreadful stomach-ache to- 
morrow. Tmn has eaten twelve, but he has had four more 
glasses of negus than Giles. Grundsell, the occasional 
waiter, from whom 
Iaster Tom buys quantities of ginger- 
beer, can of course deny him nothing. That is Grundsell, 
in the tights, with the tray. Meanwhile direct your 
attention to the three gentlemen: at the door: they are con- 
versIng. 
1st Gent. ,\Vho's the man of the house-the bald man? 
2nd Gent. Of course. The man of the house is always 
bald. lIe's a stockbroker, I believe. Snooks brought me. 
1st Gent. Have you been to the tea-l'oom? There's a 
pretty girl in the tea-roonl: blue eyes, pink ribbons, that 
kind of thing. 
2nd Gent. Who the deuce is that girl with those tre- 
mendolls shoulders? Gad! I do wish some body would 
smack ' em. 
3rd Gent. Sir-that young lady is my niece, sir,-my 
niece-my name is Blades, sir. 
2nd Gent. Well, Blades! slnack your niece's shoulders: 
she deserves it, begad! She does. Come in, Jinks, present 
me to the Pel'kinses.-Hullo! here's an old country ac- 
quaintance-Lady Bacon, as I live! with all the piglings; 
she never goes out without the whole litter. (Exeunt 1st 
and 2nd Gents.) 
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MR. LARKINS. 


I HAVE not been able to do justice (only a Lawrence 
could do that) to my respected friend Mrs. Perkins, in this 
picture; but Larkins's portrait is considered very like. 
Adol phus Larkins has been long connected with 
lr 
 Per- 
kins's City establishu1ent, and is asked to dine twice or 
thrice per annun1. Evening parties are the great enjoy- 
ment of this simple youth, who, after he has walked from 
Kentish Town to Thames Street, and passed twelve hours 
in severe labour there, and walked back again to Kentish 
Town, finds no greater pleasure than to attire his lean per- 
son in that elegant evening costume which you see, to 
walk into town again, and to dance at anybody's house 
who will invite him. Islington, Pentonville, SOlners 
Town, are the scenes of many of his exploits; and I have 
seen this good-natured fellow performing figure-dances at 
N otting Hill, at a house where I am ashamed to say there 
was no supper, no negus even to speak of, nothing but the 
bare merits of the polka in which Adolphus revels. To 
describe this gentleman's infatuation for dancing, let me 
say, in a word, that he will even frequent boarding-house 
hops, rather than not go. 
He has clogs, too, like Minchin: but nobody laughs at 
hi'm. He gives himself no airs; but walks into a house 
with a knock and a den1eanour so tremulous and humble, 
that the servants rather patronise him. He does not speak, 
or have any particular opinions, but when the time comes 
begins to dance. He bleats out a word or two to his part- 
ner during this operation, seems very weak and sad during 
the whole performance, and, of course, is set to dance with 
the ugliest women everywhere. 
The gentle, kind spirit! when I think of him night after 
night, hopping and jigging, and trudging off to Kentish 
Town, so gently, through the fogs, and mud, and darkness: 
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I do not know whether I ought to admire him, because his 
enjoyments are so simple, and his dispositions so kindly; 
or laugh at him, because he draws his life so exquisitely 
mild. Well, well, we can't be all roaring lions in this 
world; there must be so.me lalnbs, and harlnless, kindly, 
gregarious creatures for eating and shearing. See! even 
good-natured Mrs. Perkins is leading up the trembling Lar- 
kins to the tremendous Miss Bunion! 
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IISS BUNION. 


THE Poetess, author of "Heartstrings," "The Deadly 
Nightshade," "Passion Flowers," etc. Though her pOCIns 
breathe only of love, 
Iiss B. has never been married. She 
is nearly six feet high; she loves waltzing beyond even 
poesy; and I think lobster-salad as much as either. She 
confesses to twenty-eight; in which case her first volume, 
"The Orphan of Gozo" (cut up by 1\11'. Rigby, in the Quar- 
terly, with his usual kindness), must have been published 
when she ,vas three years old. 
For a WOlnan all soul, she certainly eats as much as any 
woman I ever saw. The sufferings she has had to endure, 
are, she says, beyond compare; the poeins which she writes 
breathe a wi thering passion, a smouldering despair, an 
agony of spirit that would melt the soul of a drayman, 
were he to read them. vVell, it is a comfort to see that 
she can dance of nights, and to know (for the habits of 
illustrious literary persons are always worth knowing) that 
she eats a hot mutton-chop for breakfast every lnorning of 
her blighted existence. 
She lives in a boarding-house at Brompton, and COl1leS 
to the party in a fly. 
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IR. HICKS. 


IT is worth twopence to see !tliss Bunion and Poseidon 
Hicks, the great poet, conversing with one another, and to 
talk of one to the other afterwards. How they hate each 
other! I (in IllY wicked way) have sent Hicks ahnost rav- 
ing mad, by praising Bunion to him in confidence; and you 
can drive Bunion out of the room by a few judicious pane- 
gyrics of Hicks. 
Hicks first burst upon the astonished world with Poel11s, 
in the Byronic manner: "The Death-Shriek," " The Bastard 
of Lara," "The Atabal," "The Fire-Ship of Botzaris," and 
other works. His" Love Lays," in 
Ir. Moore's early 
style, ,vere pronounced to be wonderfully precocious for 
a young gentlenlan then only thirteen, and in a commercial 
acadelny, at Tooting. 
Subsequently this great bard became less passionate and 
Inore thoughtful; and, at the age of twenty, wrote" Idio- 
syncrasy" (in forty books, 4to); "Ararat,"" a stupendous 
epic, " as the reviews said; and "The 
Iega theria," "a 
magnificent contribution to our pre-Adamite literature," 
according to the saIne authorities. Not having read these 
works, it would ill become nle to judge them; but I know 
that poor Jingle, the publisher, always attributed his in- 
solvency to the latter epic, which was lnagnificently printed 
in elephant folio.' 
Hicks has now taken a classical turn, and has brought 
out" Poseidon," "Iåcchus," "Hephæstus," and I dare say 
is going through the lnythology. But I should not like to 
try him at a passage of the Greek Delectus, any more than 
twenty thousand others of us who have had the advantage 
of a "classical education." 
Hicks was taken in an inspired attitude, regarding the 
chandelier, and pretending he didn't know that Miss Pet- 
tifer ,vaR looking at him. 
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Her nalne is Anna Maria (daughter of Higgs and Petti- 
fer, solicitors, Bedford Row); but Hicks cans her" Ianthe" 
in his album verses, and is himself an eminent drysalter in 
the city. 
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MISS l\IEGGOT. 


POOR Miss Meggot is not so lucky as 
Iiss Bunion. No- 
body COInes to dance with her, though she has a new frock 
on, as she calls it, and rather a pretty foot, which she 
always manages to stick out. 
She is forty-seven, the youngest of three sisters, who live 
in a mouldy old house, near Middlesex Hospital, where 
they have lived for I don't knO'w how many scores of years; 
but this is certain, the eldest Miss Meggot saw the Gordon 
Riots out of that same parloul' window, and tells the story 
how her father (physician to George III.) was robbed of 
his queue in the streets on that occasion. The two old 
ladies have taken the brevet rank, and are addressed as 
}\{rs. Jane and Mrs. Betsy: one of them is at whist in the 
back drawing-room. But the youngest is still called Miss 
Nancy, and is considered quite a baby by her sisters. 
She was going to be married once to a brave young officer, 
Ensign Angus Macquirk, of the \Vhistlebinkie Fencibles; 
but he fen at Quatre Bras, by the side of the gallant Snuff.. 
nlull, his commander. Deeply, deeply did Miss Nancy 
deplore him. 
But tÍlne has cicatrised the wounded heart. She is gay 
now, and would sing or dance, ay, or marry if anybody 
asked her. 
Do go, my dear friend-I don't mean to ask her to 
nlarry, but to ask her to dance.-N ever Inind the looks of 
the thing. It will nlake her happy; and what does it cost 
you? Ah, IllY dear fellow! take this counsel: always 
dance with the old ladies-always dance with the govern- 
esses. It is a COlnfort to the poor things when they get up 
in their garret that some bod y has had Inercy on them. 
And snch a handsome fellow as YO'll too! 



20 


MRS. PERKINS'S BALL. 


MISS RANVILLE, REV. MR. TOOP, MISS 
MULLINS, MR. \VINTER. 


M1'. fV. Miss Mullins, look at Miss Ranville: what a 
picture of good humour! 
lIfiss j}L Oh, you satirical creature! 
lIir. W. Do you know why she is so angry? She ex- 
pected to dance with Captain Grig, and, by SOlne lnistake, 
the Carnbridge Professor got hold of her: isn't he a hand- 
SOlue luan? 
Miss 111. 0 h, you droll wretch! 
lIf'ì'. Tr'. Yes, he's a fellow of college-fello,vs lnayn't 
marry, Miss J\iullins-poor fellows, ay, Miss l\iullins? 
Miss jl,f. La! 
Jf1'. TV. And Professor of Phlebotoluy in the Uniyersity. 
He flatters hiInself he is a luan of the world, Miss Mullins, 
and always dances in the long vacation. 
jl,Eiss lII. You malicious, wicked monster! 
lrl1'. TV. Do you know IJady Jane Ranville? Miss Ran- 
ville's luamma. A ball once a year; footInen in canary- 
eoloured livery: Baker Street; six dinners in the season; 
starves all the year round; pride and poverty, you know; 
I've been to her ball once. Ranville Ranville's her 
brother; and between you and me-but this, dear Miss 
Mullins, is a profound secret-I think he's a greater fool 
than his sister. 
JJ[liss 111. Oh, you satirical, droll, lnalicious, ,vie ked 
thing, you! 
Mr. TV. You do me injustice, Miss l\lfnllins, indeed you 
do. 


r Cllaine Anglaise.] 
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MISS JOY, l\tIR. AND 
IRS. JOY, 
IR. BOTTER. 


.Jfì'. B. \Vhat spirits that girl has, 1Vlrs. Joy! 
flIrt J. She's a sunshine in a house, Botter, a regular 
sunshine. vVhen Mrs. J. here's in a bad humour, I'*''*' * 
J.l-frs. J. Don't talk nonsense, l\tlr. Joy. 
.1}.f1,. B. There's a hop, skip, and jump for you! Why, 
it beats Ellsler! Upon my conscience it does! It's her 
fourteenth quadrille, too. There she goes! She's a jewel 
of a gir1, though I say it that shouldn't. 
.1l[l'S, J. (laughing). .Why don't yon nlarry her, Botter? 
Shall I speak to her? I daresay she'd have you. You're 
not so 've1"1J old. 
lIr. B. Don't aggl'avate me, 
l1's. J. You know when 
I lost Iny heart in the' year 1817, at the opening of Water- 
100 Bridge, to a young lady who ,vouldn't have me, and 
left me to die in despair, and married Joy, of the Stock 
Exchange '*' '*' '*' 
Jl,ll's. J. Get away, you foolish old creature. 
[1\lR. ,JOY looks on in ecst(tsies at l\fISS J o"1's agility. 
LADY J ANE RA....
VILLE, oj' .lJaÀ'el", Stì'eet, pronounce..;; 
her to be an exceedingly forward pm'son. CAPTAIN 
DORES like.s a gij'Z who has plenty of go in hm' ,. and 
as for FRED. Sp ARKfoi, he is ove,' head and eæJ"s in love 
witl
 he?".] 



22 


MRS. PERKINS'S BALL. 


MR. RANVILLE RANVILLE AND JACK 
HUBBARD. 


THIS is l\Iiss Ranville Ranville's brother, Mr. Ranville 
Ranville, of the Foreign Office, faithfully designed as he 
was playing at whist in the card-room. Talleyrand used 
to play at whist at the Travellers', that is why Ranville 
Ranville indulges in that diplomatic recreation. It is not 
his fault if he be not the greatest man in the room. 
If you speak to hiIn, he slniles sternly, and ans'wers in 
monosyllables; he ,vould rather die than commit himself. 
He never has cOlnlnitted himself in his life. He was the 
first at school, and distinguished at Oxford. He is grow- 
ing prematurely bald now, like Canning, and is quite 
proud of it. He rides in St. James's Park of a Inorning 
before breakfast. He dockets his tailor's bills, and nicks 
off his dinner-notes in diplomatic paragraphs, and keeps 
précis of them all. If he ever makes a joke, it is a 
quotation from Horace, like Sir Robert Peel. The only 
relaxation he pernÚts hiIuself, is to read Thucydides in the 
holidays. 
Everybody asks him out to dinner, on account of his 
brass buttons with the Queen's cipher, and to MVP the air 
of being well with the Foreign Office. "Where I dine," he 
says solelnnly, "I think it is Iny duty to go to evening par- 
ties." That is why he is here. He never dances, never 
sups, never drinks. He has gruel when he goes home to 
bed. I think it is in his brains. 
He is such an ass and so respectable, that one wonders 
he has not succeeded in the world; and yet SOlneho'\Y they 
laugh at him; and you and I shall be Ministers as soon as 
he will. 
Yonqer, making believe to look over the print-books, is 
that Inerry rogue, Jack Hubbard. 
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See how jovial he looks! He is the life and soul of 
every party, and his improlnptu singing after supper will 
make you die of laughing. He is Ineditating an impromptu 
now, and at the same time thinking about a bill that is com- 
ing due next Thursday. Happy dog! 


B-Vol. 24 



, 24 


MRS. PERKINS'S BALL. 


MRS. TROTTER, }IISS TROTTER, 
IISS TOADY, 
LORD l\IETHUSELAH
 


DEAR Emma Trotter bas been silent and rather ill-hu- 
Inoured all the evening, until no,v her pretty face lights 
up 'with Slniles. Cannot you guess why? Pity the simple 
and affectionate creature! Lord Methuselah has not arrived 
until this monlent; and see how the artless girl steps for- 
ward to greet him! 
In the midst of all the selfishness and turmoil of the 
world, ho,v charming it is to find virgin hearts quite unsul- 
lied, and to look on at little romantic pictures of lllutual 
love! Lord Methuselah, though you know his age by the 
Peerage-though he is old, wigged, gouty, rouged, wicked 
-has lighted up a pure flame in that gentle bosom. There 
was a talk about Tom Willoughby last year; and then, for 
a time, young Hawbuck (Sir John Hawbuck's youngest 
son) seemed the favoured man; but Emma never knew her 
Inind until she Inet the dear creature before you in a Rhine 
steamboat. "Why are you so late, Ed ward?" says she. 
Dear, artless child! 
Her mother looks on with tender satisfaction. One can 
appreciate the joys of such an adlnirable parent. 
" Look at them! " says }liss Toady. "I vow and protest 
they're the handsomest couple in the room!" 
Methuselah's grandchildren are rather jealous and angry, 
and Mademoiselle Ariane, of the French theatre, is furious. 
But the re's no accounting for the Inercenary envy of some 
people; and it is impossible to satisfy everybody. 



GEORGE GRUKDSELL 




MRS, PERKINS'S BALL. 


25 


MR. BEAUMORIS, MR. GRIG, MR. FLYNDERS. 


THOSE three young men are described in a twinkling: 
Lieutenant Grig of the Heavies; Mr. Beaumoris, the hand- 
some young man; Tom Flinders (Flynders :Flynders he now 
calls himself), the fat gentlelnan who dresses after Beau- 
mOrIs. 
Beaumoris is in the Treasury: he has a salary of eighty 
pounds a year, on which he maintains the best cab and 
horses of the season, and out of which he pays seventy 
guineas merely for his subscription to clubs. He hunts in 
Leicestershire, where great men mount him; is a prodigious 
favourite behind the scenes at the theatres; you lnay get 
gliInpses of him at Richmond, with all sorts of pink bon- 
nets; and he is the sworn friend of half the most famous 
roués about town, such as Old J\iethuselah, Lord Billygoat, 
Lord Tarquin, and the rest-a respectable race. It is to 
oblige the former that the good-natured young fellow is 
here to-night; though it must not be iInagined that he gives 
hilnself any airs of superiority. Dandy as he is, he is quite 
affable, and would borrow ten guineas from any man in the 
room in the most jovial way possible. 
It is neither Beau's birth, which is doubtful; nor his 
money, which is entirely negative; nor his honesty, which 
goes along with his money qualification; nor his wit, for 
he can barely spell-which recommend hiIn to the fashion- 
able ,vorld: but a sort of Grand Seigneur splendour, and 
dandified ;'e ne scais qlloi, which make the man he is of 
hiIn. The way in which his boots and gloves fit hiIll is a 
wonder which no other nlan can achieve; and though he 
has not an atom of principle, it IllUSt be confessed that he 
invented the Taglioni shirt. 
'Vhen I see those magnificent dandies yawning out of 
\Vhite's, or caracoling in the Park on shining chargers, I 
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like to think that Brulnnlell was the greatest of them aU, 
and that Brumnlell's father was a footman. 
Flynders is Beaumoris's toady: lends him money; buys 
horses through his recommendation; dresses after him; 
clings to him in Pall Mall ånd on the steps of the cluDs; 
and talks about" Bo" in all societies. It is his drag which 
carries down Bo's friends to the Derby, and his cheques 
pay for dinners to the pink bonnets. I don't believe the 
Perkinses know what a rogue it is, but fancy him a decent, 
reputable City man, like his father before him. 
As for Captain Grig, what is there to tell about him? 
He performs the duties of his calling with perfect gravity. 
He is faultless on parade; excellent across country; alnia- 
ble when drunk, rather slow when sober. He has not two 
ideas, and is a most good-natured, irreproachable, gallant, 
and stupid young officel'. 
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CAVALIER SEUL. 


THIS is my friend Bob Rely, performing the Cavalier 
seul in a quadrille. Remark the good-humoured pleasul'e 
depicted in his countenance. Has he any secret grief? 
Has he a pain anywhere? No, dear Miss Jones, he is 
dancing like a. true Briton, and with all the charming 
gaiety and abandon of our race. 
\Vhen Canaillard performs that Cavalier seul operation, 
does he flinch? No; he puts on his most vainqueur look, 
he sticks his thunlbs into the armholes of his waistcoat, and 
advances, retreats, pirouettes, and otherwise gambadoes, as 
though to say, " Regarde moi, 0 monde! Venez, 0 
femnles, venez voir danser Canaillard!" 
'Vhen De Bobwitz executes the sanle measure, he does it 
'with smiling agility and graceful ease. 
But poor Rely, if he were advancing to a dentist, his 
face would not be more cheerful. All the eyes of the 
room are upon hiIn, he thinks; and he thinks he looks like 
a fool. 
Upon my word, if you press the point with Ine, dear 
Miss Jones, I think he is not very far froln right. I think 
that while Frenchmen and Gerillans may dance, as it is 
their nature to do, there is a natural dignity about us Brit- 
ons which debars us from that enjoyment. I am rather of 
the Turkish opinion, that this should be done for us. I 
think * * * 
"Good-bye, you envious old fox-and-the-grapes," says 
Miss Jones, and the next InOlnent I see her whirling by in 
a polka ,vith Tom Tozer, at a pace which makes me shrink 
back with terror into the little boudoir. . 


.,; 



28 


)IRS, PERKINS'S BALL. 


}I. CANAILLARD, CHEVALIER OF THE LEGION 
O:F HONOUR. LIEUTENANT BARON DE 
BOBWITZ. 


Oanaillaï'd. Oh, ces Anglais! quels houulles, nlon Dieu! 
ComIne ils sont habillés, comine ils dansent! 
Boòwitz. Ce Bont de beaux homInes bourtant; point de 
tenue Inilitaire, mais de grands gaillards; si je les avais 
dans Ina compagnie de la Garde, j'en ferai de bOllS soldats. 
Canaillard. Est-il bête, cet Allmlland? Les grands 
hommes ne font pas toujours de bons soldats, Monsieur. 
II llle seInhle que les soldats de France qui sont de ma 
taille, Monsieur, valent un peu mieux * * * 
BobvJitz. V ous croyez? 
Canaillaï'd. COlnment! je Ie crois, 
lonsieur? J' en suis 
sûr! II me semble, Monsieur, que nons l'avons prouvé. 
Bobwitz (impatiently). Je m'en vais danser la Bolka. 
Serviteur, Monsieur. 
Canaillard. Bntor! (He goes and looks at himself in 
the glass, when he is seized by Mrs. Perkins for the 
Polka. ) 
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THE BOUDOIR. 


MR. SMITH, )IR, BROWN, 1IISS B'LSTLETON. 
M'j'. Brown. You polk, Miss Bustleton? I'm so de- 
laighted. 
Miss Bustleton. [Slniles and prejJ(('j'es to r
e.] 
Mr. Stnith. D - puppy. 
(Poor SMITH don't polk.) 
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GRAND POLKA. 


THOUGH a quadrille seems to me as dreary as a funeral, 
yet to look at a polka, I own, is pleasant. See! Brown 
and Emily Bustleton are whirling round as light as two 
pigeons over a dovecot; Tozer, with that wicked, whisking, 
little Jones, spins along as lnerrilyas a May-day sweep; 
Miss Joy is the partner of the happy Fred. Sparks; and 
even Miss Ranville is pleased, for the faultiess Captain 
Grig is toe and heel with her. Beaulnoris, w'ith rather a 
nonchalant air, takes a turn with 1.iiss Trotter, at which 
Lord IVlethuselah's ,vrinkled chops quiver uneasily. See! 
how the big Baron de Bobwitz spins lightly, and gravely, 
and gracefully round; and lo! the Frenchlnan staggering 
under the weight of 1.iiss Bunion, who tralnps and kicks 
like a young cart-horse. 
But the lnost awful sight which nlet my view in this 
dance was the unfortunate Miss Little, to WhOlll fate had 
assigned THE MULLIGAN as a partner. Like a pa vid kid in 
the talons of an eagle, that .young creature trenlbled in his 
huge Milesian grasp. Disdaining the recognised fornl of 
the dance, the Irish chieftain accommodated the 11lusic to 
the dance of his own green land, and performed a doubl:e 
shuffle jig, carrying l\iiss Little along with hiln. Miss 
Ran ville and her Captain shrank back all1azed; Miss Trot- 
ter skirried out of his way into the protection of the aston- 
ished Lord Methuselah; Fred. Sparks could hardly Inove 
for laughing; while, on the contrary, Miss Joy was quite 
in pain for poor Sophy Little. As Canaillard and the 
Poetess caIne up, The l\iulligan, in the height of his enthu- 
siasIn, lunged out a kick which sent Miss Bunion howling; 
and concluded with a tremendous Hurroo !-a war-cry 
which caused every Saxon heart to shudder and quail. 
"Oh that the earth ,vonld open and kindly take lne in!" 
I exclaimed Inentally; and slunk off into the lower regions, 
where by this time half the company were at supper. 
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THE SUPPER. 


THE supper is going on behind the screen. There is DO 
need to draw the supper. We all know that sort of trans- 
action: the squabbling, and gobbling, and popping of chaln- 
pagne; the smell of musk and lobster salad; the dowagers 
chunlping a,vayat plates of raised pie; the young lassies 
nibbling at little titbits, which the dexterous young gentle- 
Dlen procure. Three large lnen, like doctors of divinity, 
wait behind the table, and furnish evel'ything that appetite 
can ask for. I never, for my part, can eat my supper for 
wondering at those IHen. I believe if you were to ask for 
mashed turnips, or a slice of crocodile, those astonishing 
people would serve you. \Vhat a contenlpt they must have 
for the guttling crowd to whom they minister-those solemn 
pastrycook's lllen! How they must hate jellies, and game- 
pies, and champagne, in their hearts! How they must 
scorn Iny poor friend Grundsell behind the screen, who is 
sucking at a bottle! 


GEORGE GRUNDSELL, 
GREEN-:GROCER AND SALESMAN 


9 LITTLE POCKLINGTON BUILDINGS, 


LATE CONFIDENTIAL SERVANT IN THE: FAMILY OF 


THE LORD }IA YOR OF LONDON 


W" Carpets Beat.-Knives and Boots cleaned per contract.- 
Errands faithfully performed.-G. G. attends Ball and .Dinner 
parties, and from his knowledge of the most distin
uished 
Families in London, confidently recommends his services to the 
distinguished neighbourhood of PockUngton Square. 


This disguised greengrocer is a very well known charac- 
ter in the neighbourhood of Pocklington Square. He waits 
at the parties of the gentry in the neighbourhood, and 
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though, of course, despised in families where a footman is 
kept, is a person of much importance in fe111ale establish- 
ments. 
Miss Jonas always elnploys him at her parties, and says 
to her page, "Vincent, send the butler, or send Desborough 
to me"; by which name she chooses to designate G. G. 
'\Vhen the 
liss Frumps have post-horses to their car- 
riage, and pay visits, Grundsell always goes behind. 
Those ladies have the greatest confidence in him, have been 
godlnothers to fourteen of his children, and lea ve their 
house in his charge 'v hen they go to .Bognor for the SUlll- 
mer. He attended those ladies when they were presented 
at the last drawing-room of Her 1\iajesty Queen Charlotte. 
Mr. Grundsell's state costume is a blue coat and copper 
buttons, a white waistcoat, and an inunense frill and shirt- .. 
collar. He ,vas for many years a private watchman, and 
once canvassed for the office of parish clerk of St. Peter's, 
Pocklington. He can be entrusted with untold spoons; 
with anything, in fact, but liquor; and it was he who 
brought round the cards for MRS. PERKINS'S BALL. 
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AFTER SUPPER. 


I DO not intend to say any more about it. After the 
people had supped, they went back and danced. Some 
supped again. I gave }Iiss Bunion, with my own hands, 
four bumpers of champagne; and such a quantity of goose- 
liver and truffles, that I don't wonder she took a glass of 
cherry-brandy afterwards. The grey morning was in Pock- 
lington Square as she drove away in her fly. So did the 
other people go a way. How green and sallow some of the 
girls looked, and ho,vawfully clear 1\lrs, Colonel Bludyer's 
l'ouge was! Lady Jane Ranville's great coach had roared 
away down the streets long before Fred l\finchin pattered 
off in his clogs; it ,vas I who covered up Miss 1\Ieggot, and 
conducted her, with her two old sisters, to the carriage. 
Good old souls! They have shown their gratitude byask- 
ing me to tea next Tuesday. l\lethuselah is gone to finish 
the night at the Club. "
Iind to-morro\v," 1\Iiss Trotter 
says, kissing her hand out of the carriage Canaillard de- 
parts, asking the way to "Lesterl'e Squar." They all go 
away-life goes away. 
Look at Miss Martin and young "Vard! How tenderly 
the rogue is wrapping her up! how kindly she looks at 
him! The old folks are whispering behind as they wait 
for their carriage. .\'Vhat is their talk, think you? and 
when shall that pair make a Inatch? vVhen you see those 
pretty little creatures, with their sn1iles and their blushes, 
and their pretty ways, ,vouldn't you like to be the Grand 
Basha w? 
"Mind and send me a large piece of cake," I go up and 
whisper archly to old }Ir. Ward: and we look on rather 
sentimentally at the couple, almost the last in the rooms 
(there, I declare, go the musicians, and the clock is at five) 
-when Grundsell, with an air effaré, rushes up to me and 
says, "For E'v'n sake, sir, go into the supper-room: 
there's that Hirish gent. a-pitchin' into 
Il" P." 
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THE MULLIGAN AND MR, PERKINS. 


I T was too true. I had taken hÜn a way after supper (he 
ran after Miss Little's carriage, who was dying in love with 
hitn, as he fancied), but the brute had COlne back again. 
The doctors of divinity were putting up their condiments: 
everybody was gone; but the abominable Mulligan sate 
swinging his legs at the lonely supper-table! 
Perkins was opposite, gasping at him. 
The Mulligan. I tell ye, ye are the butler, ye big fat 
man, Go get nle some nlore champagne: it's good at thi9 
house. 
Mr. Pm'kirns (witl
 dignity). It is good at this house; 
but-- 
The lJfulligan. Bht hwhat, ye goggling, bow-windowed 
jackass? Go get the wine, and we'll dthrink it together, 
myoId buck. 
lJlj
. Perkins. My name, sir, is PERKINS. 
The lJb.tlligan. Well, that rhYllles with gerkins and jer- 
kins, my man of firkins; so don't let us have any more 
shirkings and lurkings, 1\11'. Perkins. 
M1
. Pm'lcins (with apoplect-ic ene1
gy). Sir, I anl the Iuas- 
tel' of this house: and I order you to quit it. I'll Hot be 
insulted, sir. I'll send for a policelllan, sir. \Vhat do 
you lllean, 1\1:1', TitInarsh, sir, by bringing this-this beast 
into IllY house, sir? 
At this, with a scream like that of a Hyrcanian tiger, 
Mulligan of the hundred battles sprang- forward at his 
prey; but we were beforehand ,vith him. 1\:11'. Gregory, 
Mr. Grundsell, Sir Giles Bacon's large luan, the young 
gentlemen, and lnyself, rushed simultaneously upon the 
tipsy chieftain, and confined hiln. The doctors of divinity 
looked on with perfect indifference. That Mr, Perkins did 
not go off in a fit is a wonder. He was led away heaving 
and snorting frightfully, 
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Somebody smashed Mulligan's hat over his eyes, and I 
led him forth into the silent morning. The chirrup of the 
birds, the freshness of the rosy air, and a penn'orth of 
coffee that I got for him at a stall in the Regent Circus, 
revived him somewhat. When I quitted him, he was not 
angry,- but sad. He was desirous, it is true, of avenging 
the wrongs of Erin in battle line; he wished also to share 
the grave of Sarsfield and Hugh O'Neill; but he was sure 
that Miss Perkins, as well as Miss Little, was desperately 
in love with him; and I left him on a doorstep in tears. 


"Is it best to be laughing-mad, or crying-mad, in the 
world?" says I moodily, coming into my street. Betsy, 
the Inaid, was already up and at work, on her knees, scour- 
ing the steps, and cheerfully beginning her honest daily 
labour. 
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OUR STREET. 


OUR STREET, from the little nook which I occupy in it, 
and whence I and a fellow-lodger and friend of Inine cyni- 
cally observe it, presents a strange, Inotley scene. We are 
in a state of transition. We are not as yet in the town, 
and we have left the country, where we were when I caIne 
to lodge with l\irs. Camlnysole, Iny excellent landlady. I 
then took second-floor aparbnents at No. 17 Waddilove 
Street, and since, although I have never Inoved (having 
various little comforts about me), I find Inyself living at 
No. 46A Pocklington Gardens. 
Why is this? Whyain I to payeighteeu shillings iu- 
stead of fifteen? I was quite as happy in Waddilove 
Street; but the fact is, a great portion of that venerable 
old district has passed a1vay, and we are being absorbed 
into the splendid new white-stuccoed Doric-porticoed gen- 
teel Pocklington quarter. Sir Thomas Gibbs Pocklingtoll, 
M. P. for the borough of Lathanplaster, is the founder of 
the district and his own fortune. The Pocklington Estate 
Office is in the Square, on a line with 'Vaddil-with Pock- 
lington Gardens, I lnean. The old inn, the RaIn and Mag- 
pie, where the Inal'ket-gardeners used to bait, caIne out this 
year with a new white face and title, the shield, etc., of 
the Pocklington Arms. Such a shield it is! Such quar- 
terings! Howard, Cavendish, De Ros, De la Zouche, all 
mingled together. 
Even our house, 46A, which Mrs. Cainmysole has had 
painted white in compliInent to the Gardens of which it 
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now forms part, is a sort of impostor, and :has no business 
to be called Gardens at all. Mr. Gibbs, Sir Thomas's 
agent and nephew, is furious at our daring to take the title 
which belongs to our betters. The very next door (No. 46, 
the Honourable Mrs. Mountnoddy) is a house of five stories, 
shooting up proudly into the air, thirty feet above our old 
high-roofed low-roolned old tenelnent, It belongs to Cap- 
tain Bragg, not only the landlord but the son-in-law of 
Mrs. Camlnysole, who lives a couple of hundred yards 
down the street, at "The Bungalo.w, " He was the COlll- 
Inander of the Barn Ch'llnde'i' East Indiaman, and has 
quarrelled with the Pocklingtons ever since he bought 
houses in the parish. 
He it is who will not sell or alter his houses to suit the 
spirit of the times. He it is ,vho, though he made the 
,vido.w Cammysole change the nalne of her street, will not 
pull down the house next door, nor the baker's next, nor 
the iron-bedstead and feather warehouse ensuing, nor the 
little barber's with the pole, nor, I am ashalned to say, the 
tripe-shop, still standing. The barber po,vders the heads 
of the great footInen from Pocklington Gardens; they are 
so big that they can scarcely sit in 'his little prelnises. 
And the old ta vern, The East Indialnan, is kept by 
Bragg's ship-ste.ward, and protests against the Pocklington 
Arms. 
Down the road is Pocklington Chapel, Rev. Oldhaln 
Slocum-in brick, with arched windows and a wooden bel- 
fry: sober, dingy, and hideous. In the centre of Pockling- 
ton Gardens rises St. \Valtheof's, the Rev. Cyril Thuryfer 
and assistallts-a splendid Anglo-N orIn an edifice, vast, 
rich, elaborate, bran new, and intensely old. Down 
A velnary Lane you lnay hear the clink of the little Romish 
chapel bell. And hard by is a large broad-shouldered 
Ebenezer (ltev. Jonas Grono,v), out of the windows of 
'v hich the hYlnns COlne boolning all Sunday long. 
Going westward along the line, ,ve come presently to 
COlnandine House (on a part of the gardens of which Com- 
andine Gal'dens is about to be erected by his lordship); 
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farther on, "The Pineries," 
Ir. and Lady Mary l\Iango: 
and so we get into the country, and out of Our Street alto- 
gether, as I may say. But in the half mile, over which it 
may be said to extend, we find all sorts and conditions of 
people-from the Right Honourable Lord Comandine down 
to the present topographer; who, being of no rank as it 
were, has the fortune to be treated on almost friendly foot- 
ing by all, froln his lordship down to the tradesman. 
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OUR HOUSE IN OUR STREET. 


WE must begin our little descriptions where, they say, 
charity should begin-at home. Mrs. Cainmysole, IllY 
landlady, will be rather surprised when she reads this, and 
finds that a good-natured tenant, who has never c0I11plained 
of her Ünpositions for fifteen years, understands everyone 
of her tricks, and treats them, not with anger, but with 
scorn-with silent scorn. 
On the 18th of Deceillber, 1837, for instance, coming 
gently downstairs, and before my usual wont, I saw you 
seated in Iny arm-chair, peeping into a letter that caIne 
from my aunt in the country, just as if it had been ad- 
dressed to you, and not to "M. A. Titmarsh, Esq." Did 
I lllake any disturbance? far from it: I slunk back to lny 
bedroom (being enabled to walk silently in the beautiful 
pair of worsted slippers Miss Penelope J--s worked for 
Iile: they are worn out now, dear Penelope!) and then, rat- 
tling open the door with a great noise, descended the stairs, 
singing" Son ve1 0 gin vezzosa " at the top of Iny voice, You 
were not in Iny sitting-rooIn, l\'Írs. Camillysole, when I en- 
tered that apartment. 
You have been reading all my letters, papers, manu- 
scripts, b'Joouillons of verses, inchoate articles for the Morn- 
ing Post and Morning Ch'Joonicle, invitations to dinner and 
tea-all my fainily letters, all Eliza Townley's letters, 
from the first, in which she declared that to be the bride of 
her beloved Michelagnolo was the fondest wish of her 
Inaiden heart, to the last, in which she announced that her 
Thomas was the best of husbands, and signed herself 
"Eliza Slogger"; all Mary Fanner's letters, all EllÜly 
Delainere's; all that poor foolish old Miss MacWhirter's, 
whoin I would as soon marry as -: in a ,vord, I know 
that you, you hawk-beaked, keen-eyed, sleepless, inde- 
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fatigable old }Irs. Cammy sole, have read all my papers for 
these ten years. 
I know that you cast your curious old eyes over all the 
manuscripts which you find in my coat-pockets and those 
of my pantaloons, as they hang in a drapery over the door- 
handle of my bedroom. 
I know that you count the money in my green and gold 
purse, which Lucy Netterville gave lne, and speculate on 
the lnanner in which I have laid out the difference between 
to-day and yesterday. 
I know that you have an understanding with the laun- 
dress (to whom you say that you are all-powerful,vith me), 
threatening to take a-way my practice from her, unless she 
gets up gratis some of your :fine linen. 
I know that we both have a pennyworth of cream for 
breakfast, which is' brought in in the same little can; and 
I know who has the most for her share. 
I know how many lumps of sugar you take from each 
pound as it arrives. I have counted the lumps, you old 
thief, and for years have never said a word, except to l\tIiss 
Clapperclaw, the first-floor lodger. Once I put a bottle of 
pale brandy into that cupboard, of which you and I only 
ha ve keys, and the liquor wasted and wasted away lmtil it 
was all gone. You drank the whole of it, you wicked old 
woman. You a lady, indeed! 
I know your rage when they did me the honour to elect 
me a member of the Poluphloisboiothalasses Club, and I 
ceased consequently to dine at home. When I did dine at 
home,-on a beef-steak, let us say,-I should like to know 
what you had for supper. You first amputated portions of 
the meat when raw; you abstracted more when cooked. 
Do you think 1 was taken in by your fliInsy pretences? I 
wonder how you could dare to do such things before your 
lllaids (you a clergyman's daughter and widow, indeed I), 
whom you yourself were always charging with roguery. 
Yes, the insolence of the old woman is unbearable, and 
I must break out at last. If she goes off in a fit at reading 
this, I am sure I shan't mind. She has two unhappy 
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wenches, against WhOlll her old tongue is clacking frolll 
morning till night: she pounces on them at all hours. It 
was but this morning at eight, when poor Molly was brooln- 
ing the steps, and the baker paying her by no lneans un- 
merited cOlllpliments, that lny landlady came whirling out 
of the ground-floor front, and sent the poor girl whimpering 
into the kitchen. - 
,V ere it but for her conduct to her lnaids I was determined 
publicly to denounce her. These poor wretches she causes 
to lead the lives of demons; and not content with bullying 
them all day, she sleeps at night in the same room with 
them, so that she Inay have thelll up before daybreak, and 
scold them while they are dressing. 
Certain it is, that between her and Miss Clapperclaw, on 
the first floor, the poor wenches lead a disnlal life. My 
dear Miss Clapperclaw, I hope you will excuse Ilie for hav- 
ing placed you in the title-page of my little book, looking 
out of your accustomed window, and having your eye- 
glasses ready to spy the whole street, which you know 
better than any inhabitant of it. 
It is to you that I owe most of lny knowledge of our 
neighbours; from you it is that most ,of the facts and ob- 
servations contained in these brief pages are taken. 1\iany 
a night, over our tea, have we talked amiably about our 
neighbours and their little failings; and as I know that 
you speak of mine pretty freely, why, let me say, my dear 
Bessy, that if we have not built up Our Street between us, 
at least ,ve have pulled it to pieces. 
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THE BUNGALOW-CAPTAIN AND 
IRS. BRAGG. 


LONG, long ago, when Our Street was the country-a 
stage-coach between us and London passing four times a 
day-I do not care to own that it was a sight of Flora 
Cammysole's face, under the card of her malnma's "Lodg- 
ings to Let," which first caused Ille to become a tenant of 
Our Street. A fine good-humoured lass she was then; 
and I gave her lessons (part out of the rent) in French and 
flower-painting. She has Inade a fine rich marriage since, 
although her eyes have often seemed to me to say, "Ah, 
Mr. T., why didn't you, when there was yet time, and we 
both of us were free, propose-you know what? " "Psha! 
"\Vhere was the money, my dear maùam?" 
Captain Bragg, then occupied in building Bungalow 
Lodge-Bragg, I say, living on the first floor, and enter- 
taining sea-captains, merchants,. and East Indian friends 
with his grand ship's plate, being disappointed in a project 
of marrying a director's daughter, who was also a second 
cousin once removed of a peer,-sent in a fury for Mrs. 
Calnmysole, his landlady, and proposed to marry Flora off- 
hand, and settle four hundred a year upon her. Flora was 
ordered from the back parlour (the Ground-floor occupies 
the Second-floor bedroom), and ,vas on the spot made ac- 
quainted with the splendid offer which the First-floor had 
made her. She has been Mrs. Captain Bragg these twelve 
years. 
You see her portrait, and that of the brute her husband, 
on the opposite side of the page. 
Bragg to this day ,veal'S anchor-buttons, and has a dress- 
coat with a gold strap for epaulets, in case he should have 
a fancy to sport them. His house is covered with por- 
traits, busts, and miniatures of himself. His wife is made 
to wear one of the latter. On his side board are pieces of 
plate, presented by the passengers of tbe Raln Ohu'tlder to 
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Captain Bragg: "The Ran
 ChunAier East IndianIan, in a 
gale, off Table Bay"; "The Outward-bound Fleet, under 
convoy of Her Majesty's frigate Loblollyboy, Captain Gutch, 
beating off the French squadron, under Commodore Leloup 
(the Ram Chunder, S.E. by E., is represented engaged 
with the Mirliton corvette)"; "The Rant Cl
unde1' stand- 
ing into the Hooghly, with Captain Bragg, his telescope 
and speaking-trumpet, on the poop"; "Captain Bragg pre- 
seIIting the Officers of the Ra'n
 Chunder to General Bona- 
parte at St. Helena "-TITMARSH (this fine piece was 
painted by me when I was ill favour with Bragg); in a 
word, Bragg and the Ra'lr
 Ckunde'i' are all over the house. 
Although I have eaten scores of dinners at Captain 
Bragg's charge, yet his hospitality is so insolent, that none 
of us who frequent his mahogany feel any obligation to our 
braggart entertainer. 
After he has given one of his great heavy dinners he 
always takes an opportunity to tell yon, in the lnost public 
way, how many bottles of wine were drunk. His pleasure 
is to make his guests tipsy, and to tell everybody how and 
w hen the period of inebriation arose.. And l\iiss Clapper- 
claw tells me that he often comes over laughing and gig- 
gling to her, and pretending that he has brought 'me into 
this condition-a calulnny ,vhich I fling contemptuously in 
his face. 
He scarcely gives any but men's parties, and invites the 
whole club hOlne to dinner. \Vhat is the compliment of 
being asked, when the whole club is asked too, I should 
like to know? Men's parties are only good for boys. I 
hate a dinner where there are no WOlnen Bragg sits at 
the head of his table, and bullies the solitary Mrs. Bragg. 
He entertains us with stories of storms which he, Bragg, 
encountered-of dinners which be, Bragg, has received 
from the Governor-General of India-of jokes which he, 
Bragg, has heard; and however stale or oùious they lnay 
be, poor Mrs. B. is always expected to laugh. 
\V oe be to her if she doesn't, or if she laughs at anybody 
else's jokes. I have seen Bragg go up to her and squeeze 
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her arm with a savage grind of his teeth, and say, with an 
oath, "Hang it, madam, how dare you laugh when any 
man but your husband speaks to you? I forbid you to grin 
in that way. I forbid you to look sulky. I forbid you to 
look happy, or to look up, or to keep your eyes down to the 
ground. I desire you ,vill not be trapesing through the 
rooms. I order you not to sit as still as a stone." He 
curses her if the wine is corked, or if the dinner is spoiled, 
or if she comes a minute too soon to the club for him, or 
arrives a minute too late. He forbids her to walk, except 
upon his arm. And the consequence of his ill-treatment 
is, that Mrs. Calnmysole and Mrs. Bragg respect him be- 
yond measure, and think him the first of hUlnan beings. 
"I never knew a woman who was constantly bullied by 
her husband who did not like him the better for it," Miss 
Clapperclaw says. And though this speech has some of 
Clapp's usual sardonic humour in it, I can't but think there 
is some truth in the remark. 


c- \T 01. 24 
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LEVANT HOUSE CHA1IBERS-MR. RUMBOLD, 
A.R.A., AND 
IISS RU
IBOLD. 


WHEN Lord Levant quitted the country and this neigh- 
bourhood, in which the tradesmen still deplore him, No. 
56, known as Levantine House, was let to the Pococurante 
Club, which was speedily bankrupt (for we are too far from 
the centre of town to support a club of our own); it was 
subsequently hired by the West Diddlesex Railroad; and 
is now divided into sets of chambers, superintended by an 
acrimonious housekeepel', and by a porter in a shaIn Ii very: 
whom, if you don't find him at the door, you may as wen 
seek at the Grapes public-house, in the little lane round the 
corner.. He varnishes the japan-boots of the dandy lodg- 
ers; reads Mr.. Pinkney's Morning Post before he lets hiIn 
have it; and neglects the letters of the inn1ates of the 
chambers generally. 
The great rooms, which were occupied as the salons of 
the noble Levant, the coffee-rooms of the Pococurante (a 
club where the play was furious, as I aln told), and the 
board-room and manager's rOOln of the West Diddlesex, are 
tenanted now by a couple of artists; young Pinkney the 
miniaturist, and George Rumbold the historical painter. 
Miss Rumbold, his sister, lives with him, by the way; but 
with that young lady of course we have nothing to do. 
I knew both these gentlemen at Rome, when George 
wore a velvet doublet and a beard down to his chest, and 
used to talk about high art at the Café Greco. How it 
smelled of smoke, that velveteen doublet of his, with which 
his stringy red beard was lik.ewise perfumed! It was in 
his studio that I had the honour to be introduced to his 
sister, the fair Miss Clara: she had a large casque with a 
red horse-hair plunle (1 thought it had been a wisp of her 
brother's beard at first), and held a tin. headed spear in her 
hand, representing a Roman warrior in the great picture of 
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Caractacus George was painting-a piece sixty-four feet by 
eighteen. The ROlnan warrior blushed to be discovered in 
that attitude: the tin-headed spear trembled in the whitest 
arm in the world. So she put it down, and, taking off the 
helmet also, went and sat in a far corner of the studio, 
mending George's stockings; whilst we smoked a couple of 
pipes, and talked about Raphael being a good deal over- 
rated. 
I think he is; and have never disguised my opinion 
about the" Transfiguration." And all the time we talked, 
there were Clara's eyes looking lucidly out from the dark 
corner in which she was sitting, working away at the stock- 
ings. The lucky fellow! They were in a dreadful state" 
of bad repair when she came out to him at Rome, after the 
death of their father, the Reverend Miles Rumbold. 
George, while at Rome, painted" Caractacus "; a picture 
of "Non Angli sed Angeli" of course; a picture of " Alfred 
in the Neat-herd's Cottage," seventy-two feet by forty-eight 
-(an idea of the gigantic size and Michael-Angelesque pro- 
portions of this picture may be formed, when I state that 
the mere muffin, of which the outcast king is spoiling the 
baking, is two feet three in diameter); and the deaths of 
Socrates, of Remus, and of the Christians under Nero re- 
spectively. I shall never forget how lovely Clara looked 
in white muslin, with her hair down, in this latter picture, 
giving herself up to a ferocious Carnifex (for which Bob 
Gaunter the architect sat), and refusing to listen to the 
mild suggestions of an insinuating Flamen: which charac- 
ter was a gross caricature of myself. 
N one of Géorge's pictures sold. He has enough to 
tapestry Trafalgar Square. He has painted, since he camë 
back to England, " The Flaying of Marsyas," "The 
Smothering of the Little Boys in the Tower," "A Plague 
Scene during the Great Pestilence," "U golino on the Sev... 
enth Day after he was deprived of Victuals," etc. For 
although these pictures have great merit, and the writhings 
of 
Iarsyas, the convulsions of the little princes, the look of 
agony of St. Lawrence on the gridiron, etc., are quite true 
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to nature, yet the subjects someho,v are not agreeable; and 
if he hadn't a small patrimony, my friend George would 
starve. 
Fondness for art: leads me a great ,. deal to this studio. 
George is a gentleman, and has very good fl'iends, and good 
pluck too. When we were at Rome, there was a great ro,v 
between him and young Heeltap, Lord Boxmoor's son, who 
was uncivil to }Iiss Rumbold; (the young scoundrel-had 
I been ,a fighting man, I should like to have shot him my- 
self!) Lady Betty Bulblll is very fond of Clara; and Tom 
BulbuI, who took George's message to Heeltap, is always 
hanging about the studio. At least I know that I find the 
young jackanapes there almost every day, bringing a new 
novel, or some poisonous French poetry, or a basket of flo,v- 
ers, or grapes, with Lady Betty's love to her dear Clara- 
a young rascal with white kids, and his hair curled every 
morning. What business has he to be dangling about 
George Rumbold's premises, and sticking up his ugly png- 
face as a model-for all George's pictures? 
Miss Clapperclaw says Bulbul is evidently smitten, and 
Clara too. What! would she put up with such a little 
fribble as that, when there is a man of intellect and taste 
who-but I won't believe it. It is all the jealousy of 
women. 
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SOME OF THE SERVANTS IN OUR STREET. 


THESE gentlemen have two clubs in our quarter-for the 
butlers at the Indiaman, and for the gents in livery at the 
Paddington Arms-of either of which societies I should like 
to be a member. I am sure they could not be so dull as 
Our Club at the Poluphloisboio, where one meets the same 
neat, clean, respectable old fogies every day. 
But with the best wishes, it is impossible for the present 
writer to join either the Plate Club or the Uniform Club 
(as these réuniolls are designated); for one could not shake 
hands with a friend ,vho was standing behind your chair, 
or nod a How-d'ye do? to the butler who was pouring you 
out a glass of winej-so that what I know about the gents 
in our neighbourhood is from mere casual observation. 
For instance, I have a slight acquaintance with (1) Thomas 
Spavin, who commonly wears the above air of injured in- 
nocence, and is groom to Mr. Joseph Green, of Our Street. 
"I tell why the brougham 'oss is out of condition, and why 
Desper
tion broke out all in a lathel'! 'Osses will, this 
'eavy weather; and Desperation was always the most lUYS- 
test hoss I ever see.-I take him out with Mr. Anderson's 
'ounds-I'm above it. I allis was too timid to ride to 
, ounds by natur; and Colonel Sprigs' groom, as says he saw 
. 1 . " 
me, IS alar, etc., etc. 
Such is the tenor of Mr. Spavin's remarks to his master. 
'Vhereas all the world in Our Street knows that Mr. Spavin 
spends at least a hundred a year in beer; that he keeps a, 
betting-book; that he has lent Mr. Green's black brougham 
horse to the omnibus driver; and, at a time when Mr. G. 
supposed him at the veterinary's surgeon's, has lent hÍ1u to 
a livery stable, which has let him out to that gentleman 
himself, and actually driven him to dinner behind his own 
horse. 
This conduct I can understand, but I cannot excuse- 
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l\Ir. Spavin may; and Ilea ve the Ina tter to be settled be- 
twixt himself and 
Ir. Green. 
The second is Monsieur Sin bad, 
Ir. Clarence Bulbnl's 
man, whom we all hate Clarence for keeping. 
Mr. Sin bad is a foreigner, speaking no known language, 
but a mixture of every European dialect-so that he may 
be an Italian brigand, or a Tyrolese minstrel, or a Spanish 
smuggler, for what we know. I have heard say that he is 
neither of these, but an Irish Jew. 
He wears studs, hair-oil, jewellery, and linen shirt- 
fronts, very finely embroidered, but not particular for 
whiteness.. He generally appears in faded velvet waist- 
coats of a morning, and is always perfumed with stale to- 
bacco.. He wears large rings on his hands, which look as 
if he kept them up the chimney. 
He does not appear to do anything earthly for Clarence 
Bulbul, except to smoke his cigars, and to practise on his 
guitar. He will not answer a bell, nor fetch a glass of 
water, nor go of an errand: on which, au Teste, Clarence 
dares not send him, being entirely afraid of his servant, 
and not daring to use him, or to abuse him, or to send him 
away. 
3. Adams-Mr. Champignon's man-a good old man in 
an old livery coat with old worsted lace-so very old, deaf, 
surly, and faithful, that you wonder how he should have 
got into the family at all; who never kept a footlnan till 
last year, when they came into the street. 
.l\'Iiss Clappercla w says she believes Adams to be 
Irs. 
Champignon's father, and he certainly has a look of that 
lady; as 
Iiss C. pointed out to lne at dinner one night, 
whilst old Adams was blundering about amongst the hired 
men from Gunter's, and falling over the silver dishes. 
4. Fipps, the buttoniest page in all the street: walks 
behind Mrs. Grimsby with her prayer-book, and protects 
her. 
"If that woman wants a protector" (a female arquaint- 
ance remarks), "Rea ven be good to us! She is as big as 
an ogress, and has an upper lip which many a Cornet of 
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the Lifeguards lnight envy. Her poor dear husband was 
a. big man, and she could beat him easily; and did too. 
Mrs. Grimsby, indeed! Why, my dear Mr. Titmarsh, it 
is Glumdalca walking with Tom Thumb." 
This observation of Miss C.'s is very true, and ltlrs. 
Grimsby might carry her prayer-book to church herself. 
But ìVIiss Clapperclaw, who is pretty well able to take care 
of herself too, was glad enough to have the protection of 
the page when she 'went out in the fly to pay visits, and 
befol'e 
Irs. Grimsbyand she quarrelled at whist at Lady 
Pocklington's. 
After this merely parenthetic observation, we come to (5) 
one of her Ladyship's large men, 1\lr. Jeames-a gentleman 
of vast stature and proportions, who is almost nose to nose 
with us as we pass her Ladyship's door on the outside of 
the omnibus. I think J eames has a contempt for a man 
,vhom he witnesses in that position. I have fancied sonle- 
thing like that feeling showed itself (as far as it may in a 
well-bred gentleman accustomed to society) in his behav- 
ionr, while waiting behind my chair at dinner. 
But I take Jeames to be, like most giants, good-natured, 
lazy, stupid, soft-hearted, and extremely fond of drink. 
One night, his lady being engaged to dinner at Nightingale 
House, I saw 
Ir. Jeames resting himself on a bench at the 
Pocklington Arms: where, as he had no liquor before him, 
he had probably exhausted his credit. 
Little Spitfire, 
Ir. Clarence Bulbul's boy, the wicked est 
little varlet that ever hung on to a cab, was H chaffing" l\'Ir. 
Jealnes, holding up to his face a pot of porter ahnost as big 
as the young potifer himself. 
"Vill you now, Big'un, or von't you?" Spitfire said. 
"If you're thusty, vy don't you say so and squench it, old 
boy? " 
"Don't ago on makin' fun of me-I can't abear chaffin'," 
was the reply of 
Ir. Jeames, and tears actually stood in 
his fine eyes as he looked at the porter and the screeching 
little inlp before him. 
Spitfire (real name unknown) gave him some of the drink: 
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I am happy to say Jeames's face wore quite a different look 
when it rose gasping out of the porter; and I judge of his 
dispositions from the above trivial incident. 
The last boy in the sketch (6) need scarcely be particu- 
larised. Doctor's boy; was a charity-boy; stripes evident- 
ly added on to a pair of the doctor's clothes of last year- 
Miss Clapperclaw pointed this out to me with a giggle. 
Nothing escapes that old woman. 
As we were walking in Kensington Gardens she pointed 
lne out Mrs. Bragg's nursery-maid, who sings so loud at 
church, engaged with a Life Guardsman, whom she was 
trying to con vert probably. My virtuous friend rose indig- 
nant at the sight. 
"That's why these minxes like Kensington Gardens," 
she cried. "Look at the woman: she leaves the baby on 
the grass, for the giant to tralnple upon; and that little 
wretch of a Hastings Bragg is riding on the monster's 
cane. " 
l\liss C. flew up and seized the infant, waking it out of 
its sleep, and causing all the Gardens to echo with its 
squalling. "I'll teach you to be impudent to me," she 
said to the nursery-maid, with whom my vivacious old 
friend, I suppose, has had a difference; and she would not 
release the infant until she had rung the bell of Bungalow 
Lodge, where she gave it up to the footman. 
The giant in scarlet had slunk down towards Knights- 
bl'idge meanwhile. The big rogues are always crossing the 
Park and the Gardens, and hankering about Our Street. 
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WHAT SOMETIl\IES HAPPENS IN OUR STREET. 


IT was before old Hlmkington's house that the mutes 
were standing, as I passed and saw this group at the door. 
The charity-boy with the hoop is the son of the jolly- 
}ooking mute; he admires his father, who admires himself 
too, in those bran-new sables. The other infants al'e the 
spawn of the alleys about OUI' Street. Only the parson and 
the typhus fever visit those mysterious haunts, which lie 
couched about our splendid houses like Lazarus at the 
threshold of Dives. 
Those little ones come crawling abroad in the sunshine, 
to the annoyance of the beadles, and the horror of a nunl- 
bel' of good people in the street. They will bring up the 
rear of the procession anon, when the grand omnibus with 
the feathers, and the fine coaches with the long-tailed black 
horses, and the gentlemen's private carriages with the 
shutters up, pass along to Saint Waltheof's. 
You can hear the slow bell tolling clear in the sunshine 
already, mingling with the crowing of Punch, who is pass- 
ing down the street with his show; and the two musics 
make a queer Inedley. 
Not near so lnany people, I remark, engage Punch now 
as in the good old times. I suppose our quarter is growing 
too genteel for him. 
Miss Bridget Jones, a poor curate's daughter in \Vales, 
comes into all Hunkington's property, and will take his 
name, as 1 am told. Nobody ever heard of her before. I 
aIn sure Captain Hunkington, and his brother Barnwell 
Hunkington, Inust wish that the lucky young lady had 
never been heard of to the present day. 
But they will have the consolation of thinking that they 
did their duty by their uncle, and consoled his declining 
years. It was but last month that Millwood Hunkington 
(the Captain) sent the old gentIelnan a service of plate; 
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and Mrs. Barnwell got a reclining carriage at a great ex- 
pense from Hobbs and Dobbs's, in which the old gentleman 
went out only once. 
"It is a punishment on those Hunkingtons," Miss Clap- 
perclaw remarks: "upon those people who have been al- 
ways living beyond their little incomes, and always specu- 
lating upon what the old man would leave thein, and always 
coaxing him with presents which they could not afford, and 
he did not want. It is a punishment upon those Hunking- 
tons to be so disappointed." 
"Think of giving hÍln plate," Miss C. justly says, "who 
had chests-full; and sending him a carriage, who could 
afford to buy all Long Acre. And everything goes to Miss 
Jones Hunkington. I wonder will she give the things 
back?" Miss Clapperclaw asks. "I wouldn't." 
And indeed I don't think Miss Clapperclaw would. 
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SOMEBODY 'VHOlVI NOBODY KNOWS. 


. 
THAT pretty little house, the last in Pocklington Square, 
was lately occupied by a young widow lady who wore a pink 
bOllnet, a short silk dress, sustained by crinoline, and a 
light blue mantle, or over- jacket (Miss C. is not here to 
tell me the name of the garment); or else a black vel vet 
pelisse, a yellow shawl, and a white bonnet; or else-but 
never mind the dress, which seemed to be of the handsom- 
est sort money could buy-and who had very long glossy 
black l'inglets, and a peculiarly brilliant complexion,-No. 
96 Pocklington Square, I say, was lately occupied by a 
widow lady named 
Irs. Stafford l\Iolyneux. 
The very first day on which an intimate and valued fe- 
lnale friend of mine saw 
Irs. Stafford Molyneux stepping 
into a brougham, with a splendid bay horse, and without a 
footInan (Inark, if you please, that delicate sign of respect- 
ability), and after a moment's examination of Mrs. S. M.'s 
toilette, her lnannel'S, little dog, carnation-co loured parasol, 
etc., 
Iiss Elizabeth Clapperclaw clapped to the opera-glass 
with which she had been regarding the new inhabitant of 
Our Street, came away from the window in a great flurry, 
and began poking her fire in a :fit of virtuous indignation. 
"She's very pretty," said I, who had been looking over 
1.1iRS C.'s shoulder at the widow with the flashing eyes and 
drooping ringlets. 
"Hold your tongue, sir," said 
Iiss Clapperclaw, tossing 
up her virgin head with an indignant blush on her nose. 
I( It's a sin and a shame that such a creature should be rid- 
ing in her carriage, forsooth, when honest people must go 
on foot." 
Subsequent observations confirmed my revered fellow- 
lodger's anger and opinion. We have watched hansoln 
cabs standing before that lady's house for hours; ,ve have 
seen broughams, with great flaring eyes, keeping watch 
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there in the darkness; we have seen the vans from the 
comestible-shops drive up and discharge loads of wines, 
groceries, French plums, and other articles of luxurious 
horror. \Ve have seen Count Wowski's drag, Lord Mar- 
tingale's carriage, 1\11'. Deuceace's cab drive up there tiIne 
after tÍ1ne; and (having relnarked previously the pastry- 
cook's Inen arrive with the trays and entrées) we have 
kno,vn that this widow ,vas giving dinners at the little 
house in Pocklington Square-dinners such as decent peo- 
ple could not hope to enjoy. 
My excellent friend has been in a perfect fury when Mrs. 
dtafford Molyneux, in a black velvet riding-habit, with a 
hat and feather, has come out and mounted an odious grey 
horse, and has cantered down the street, followed by her 
groom upon a bay. 
"It won't last long-it must end in shame and humil- 
iation," my dear Miss C. has remarked, disappointed that 
the tiles and c.himney-pots did not fall down upon Mrs. 
Stafford Molyneux's head, and crush that cantering, auda- 
cious woman. 
But it was-a consolation to see her when she walked out 
with a French maid, a couple of children, and a little dog 
hanging on to her by a blue ribbon. She always held down 
her head then-her head with the drooping black ringlets. 
The virtuous and well-disposed avoided her. I have seen 
the Square-keeper himself look puzzled as she passed; and 
Lady Kicklebury walking by with Miss K., her daughter, 
turn a way froin Mrs. Stafford Molyneux, and fling back at 
her a ruthless Parthian glance that ought to have killed 
any woman of decent sensi bili ty . 
That wretched wOlnan, Ineanwhile, with her l'ouged 
cheeks (for rouge it is, Miss Clapperclaw swears, and who 
is a better judge?) has walked on conscious, and yet some- 
how braving out the Street. You could read pride of her 
beauty, pride of her fine clothes, shalne of her position, in 
her downcast black eyes. 
As for Mademoiselle TraIn poline, her French maid, she 
would stare the sun itself out of countenance. One day 
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she tossed up her head as she passed under our windows 
with a look of scorn that drove Miss Clapperclaw back to 
the fireplace again. 
It was Mrs. Stafford Molyneux's children, however, 
WhOlll I pitied the most. Once her boy, in a flaring tartan, 
went up to speak to Master Roderick Lacy, whose maid was 
engaged ogling a policeman; and the children were going 
to lnake friends, being united with a hoop which Master 

Iolyneux had, when Master Roderick's lnaid, rushing up, 
clutched her charge to her artns, and hurried away, leaving 
little Molyneux sad and wondering. 
" \Vhy won't he play with me, lnamlna?" Master Moly- 
neux asked-and his mother's face blushed purple as she 
walked a'way. 
"Ah-Heaven help us and forgive us!" said I; but 
1\Iiss C. can never forgive the mother or child; and she 
clapped her hands for joy one day when we sa'\v the shut- 
ters up, bills in the windows, a carpet hanging out o\"er the 
balcony, and a crowd of shabby Jews about the steps-giv- 
ing token that the reign of 1\Irs. Stafford Molyneux was 
over. The pastrycooks and their trays, the bay and the 
grey, the broughalll and the groom, the noblemen and their 
cabs, '\vere all gone; and the tra.deslnen in the neighbour- 
hood were crying out that they were done. 
"Serve the odious lninx right!" says l\Iiss C.; a.nd she 
played at picquet that night with more vigour than I have 
known her luallifest for these last ten years. 
What is it that makes certain old ladies so savage upon 
certain subjects? 
iiss C. is a good woman; pays her 
rent and her tradesmen; gives plenty to the poor; is brisk 
with her tongue, kind-hearted in the main; but if Mrs. 
Stafford Molyneux and her children '\vere plunged into a 
cauldron of boiling vinegar, I think my revered friend 
would not take her out. 
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THE 
IAN IN POSSESSION. 


FOR another misfortune which occurred in Our Street 
we ,vere much more compassionate. We liked Danby 
Dixon, and his wife Fanny Dixon still more. Miss C. had 
a paper for biscuits and a box of preserved apricots always 
in the cupboard, ready for Dixon's children-provisions by 
the way which she locked up under Mrs. Cammysole's. 
nose, so that our landlady could by no possibility lay a 
hand on them. 
Dixon and his wife had the neatest little house possible 
(No. 16, opposite 96), and were liked and respected by the 
w hole street. He was called Dandy Dixon when he was 
in the Dragoons, and was a light weight, and rather famous 
as a gentleman rider. On his mal'riage, he sold out and 
got fat; ,and was indeed a ßOl'id, contented, and jovial gen- 
tleman. 
His little wife was charming-to see her in pink with some 
miniature Dixons, in pink too, round about her, or in that 
beautiful grey dress, with the deep black lace flounces, 
which she wore at my Lord Comandine's on the night of 
the private theatricals, would have done any man good. 
To hear her sing any of my little ballads, "Know'st Thou 
the "'\Villow-tree?" for instance, or "The Rose upon my 
Balcony," or "The Humming of the Honey-bee" (far supe- 
rior, in my judgment, and in that of some goodjudges like- 
wise, to that humbug Clarence Bulbul's ballads)-to hear 
her, I say, sing these, was to be in a sort of small Elysium. 
Dear, dear little Fanny Dixon! she was like a little chirp- 
ing bird of Paradise. It was a shame that storms should 
ever ruffle such a tender pluluage. 
Well, never mind about sentinlent. Danby Dixon, the 
owner of this little treasure, an ex-captain of Dragoons, 
and having nothing to do, and a small income, wisely 
thought he \Vould employ his spal'e time and increase his 
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revenue. He became a director of the Cornaro Life Insur- 
ance Company, of the Tregulpho Tin-lnines, and of four or 
five railroad cOlnpanies. It was amusing to see him swag- 
gering about the City in his clinking boots, and with his 
high and mighty dragoon manners. For a time his talk 
about shares after dinner was perfectly intolerable; and 
I for one was always glad to leave hinl in the cOlnpany of 
sundry very dubious capitalists who frequented his house, 
and walk up to hear 1\lrs. Fanny warbling at the piano, 
with her little children about her knees. 
It was only last season that they set up a carriage-the 
Inodestest little vehicle conceivable-driven by Kirby, who 
had been in Dixon's troop in the regiInent, and had followed 
hiln into private life as coachman, footman, and page. 
One day lately I went into Dixon's house, hearing that 
SOlne calamities had befallen hiln, the particulars of. which 

Iiss Clapperclaw was desirous to know. The creditors of 
the Tregul pho l\iines had got a verdict against him as one 
of the directors of that conlpallY; the engineer of the Lit- 
tle Diddlesex Junction had sued him for two thousand 
three hundred pounds-the charges of that scientific man 
for six weeks' labour in surveying the line. His brother 
directors were to be discovered nowhere: Windham, Dod- 
gin, Mizzlington, and the rest, were all gone long ago. 
'''hen I entered, the door was open; there was a smell 
of smoke in the dining-room, where a gentleluan at noon- 
day was seated with a pipe and a pot of beer: a man in 
possession indeed, in that cOlnfortable pretty par lour, by 
that snug round t
ble where I have so often seen Fanny 
Dixon's smiling face. 
Kirby, the ex-dragoon, was scowling at the fello"r, ,vho 
lay upon a little settee reading the newspaper, with an evi- 
dent desire to kill him. 1\lrs. Kirby, his wife, held little 
Danby, poor Dixon's son and heir. Dixon's portrait 
smiled over the sideboard still, and his wife was upstairs 
in an agony of fear, with the poor little daughters of this 
bankrupt, broken family. 
This poor soul had actually come do\vn and paid a visit 
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to the lnan in possession. She had sent wine and dinner 
to" the gentleman downstairs," as she called 'him in her 
terror. She had tried to move his heart, by representing 
to hhn how innocent Captain Dixon was, and how he had 
always paid, and always remained at home when everybody 
else had fled. As if her tears and simple tales and entl'ea- 
ties could move that man in possession out of the house, or 
induce him to pay the costs of the action which her husband 
had lost. 
Danby meanwhile was at Eoulogne, sickening after his 
wife and children. They sold everything in his house-all 
his smart furniture and neat little stock of plate; his ward- 
robe and his linen, "the property of a gentleman gone 
abroad"; his carriage by the best maker; and his wine 
selected without regard to expense. His house was shut 
up as completely as his opposite neighbour's; and a new 
tenant is just having it fresh painted inside and out, as if 
poor Dixon had left an infection behind. 
Kirby and his wife went across the water with the chil- 
dren and Mrs. Fanny-she has a small settlement; and I 
am bound to say that our mutual friend Miss Elizabeth C. 
,vent down with Mrs. Dixon in the fly to the Tower stairs, 
and stopped in Lombard Street by the way. 
So it is that the world wags: that honest men and knaves 
alike are always having ups and downs of fortune, and that 
we are perpetually changing tenants in Our Street. 
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THE LION OF THE STREET. 


WHAT people can find in Clarence Bulbul, who has late- 
ly taken upon hÜuself the rank and dignity of Lion of Our 
Street, I have always been at a loss to conjecture. 
"He has written an Eastern book of considerable merit," 
!\Iiss Clapperclaw says; but hang it, has not everybody 
,vritten an Eastern book? I should like to nleet anybody 
in society now who has nöt been up to the second cataract, 
An Eastern book, forsooth! My Lord Castleroyal has done 
one-an honest one; my Lord Youngent another-an alnus- 
ing one; my Lord "T oolsey another-a pious one; there is 
"The Cutlet ailll the Cahob" -a sentÍ1nental one; "Tinl- 
buctoothen "-a humorous one, all ludicl'ously overrated, in 
my opinion: not including IllY own little book, of which a 
copy or two is still to be had, by the 'way. 
Well, then, Clarence Bulbul, because he has lnade part 
of the little tour that all of us know, COlnes back and gives 
himself airs, forsooth, and howls as if he ,vere just out of 
the great Libyan desert. 
When we go and see hiln, that Irish Jew courier, whom 
I have before had the honour to describe, looks up from 
the novel which he is reading in the ante-room, and says, 
"Mon maître est au divan," or "l\{onsieur troll vera I\Ion- 
sieur dans son sérail," and relapses into the COlnte d: 
Montecristo again. 
Yes, the iIupudent wretch has actually a rooin in his 
apartInents on the ground-floor of his nlother's house, which 
he calls his harenl. \Yhen Lady Betty Bulbul (they are of 
the Nightingale faluily) or l\{iss Blanche COllles down to 
visit hiln, their slippers are placed at the door, and he re- 
ceives theln on an ottonlan, and these infatuated WOluen 
will actually light his pipe for him. 
Little Spitfire, the groom, hangs about the drawing-room, 
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outside the harem, forsooth! so that he may be ready when 
Clarence Bulbul claps hands for him to bring the pipes and 
coffee. 
He has coffee and pipes for everybody. I should like 
you to have seen the face of old Bowly, his college-tutor, 
called upon to sit cross-legged on a divan, a little cup of 
bitter black Mocha put into his hand, and a large amber- 
TIlllZzled pipe stuck into his mouth by Spitfire, before he 
could so much as say it was a fine day. Bowlyalmost 
thought he had compromised his principles by consenting 
so far to thls Turkish manner. 
Bulbul's dinners are, I own, very good; his pilaffs and 
curries excellent. He tried to make us eat rice with our 
:fingers, it is true; but he sc-alded his own hands in the 
business, and invaria.Jly bedizened his shirt; so he has left 
off the Turkish practice, for dinner at least, and uses a fork 
like a Christian. 
Eut it is in society that he is most remarkable; and here 
he would, I own, be odioùs, but he becomes delightful, be- 
cause all the men hate 
lÌm so. A perfect chorus of abuse 
is raised round about him. "Confounded impostor," says 
one; "Impudent jackass," says another; "Miserab]e 
puppy," cries a third; "I'd like to wring his neck," says 
Bruff, scowling over his shoulder at him. Clarence mean- 
while nods, winks, snlÌles, and patronises theln all with the 
easiest good-humour. He is a fellow who would poke an 
archbishop in the apron, or clap a duke on the shoulder, as 
coolly as he would address you and me. 
I saw hhn the other night at Mrs. Bumpsher's grand let 
off. He flung hinlself down cross-legged upon a pink satin 
sofa, so that you could see l\t[rs. Bumpsher quiver with rage 
in the distance, Bruff growl with fury .from the further 
rOOl11, and l\fiss Pim, on whose frock Bulbul's feet rested, 
look up like a tÍ1nid fawn. 
" Fan me, Miss Pil11," said he of the cushion. " You look 
like a perfect Peri to-night. Yon remind me of a girl I 
once knew in Circassia-Alneena, the sister of Schalnyle 
Bey. Do you know, l\Iiss Pim, that you ,vould fetch 
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twenty thousand piastres in the market at Constanti- 
nople? " 
"Law, Mr. Bulbul!" is all Miss Pim can ejaculate; and 
ha ving talked over Miss Pim, Clarence goes off to another 
houri, wholn he fascinates in a similar manner. He 
charmed 
Irs. Waddy by telling her that she was the exact 
:figure of the Pasha of Egypt's second wife. He gave Miss 
Tokely a piece of the sack in which Zuleikah was drowned; 
and he actually persuaded that poor 1ittle silly Miss Vain 
to turn Mahometan, and sent her up to the Turkish Anl- 
bassador's to look out for a mufti. 
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THE DOVE OF OUR STREET. 


IF Bulbul is our Lion, Young Oriel llla)" be described as 
The Dove of our Colony. He is ahnost as great a pasha 
alnong the ladies as Bulbul. They crowd ill flocks to see 
him at Saint Waltheof's, where the immense height of his 
forehead, the rigid asceticism of his surplice, the twang 
with which he intones the service, and the nalnby-pamby 
mysticism of his sermons, has turned all the dear girls' 
heads for some time past. 'Vhile we were having a rubber 
at Mrs. Chauntry's, whose daughters are following the new 
lnode, I heard the following talk (which made Ine revoke 
by the way) going .on in what was formerly called the 
young ladies' room, but is now called the Ora tory :- 


THE ORATORY 
:MISS CHAUNTRY. l\'IISS ISABEL CHAUNTRY. 
l\lISS DE L'AISLE, MISS PYX. 
REV. L. ORIEL. REV. O. SLOCUM-[In tlUJf'll1'tlter '1'oom]. 
lJfiss C/
a1lnt}.y (sig/dug). Is it ,vrong to be in the Guards, 
dear Mr. Oriel? 
Miss Pyx. She will lnake Frank de Boots sell out when 
he marries. 
Mr. Oriel. To be in the Guards, dear sister? The Church 
has always encouraged the artuy. Saint Martin of Tours 
was in the army; Saint Louis was in the arlny; Saint \Val- 
theof, our patron, Saint \Vitikind of Aldermanbury, Saint 
\Yamba, and Saint 'Vallot! ,vere in the a1'l1lY. Saint Wap- 
shot wa.s captain of the guard of Queen Boadicea, and 
Saint Werewolf was a major in the Danish cavalry. The 
holy Saint Ignatius of Loyola carried a pike, as we know; 
and-- 
lJlìss De l' Aisle. \Vill you take some tea, dear Mr. Oriel? 
01.l
el. This is not one of my feast days, Sister Emma. 
I t is the feast of Saint V\r agstaff of W al thamstow . 



oun STREET. 


67 


The Young Ladies. And we Inust not even take tea! 
Oriel. Dear sisters, I said not so. You may do as you 
list; but I am strong (with a heart-b1'oken sigh); don't ply 
me (he 'I'eels). I took a little water and a parched pea 
after matins. To-morrow is a flesh day, and-and I shall 
be better then. 
Rev. O. Slocum (from, within). Madam, I take your 
heart with my small trunlp, 
01.iel. Yes, better! dear sister; it is only a passing-a- 
,veakness. 
Miss I. Chauntry. He's dying of fever. 
Miss Cha'llntry. I'm so glad De Boots need not leave the 
Blues. 
.11fiss Pyx. He wears sackcloth and cinders inside his 
waistcoat. 
.11fiss De l' Aisle. He's told Ine to-night he's going to- 
to-Ro-o-ome. [..L1Iiss De l' Aisle bursts into tears.] 
Rev. O. Slocu1n. My Lord, I have the highest club, 
which gives the trick and two by honours. 


Thus, you see, we have a variety of clergymen in Our 
Street, Mr. Oriel is of the pointed Gothic school, 'while 
old Slocum is of the good old ta,vny port-wine school; and 
it must be confessed that ,Ì\'fr. Gronow, at Ebenezer, has a 
hearty abhorrence for both. 
As for Gronow, I pity him, if his future lot should fall 
where 
Ir. Oriel supposes that it will. 
And ag for Orie 1, he has not even the benefit of purga- 
tory, which he would accord to his neighbour Ebenezer; 
while old Slocum pronounces both to be a couple of hU111- 
bugs; and 
Ir. l\Iole, the demure, little, beetle-browed 
chaplain of the little church of A vemary Lane, keeps his 
sly eyes down to the ground when he passes anyone of his 
black-coated brethren. 
There is only one point on which, my friends, they SeeIll 
agreed. Slocum likes port, but who ever heard that he 
neglected his poor? Gronow, if he comlninates hi
 neigh- 
bours' congregation, is the affectionate father of his own. 
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Oriel, if he loves pointed Gothic and parched peas for 
breakfast, has a prodigious soup-kitchen for his poor; and 
as for little Father Mole, who never lifts his eyes frmn the 
ground, ask our doctor at what bedsides he finds hiIll, and 
how he soothes poverty, and braves misery and iufectiouo 
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THE BUMPSHERS. 


No.6 Pocklington Gardens (the house with the quantity 
of flowers in the windows, and the awning over the en- 
trance), George BUlnpsher, Esquire, M. P. for Hlullbor- 
ough (and the Beanstalks, I{ent). 
For SOlne time after this gorgeous family came into our 
quarter, I mistook a bald-headed, stout person, wholn I 
used to see looking through the flowers on the upper .win- 
dow
, for BUlupsher himself, or for the butler of the fam- 
ily; whereas it was no other than ßilrs. Bumpsher without 
her chestnut wig, and who is at least three times the size 
of her husband. 
The Bumpshers and the house of :Mango at "The Pine- 
ries" vie together in their desire to dOlninate over the 
neighbourhood; and each votes the other a vulgar and 
purse-proud family. The fact is, both are City people. 
Bumpsher, in his Inercantile capacity, is a wholesale sta- 
tioner in Thames Street; and his wife was daughter of an 
eminent bill-broking firm, not a thousand miles from Lom- 
bard Street. 
He does not sport a coronet and supporters upon his 
London plate and carriages; but his country-house is em- 
blazoned all over with those heraldic decorations. He puts 
on an order \vhen he goes abroad, and is Count BUlllpsher 
of the Roman States-which title he purchased from the 
late Pope (through Prince Polonia the banker) for a couple 
of thousand scudi. 
It is as good as a coronation to see him and ]\iII's. Bump- 
sher go to Court. I ,vonder the carriage can hold them 
both. On those days :rvlrs. BUlnpsher holds her own draw- 
ing-room before Her 
{ajesty's; and we are invited to conle 
and see her sitting in state, upon the largest sofa in her 
rooms. She has need of a stout one, I promise you. Her 
very feathers Inust weigh something considerable. The 
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diamonds on her stomacher 'would embroider a full-sized 
carpet-bag. She has rubies, ribbons, calneos, emeralds, 
gold serpents, opals, and Valenciennes lace, as if she were 
an imluense sample out of Howell and James's shop. 
She took up with little Pinkney at Rome, where he made 
a charming picture of her, representing her as about eigh- 
teen, with a cherub in her lap, who has some liking to 
Bryanstone BUlnpsher, her enornlous, vulgar SOll; no,v a 
cornet in the Blues, and anything but a cherub, as those 
would say who saw him in his unifonn jacket. 
I remember Pinkney 'when he was painting the picture, 
Bryanstone being then a youth in what they call a skeleton 
suit (as if such a pig of a child could ever have been dressed 
in anything reselubling a skeleton)-I remember, I say, 
Mrs. B. sitting to Pinkney in a sort of Egerian costume, 
her boy by her side, whose head the artist turned round 
and directed it towards a piece of gingerbread, which he 
,vas to have at the end of the sitting. 
Pinkney, indeed, a painter I-a contemptible little hum- 
bug, and parasite of the great! He has painted Mrs. 
Bumpsher younger every year for these last ten years-and 
you see in the ad vertiselnents of all her parties his odious 
little name stuck in at the end of the list. I'm sure, for 
my part, I'd scorn to enter her doors, or be the toady of 
any woman. 
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JOLLY NE'VBOY, ESQ., IVLP. 


How different it is with the Newboys, now, where I have 
an entrée-(having indeed had the honour in foriner days 
to give lessons to both the ladies)-and where such a quack 
as Pinkney would never be allowed to enter! A merrier 
house the 'whole quarter cannot furnish. It is there you 
meet people of all ranks and degrees, not only froin our 
quarter, but from the rest of the town. It is there that 
our great man, the Right Honourab]e Lord Comandine, 
caIne up and spoke to me in so encouraging a lnanner that 
I hope to be invited to one of his lordship's excellent din- 
ners (of which I shall not fail to give a very flattering de- 
scription) before the season is over. It is there you find 
yourself talking to statesmen, poets, and artists-not shaIn 
poets like Bulbul, or quack artists like that Pinkney-but 
to the best Jllelnbers of all society. It is there I made this 
sketch, '\vhile Miss Chesterforth was singing a deep-toned 
tragic ballad, and her nlother scowling behind her. '
That 
a buzz and clack and chatter there was in the room to be 
sure! 'Vhen 
liss Chesterforth sings, everybody begins to 
talk. Hicks and old Fogy were on Ireland; Bass was roar- 
ing into old PUIHP'S ears (or into his horn rath
r) about the 
Navigation Laws; I was engaged talking to the charn1Ïng 
]\tIrs. Short; '\vhile Charley Bonhanl (a IHere prig, in whom 
I alll surprised that the WOlHen can see anything) was pour- 
ing out his fulsome rhapsodies in the ears of Diana White. 
Lovely, lovely Diana \Vhite! were it not for three or four 
other engagelnents, I know a heart that would suit you to 
aT. 
Newboy's I pronounce to be the jolliest house in the 
street. He has only of late had a rush of prosperity, and 
turned Parlialnent ulan; for his distant cousin, of the an- 
cient house of N ewboy of -shire, dying, Fred-then 
Inaking believe to practise at the bar, and living '\vitb the 
D-Vol. 24 
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utlnost Inodesty in Gray's Inn Road-found himself mastel' 
of a fortune, and a great house in the country; of which 
getting tired, as in the course of nature he should, he came 
up to London, and took that fine Inansion in our Gardens. 
He represents MUlnborough iü Parlianlent, a soot which has 
been time out of luilld occupied by a N ewboy. 
Though he does not speak, being a great deal too rich, 
sensible, and lazy, he sOlnehow occupies himself with read- 
ing blue-books, and indeed talks a great deal too much good 
sense of late over his dinner-table, ,vhere there is always a 
cover for the present writer. 
He falls asleep pretty assiduously too after that meal- 
a practice which' I can well pardon in him-for, between 
ourselves, his ,vife, 
ral'ia Newboy, and his sister, Clarissa, 
are the loveliest and kindest of their sex, and I would 
rather hear their innocent prattle, and lively talk about 
their neighbonrs, than the best wisdom from the wisest 
Jnan that ever ,vore a beard. 
Like a wise and good nlan, he leaves the question of his 
household entirely to the wonleu. They like going to the 
play. They like going to Greenwich. They like coming 
to a party at Bachelor's Hall. They are up to all sorts of 
fun, in a word; in which taste the good-natured Newboy 
acquiesces, provided he is left to foHow his own. 
It was only on the 17th of the lIlonth, that, having had 
the honour to dine at the house, when, after dinner, which 
took place at eight, we left 
 ewboy to his blue-books, and 
went upstairs and sang a little to the guitar afterwards- 
it was only on the 17th Decelnber, the night of Lady 
Sowerby's party, that the following dialogue took place in 
the boudoir, whither Newboy, blue-books in hand, had as- 
cended. 
lIe was curled up with his House of COffilnons boots on 
l1Ís wife's arm-chair, reading his eternal blue-books, when 
Mrs. N. entered from her apartnlent, dressed for the even- 
Ing. I 
1tIl'S. N. Frederic, won't you come? 
Mr. N. \Vhere? 
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lJh's. N. To Lady Sowerby's. 
Mr. N. I'd rather go to the Black Hole in Calcutta. 
Besides, this Sanitary Report is really the IllOst interesting 
- [he begins to read]. 
lIf1's. N. (piqued). 'Yell, Mr. Titlnarsh will go with us. 
lJf1'. N. Will he? I wish him joy. 
At this juncture l\iiss Clarissa N ewboy enters in a pink 
paletôt triuuned with swansdown-looking like an angel- 
and we exchange glances of-what shall I say?-of sYln- 
pathy on both PÇtrts, and conSUlnmate rapture on mine. 
But this is by-play. 
1lb's. N. Good-night, Frederic. I think we slla1l be late. 
lVJj.. -,-V. You won't wake lne, I daresay; and you don't 
expect a public lnan to sit up. 
lJ{rs. N. It's not you, it's the servants. Cocker sleeps 
very heavily. The lnaids are best in bed, and are all ill 
with the influenza. I say, Frederic dear, don't you think 
you had better give lne YOUR CHUBB KEY? 
This astonishing proposal, which violates every recog- 
llised law of society-this denland which alters all the ex- 
isting state of things-this fact of a woman asking for a 
door-key, struck me \vith a terror which I cannot describe, 
and impressed Ine with the fact of the vast progreRs of Our 
Street. The door-key! What would our grandmother, 
'who dwelt in this place when it was a rustic suhurb, think 
of its condition now, when husbands stay at hOlne, and 
wives go abroad with the latch-key? 
The evening at Lady Sowerhy's was the lnost delicious 
we have spent for long, long days. 
Thus it will be seen that everybody of any consideration 
in Our Street takes a line. Mrs. l\iinÏIny (34) takes the 
hOlnæopathic line, and has soirées of doctors of that faith. 
Lady Pocklington takes the capitalist line; and those stupid 
and splendid dinners of hers are devoured hy loan-contrac- 
tors and railroad princes. Mrs. Trimlner (38) COlnes out in 
the scientific line, and indulges - us in rational evenings, 
where history is the lightest subject adll1Ïtted, and geology 
and the sanitary condition of the lnetropolis fornl the gel1- 
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eral themes of conversation. 1\lrs. Brulnby plays :finely on 
the bassoon, and has evenings dedicated to Sebastian Bach, 
and enlivened with Handel. At Mrs. Maskleyn's they are 
Inad for charades and theatricals. 
They performed last Christlnas in a French piece, by 
Alexandre Dumas, I believe-"La Duchesse de Monte- 
:fiasco," of which I forget the plot, but everybody was in 
love with everybody else's wife, except the hero, DOll 
Alonzo, who was ardently attached to the Duchess, who 
turned out to be his grandmother. The piece was trans- 
lated by Lord Fiddle-faddle, TOlTI Bulbul being the Don 
Alonzo; and Mrs. Roland Calidore (,,,ho never n1Ìsses an 
opportunity of acting in a piece in which she can let down 
her hair) was the Duchess. 


ALONZO. 
You know how well he loves you, anù you wonùer 
To see Alonzo suffer, Cunegunda?- 
Ask if the chamois suffer when they feel 
Plunged in their panting sides the hunter's steel? 
Or when the soaring heron 01' eagle proud, 
Pierced by my shaft, comes tUlnbling from the cloud, 
Ask if the royal birds no anguish know, 
The victims of Alonzo's twanging bow? 
Then ask him if he suffers-him who dies, 
Pierced by the poisoned glance that gUtters from your eyes! 
[lIe stagge'l's from the effect of tile l}oison. 


THE DUCHESS. 


Alonzo loves-Alonzo loves! and whom? 
His grandmother t Oh, hide me, gracious tomb! 
[lIe1' Gnwe faints a Icay. 


Such acting as TOln Bulbul's I never saw. TOln lisps 
atrociously, and uttered the passage, "You athk me if I 
thuffer," in the most absurd way. J\'Iiss Clapperclaw says 
he acted pretty well, and that I only joke about hÍIn be- 
cause I aln envious, and wanted to act a part nlyself.-I 
pn vious indeed! 
But of all the asselnblies, feastings, junketings, déjeullés, 
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soirées, conversaziones, dinner-parties in Our Street, I know 
of none pleasanter than the banquets at TOln Fairfax's; one 
of which this enormous provision-consulner gives seven 
times a week. lIe lives in one of the little houses of the 
old 'Vaddilove Street quarter, built long before Poclding- 
ton Sq uare and Pocklington Gardens and the Pocklington 
family itself had lnade their appearance in this world. 
Tom, though he has a small incolne, and lives in a slnall 
house, yet sits down one of a party of twelve to dinner 
every day of his life; these t,vel ve consisting of Mrs. Fair- 
fax, the nine IV[isses Fairfax, and .l\Iaster Thomas Fairfax 
- the son and heir to twopence halfpenny a year. 
It is awkward just now to go and beg pot-luck froin such 
a fanlily as this; because, though a guest is always wel- 
cOlne, ,ve are thirteen at table-an unlucky nUlnber, it is 
said. Thi::; evil is only telnpOl'ary, and will be relnedied 
presently, 'when the family will be thirteen 'without the oc- 
casional guest, to judge from all appearances. 
Early in the lllorning lYIrs. Fairfax rises, and cuts bread 
and butter from six o'clock till eight; during which tÏ1ne 
the nursery operations upon the nine little graces are going 
on. 'Ye only see a half-dozen of thein at this present Ino- 
Inent, and in the present authentic picture, the relnainder 
dwindling off upon little chairs by their lnamlna. 
The two on either side of Fairfax are twins-awarded to 
hiul by singular good fortune; and he only knows N ancJ' 
froln Fanny by having a piece of tape round the foriner's 
arm, There is no need to give you the catalogue of the 
others. She in the pinafore in front is Elizabeth, god- 
daughter to 1\[iss Clapperclaw, who has been very kind to 
the whole fanÜly; that young lady with the ringlets is en- 
gaged by the 11lOSt solellln ties to the present writer, and it 
is agreed that we are to be lnarried as soon as she is as tall 
as my stick. 
If his wife has to rise early to cut the bread and hutter, 
I warrant Fairfax must be up betimes to earn it. fIe is a 
clerk in a Governinent office; to which duty he trudges 
daily, refusing even twopenny ollll1Íbuses. Every tilHe he 
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goes to the shoelnaker's he has to order eleven pairs of 
shoes) and so can't afford to spare his own. He teaches 
the children Latin every nlorning, and is already thinking 
when Tonl shall be inducted into that language. He works 
in his garden for an hour before bl'eakfast. His work over 
by three o'clock, he tralnps home at four, and exchanges 
his dapper coat for that dressing-gown in which he appears 
before you,-a ragged but honourable garlnent in which he 
stood (unconsciously) to the present designer. 
\Vhich is the best, his old coat or Sir John) s bran-new 
one? Which is the lnost comfortable and becoming, 1\lrs. 
Fairfax's black velvet gown (which she has worn at the 
Pocklington Square parties these twelve years, and in 
which I protest she looks like a queen), or that new robe 
which the milliner has just brought honle to 
{rs. BUlllp- 
sher's, and into ,vhich she will squeeze herself on Christ- 
mas Day? 
Miss Clapperclaw says that we are all so charlningly con- 
tented with ourselves that not one of us would change with 
his neighbour; and 80, rich and poor, high and low, one 
})erson is about aß happy as a.nother in Our Street. 
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DOCTOR BIRCH. 


THE DOCTOR AND HIS STAFF. 


THERE is no need to say why I becalne Assistant l\iaster 
and Professor of the English and French languages, flower- 
painting, and the Gerlnan flute, in Doctor Birch's Acadelny, 
at Rod well Regis. Good folks nlay depend on this, that 
there was good reason for my leaving lodgings near Lon- 
dou, and a genteel society, for an under-master's desk in 
that old school. I pron1Ïse you, the fare at the Usher's 
table, the getting up at five o'clock in the Inorning, the 
walking out with little boys in the fields (,vho used to play 
nle tricks, and never could be got to respect my awful and 
}>esponsible character as teacher in the school), l\fiss Birch's 
yulgar insolence, Jack Birch's gluln condescension, and the 
pOOl' old Doctor's patronage, were not matters in themselves 
pleasurable: and that that patronage and those dinners ,vere 
RometÜlles cruel hard to swallow. Never Inind-my con- 
nexion with the place is over now, and I hope they have 
got a more efficient under-master. 
Jack Birch (Rev. .T. Birch, of St. Neot's Hall, Oxford) 
is partner with his father the Doctor, and takes SOllIe of the 
classes. About his Greek I can't say nluch; but I will 
construe hiIn in Latin any day. A Inore superC'ilions little 
prig (giving hiInself airs, too, about his cousin, :Miss Rahy, 
,vho lives with the Doctor), a nlore empty, pOlupons little 
coxconlb I never saw. His white neckcloth looked as if it 
choked him. lIe used to try and look over that starch 
upon Ille and Prince the assistant, as if we were a couple 
of footInen. lIe didn't do llluch business in the school; 
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but occupied his tiine in writing sanctified letters to the 
boys' parents, and in COlTIposing dreary senTIons to preach 
to thein. 
The real Inastel' of the school is Prince; an Oxford Ulan 
too: shy, haughty, and learned; cranllned with Greek and 
a quantity of useless learning; unconllnonly kind to the 
sluall boys; pitiless with the fools and the braggarts: re- 
spected of all for his honesty, his learning, his bravery 
(for he hit out once in a boat-ro,v in a way ,vhich aston- 
ished the boys and the bargeInen), and for a latent power 
about him, which all saw and confessed sOlnehow, Jack 
Birch could never look hÜn in the face. Old l\iiss Z. dared 
not put off any of hm' airs upon hinl. l\iiss Rosa Inade him 
the lowest of curtsies. Miss Raby said she was afraid of 
hill1. Good old Prince! many a pleasant night we havE' 
snloked in the Doctor's harness-rooIn, whither we retired 
w hen our boys were gone to bed, and our cares and canes 
put by. 
After Jack Birch had taken his degree at Oxford-a 
process which he effected ,vith great difficulty-this place, 
which used to be called "Birch's," "Dr. Birch's Acaùelny," 
and what not, becalne suddenly "Archbishop Wigsby's 
College of Rod well Regis." They took down the old blup 
board with the gold letters, which has been used to Blend 
the pig-stye since. Birch had a large school-roonl run up 
in the Gothic taste, w.ith statuettes, and a little belfry, and 
a bust of Archbishop 'Yigsby in the lniddle of the school. 
I-Ie put the six senior boys into caps and gowns, which had 
rather a good effect as the lads sauntered down the street 
of the towll, but which certainly provoked the contelupt 
and hostility of the bargenlen; and so great was his rage 
for acadelllÍc costlnnes and ordinances, that he ,vonld have 
put me myself into a lay gOWll, ,vith red knots and fringes, 
but that I flatly resisted, and said that a writing-nlaster 
had no business with such paraphernalia. 
By the way, I have forgotten to Inelltion the Doctor hiul- 
self. And what shall I say of hill1 ? 'Yell, he has a very 
crisp gown and bands, a solemn air, a tl'elnendous loud 
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voice, and a grand and solelnn air with the boys' parents, 
whom he receives in a study, covered rounel with the best 
bound books, which ÏInposes upon Inany-upon the women 
especially-and makes them fancy that this is a Doctor in- 
deed. But, Law bless you! He never reads the books, or 
opens one of them, except that in .which he keeps his bands 
-and a Dugdale's l\Ionasticon, which looks like a book, 
but is in reality a cupboard, where he has his almond-cakes, 
and decanter of port wine. He gets up his classics with 
translations, or what the boys call cribs. They pass 
wicked tricks upon hÍIn when he hears the fOl'1l1S. The 
elder wags go to his study and ask hÍ1n to help theln in 
hard bits of Herodotus or Thucydides: he says he will look 
ove}' the passage, and flies for refuge to 
{r. Prince, or to 
the crib. 
He keeps the flogging department in his own hands; find- 
ing that his son was too savage. He has awful brows and 
a big voice. But his roar frightens nobody. It is only a 
lion's skin, or, so to say, a Inuff. 
Little Mordant made a picture of him with large ears, 
like a well-known c101nestic animal, and had his own justly 
boxed for the caricature. The Doctor discovered hÍIn in 
the fact, and was in a fla1ning rage, and threatened whip- 
ping at first; but in the course of the day an opportune 
basket of gaBle arriving from Mordant's father, the Doctor 
becaIne mollified, and has burnt the picture with the ears. 
However, I have one wafered up in nlY desk by the hand 
of the sanle Httle rascal. 



82 DOCTOR BIRCH AND HIS YOUNG FRIENDS. 


THE COCK OF THE SCHOOL. 


I AM growing an old fellow, and have seen Inany great 
folks in the course of 111Y travels and tilne-Louis Philippe 
con1Íng out of the Tuileries; HiR IVlajesty the King of Prus- 
sia and the Reichsverweser accoladil1g each other, at Co- 
logne, at my elbow; Adlniral Sir Charles Napier (in an Oln- 
nibus once), the- Duke of Wellington, the immortal Goethe 
at 'V eiInar, the late benevolent Pope Gregory XVI., and a 
score In01'e of the faillous in this world-the whom, when- 
ever one looks at, one has a Inild shock of awe and treillor. 
I like this feeling of decent fear and trenlblil1g with whic
 
a modest spirit salutf's a GREAT MAN. 
Well, I have seen generals capering on horseback at the 
head of their crÍlnson battalions; bishops sailing down 
cathedral aisles, with downcast eyes, pressing their trencher 
caps to their hearts with their fat 'white hands; college 
heads w.hen Her l\iajesty is on a visit; the Doctor in all his 
glory at the head uf his school on speech-day-a great 
sight, and all great IHen these. I have never Il1et the late 
Mr. Tholl1aS Cribb, but I have no doubt should have re- 
garded hiJn with the saIne feeling of a we with which I look 
every day at George ChaIn pion, the Cock of Doctor Birch's 
school. 
\Vhen, I say, I reflect as I go up and set hilll a sunl, that 
he could whop Ine in two Ininutes, double up Pl'ince and the 
other assistant, and pitch the Doctor out of window, I can't 
but think how great, how generous, how magnanimous 
a creature this is that sits quite quiet and good-natlued, 
and works his equation, and ponders through his Greek 
play. He lllight take the school-roolu pillars and pull the 
house down if he liked. lIe nlight close the door, and 
demolish everyone of us like Antal', the lover of 1 bla; but 
he lets us live. He neyer thrashes anybody without a 
cause; ,vhen woe betide the tyrant or the sneak! 
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I think that to be strong, and able to whop everybody- 
(not to do it, Inind you, but to feel that you were able to do 
it)-would be the greatest of all gifts. There is a serene 
good-hunlour which plays about George Champion's broad 
face, w'hich shows the consciousness of this power, and 
lights up his honest blue eyes with a InagnanÌInous cahn. 
He is invictus. Even ,vhen a cub there was no beating 
this lion. Six years ago the undaunted little warrior act- 
ually stood up to :Frank Da vison-(the Indian officer now- 
poor little Charley's brother, whonl Miss Raby nursed so 
affectionately),-then seventeen years old, and the Cock of 
Birch's. They were o:bliged to drag off the boy, and 
Frank, with adlniration nd regard for hiIn, prophesied the 
great things he would do. Legends of cOlubats are pre- 
served fondly in schools; they have stories of such at 
Rodwell Regis, perforlned in the old Doctor's time, forty 
years ago. 
Champion's affair ,vith the Young Tutbury Pet, who was 
down here in training,-with Blaek the bargenlan,-with 
the three head boys of Doctor "Vapshot's academy, ,vhom 
he caught Inaltreating an outlying day-boy of ours, etc.,- 
are known to all the Rod well Regis IHen. lIe ,vas al ways 
victorious. fIe is lllodest and kind, like all great luen. 
lIe has a good, brave, honest understanding. He cannot 
make verses like young Pinder, or read Greek like Law- 
rence the Prefect, who is a perfect young abyss of learning, 
and knows enough, Prince says, to furnish any six first- 
class men; but he does his work in a sound, do'\vnright way, 
and he is made to be the bravest of soldiers, the best of 
country parsons, an honest English gentlelnan wherever he 
lllay go. 
I.Jike all great men, George is good-humoured and lazy. 
There is a particular bench in the playground on which hE' 
will loll for hours on half-holidays, and is so affable that 
the slnallest boys COine and speak to him. It is pleasant 
to see the young cubs frisking round the honest lion. His 
chief friend and attendant, however, is young Jack Hall, 
wholn he saved, when drowning, out qf thE' Miller's Pool. 
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The attachlnent of the two is curious to witness. The 
smaller lad gaIubolling, playing tricks I'ound the bigger 
one, and p
rpetually making fun of his protector. They 
are never far apart, and of holidays you Inay lneet thelll 
miles away from the school,-George sauntering heavily 
down the lanes ,vith his big stick, and little Jack larking 
with the pretty girls in the cottage-windows. 
George has a boat on the river, in which, however, he 
cOlumonly lies sluoking, whilst Jack sculls him. He does 
not play at cricket, except w hen the school plays the 
county, or at Lord's in the holidays. The boys can't stand 
his bowling, and when he hits, it is like trying to catch a 
cannon-ball. I have seen hiIn at tennis. It is a splendid 
sight to behold the young fellow bounding over the court 
with streaming yellow hair, like young Apollo in a flannel 
jacket. 
The other head boys are Lawrence the captain, Bunce, 
falnous chiefly for his 111agnificent appetite, and PitInan, 
surnamed Roscius, for his love of the drama. Add to 
these Swanky, called Macassar, froin his partiality to that 
condiment, and who has varnished boots, wears white gloves 
on Sundays, and looks out for 
I:iss Pinkerton's school 
(transferred from Chiswick to Rodwell Regis, and con- 
ducted by the nieces of the late 
Iiss Barbara Pinkerton, 
the friend of our great lexicographer, upon the principles 

pproved by him and practised by that admirable wOJuan) 
as it passes into church. 
Representations have been made concerning 
Ir. Horace 
Swanky's behaviour; rumours have been uttered about 
notes in verse, conveyed in three-cornered puffs, by 
Irs. 
Ruggles, who serves Miss Pinkerton's young ladies on 
Fridays,-and how l\'Iiss Didow, to whom the tart and en- 
closure were addressed, tried to make away,vith herself by 
swallowing a ball of cotton. But I pass over these absurd 
reports, as likely to affect the reputation of an adnlÏrable 
seminary conducted by irreproachable fenlales. As they 
go into church (
[iss P. driving in her flock of lalnhkins 
with the crook of her parasol), ho,v can it be helped if her 
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forces and ours sometilnes collide, as the boys are on their 
way up to the organ-loft? And I don't believe a word 
about the three-cornered puff, but rather that it was the 
invention of that jealous 1\Iiss Birch, who is jealous of Miss 
Raby, jealous of everybody who is good and handsolne, and 
who has her own ends in view, or I am very 111uch in error. 
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THE LITTLE SCHOOLROOM. 


WHAT they call the little schOOlrOO1l1 is a small roon1 at 
the other end of the great school; through which you go to 
the Doctor's private house, and where J\'Iiss Raby sits with 
her pupils. She has a half-dozen very small ones over 
wholn she presidf\s and teaches theln in her si1nple
way, 
until they are big or learned enough to face the great 
schoolrool11. l\Iany of theln are in a hurry for prolllotion, 
the graceless little sÌ111pletons, and know no Inore than 
their elders when they were well off. 
She keeps the accounts, writes out the bills, superintends 
the linen, and sews on the general shirt-buttons. Think 
of having such a WOlnan at hOlne to sew on one's shixt-but- 
tons! But peace, peace, thou foolish heart! 
Miss Raby is the Doctor's niece. Her Inother was a 
'beauty (quite unlike old Zoe therefore); and she lnarriecl a 
pupil in the old Doctor's tillie, who was killed afterwards, 
a captain in the East India service, at the siege of Rhurt- 
pore. Hence anum bel' of Indian children come to the 
Doctor's; for Raby was very 111uch liked, and the uncle's 
kind reception of the orphan has been a good speculation 
for the school-keeper. 
It is wonderful how brightly and gaily that little quick 
creature does her duty. She is the first to rise, and the 
last to sleep, if any business is to be done. She sees the 
other two women go off to parties in the town without even 
so 111uch as wishing to join thenl. It is Cinderella, ouly 
contented to stay at hOlne-content to bear Zoe's scorn and 
to adlnit Flora's superior chanlls,-and to do her utmost to 
repay her uncle for his great kindness in housing her. 
So, you see, she works as 111uch as three maid-servants 
for the wages of one. She is as thankful when the Doctor 
gives her a new gown as if h
 had presented hf\r ,vith a 
fortune; laughs at his stories 1110St goocl-hulnoul'edly, listens 
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to Zoe's scolding B10st lneekly, admires Flora with all her 
heart, and only goes out of the way when Jack Birch shows 
his sallow face; for she can't bear him, and always finds 
work when he COllles near. 
How different she is when some folks approach her! I 
won't be presumptuous; but I think, I think, I have lllade 
a not un favourable Ï1upression in some quarters. Ho,vevel', 
let us be Iuum on this subject. I like to see her, because 
she always looks good-Iulllloured; because she is always 
kind, because she is always modest, because she is fond of 
those poor little brats-orphans some o
 theIn, because she 
is rather pretty, I daresay, or because I think so, ,vhich 
COlnes to the same thing. 
Though she is kind to all, it Inust be owned she shows the 
D10st gross favouritislll towards the aluiable children. She 
brings theln cakes from dessert, and regales the III with 
Zoe's preserves; spends luanyof her little shillings in pres- 
ents for her favourites, and will tell tlleln stories by the 
hour. She has one very sad story about a little boy, who 
died long ago: the younger children are never weary of 
hearing about hi1l1; and Miss Raby has shown to one of 
theln a lock of the little chap's hair, ,vhich she keeps in 
her work-box to this day. 
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THE DEAR BROTHERS. 


a ffieIobrama in several Rounbs. 
The DOCTOR. 
MI'. TIPPER, Uncle to the Masters Boxall. 
130XALL MAJOR, BOXALL MINOR, RROWY , JONES, 
SMITH, ROBINSON, TIFFIN l\IINIMUS. 


B. Go it, old Boxall! 
J. Give it hiIn, young Boxall! 
R. Pitch into him, old Boxall! 
S. Two to one on young Boxall! 
[Ente'ì' TIFFIN MINIMUS, 'running. 


Tiffin jWinimus. Boxalls! you're wanted. 
(The Doctor to Mr. Tipper.) Every boy in the school 
loves theIn, Iny dear sir; your nephews are a credit to IUY 
establislunent. They are orderly, well-conducted, gentle- 
man-like boys. . Let us enter and find them at their 
'studies. 


[ Enteì" The DOCTOR and Mr. TIPPER. 


GRAND TAßLEAU. 
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A HOPELESS CASE. 


LET US, people who are so uncolnnlonly clever and learned, 
have a great tenderness and pity for the poor folks who are 
not endowed with the prodigious talents which we have. 
I have always had a regard for dunces ;-those of my own 
school-days were anlongst the pleasantest of the fellows, 
and have turned out by no Ineans the dullest in life; 
whereas many a youth who could turn off Latin hexameters 
by the yard, and construe Greek quite glibly, is no better 
than a feeble prig now, with not a pennyworth more brains 
than were in his head before his beard grew. 
Those poor dunces! Talk of being the last man, ah! 
what a pang it lllUSt be to be the last boy-huge, mis- 
shapen, fourteen years of age, and" taken up" by a chap 
who is but six years old, and can't speak quite plain yet! 
Master Hulker is in that condition at Birch's. He is the 
most honest, kind, active, plucky, generous creature. He 
can do many things better than most boys. He can go up 
a tree, jump, play at cricket, dive and swim perfectly-he 
can eat twice as much as ahllost any lady (as Miss Birch 
well 4nows), he has a pretty talent at carving figures with 
his hack-knife, he Blakes and paints little coaches, he can 
take a watch to pieces and put it together again. He can 
do everything but learn his lesson; and there he sticks at 
the bOttOIIl of the school, hopeless. As the little boys are 
drafted in froln lVIiss Raby's class (it is true she is one of 
the best instructresses in the world), they enter and hop 
over poor Hulker. He would be handed over to the gov- 
erness, only he is too big. SomeìÜnes I used to think that 
this desperate stupidity was a stratagelll of the poor ra::;- 
cal's, and that he Shalll111ed dulness so that he lilight he de- 
graded into 1liss Raby's class: if she would teach me, I 
know, before George, I would put on a pinafore and a little 
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jacket-but no, it is a natural incapacity for the Latin 
Granllnar. 
If you could see his granunar, it is a perfect curiosity of 
dog's ears. The leaves and coyer are all curled and ragged. 
Many of the pages are ,vorn away with the rubbing of his 
elbows as he sits poring Ol"er the hopeless voluBle, with the 
blows of his fists as he thulnps it 11laùly, or with the poor 
fellow's tears. You see hiln wiping thelll away with the 
back of his hand, as he tries and tries, and can't do it. 
\Yhen I think of that Latin Graullnar, and that infernal 
As in Præsenti, and of other things ,vhich I ,vas 111ade to 
learn in )}lY youth; upon my conscience, I ain surprised 
that ,ve ever survived it. 'Yhen one thinks of the boys 
,vho have been caned because they could not Inaster that 
intolerable jargon! Good Lord, ,vhat a pitiful chorus these 
poor little creatures send up! Be gentle ,vith theIn, ye 
schoohnasters, and only ,vhop those ,vho 'won't learn. 
The Doctor has operated upon Hulker (between our- 
selves), but the boy ,vas so little affected you would have 
thought he had taken chloroform. Birch is weary of whip- 
ping now, and leaves the boy to go his own gait. Prince, 
when he hears the lesson, and who cannot help luaking fUll 
of a fool, adopts the sarcastic lllannf'r with Master Hulker, 
and says, "Mr. Hulker, may I take the liberty to inquire 
if your brilliant intellect has enabled you to perceive the 
difference between those ,vords which gralnlnarialls have 
defined as substantive and adjective nouns?-if not, per- 
haps Mr. Ferdinand Tinlluins will instruct you," And 
Tinul1illS hops over Hulker's head, 
I wish Prince would leave off girding at the poor lad. 
He's an only son, and his mother is a widow WOluan, who 
loves him ,vith all her n1Ìght. There is a faluous sneer 
about the suckling of fools and the chronicling of sluaU 
beer; but reluenlber it was a rascal who uttered it. 
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A WORD ABOUT blISS BIRCH. 


"THE gentlemen, and especially the younger and more 
tender of the Pupils, will have the advantage of the con- 
stant superintendence and affectionate care of Miss Zoe 
Birch, sister of the Principal: whose dearest aim will be to 
supply (as far as may be) the absent maternal friend."- 
Prospectus of Rodwell Reg is School. 
This is all very fine in the Doctor's circulars, and Miss 
Zoe Birch-(a sweet birch blossom it is, fifty-five years old, 
during two score of which she has dosed herself with pills; 
with a nose as reel anù a face as sour as a crab-apple )-lnay 
do lllighty well in a prospectus. But I should like to know 
who would take l\'Iiss Zoe for a mother, or would have her 
for one? 
The only persons in the house who are not afraid of her 
àre Miss Flora and I-no, I alll afraid of her, thOllgh I 
do know the story about the Fl'ench usher in 1830-bl1t all 
the rest tremble before the WOlnan, fron1 the Doctor down 
to poor Francis the knife-boy, and Wh0111 she bullies into 
his miserable blacking-hole. 
The Doctor is a pompous and outwardly severe In an-but 
inwardly weak and easy; loving a joke and a glass of port 
wine. I get on with him, therefore, lnuch better than Mr. 
Prince, who scorns him for an ass, and under whose keen 
eyes thf\ worthy Doctor writhes like a convicted inlpostor; 
and Inauy a sunshiny. afternoon would he have said, "Mr. 
T., sir, shall we try another glass of that yellow sealed 
wine which yon seelll to like?" (and which he likes even 
better than I do), had not the old harridan of a Zoe been 
down upun us, and insisted on turning me out with her 
uliserable weak coffee. She a Inother, indeed! A sour- 
lnilk generation she would have nursed. She is always 
croaking, scolding, bullying-yowling at the houselnaida, 
snarling at Miss Raby, bowwowing after the little boys, 
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Larking after the big ones. She knows how luuch every 
boy eats to an ounce; and her delight is to ply with fat the 
little ones who can't bear it, and with raw Ineat those who 
hate underdone. It was she who caused the Doctor to be 
eaten out three tÏ1nes; and nearly created a rebellion in the 
school because she insisted on his flogging Goliah Long- 
luan. 
The only time that ,VOlnan is happy is when she con1es in 
of a Illorning to the little boys' dorn1Ïtories with a cup of 
hot Epsonl salts, and a sippet of bread. Boo !-the very 
notion 111akes n1e qui Yel'. She stands over theln. I saw 
her do it to young Byles ouly a few days siuce-and her 
presence ulakes the abollÜnatioll doubly abon1Ïllable. 
As for attending thenl in real illness, do you suppose that 
she would ,vatch a single night for anyone of the 111 ? Not 
she. "Then poor little Charley Dayison (that child, a lock 
of whose soft hair I ha ye said how Miss Raby still keeps) 
lay ill of scarlet fever in the holidays-for the Colonel, the 
father of these boys, was in India-it was Anne Raby who 
tended the child, ,vho vratched hÏ1u all through the fever, 
who never left hÏ1n ,vhile it lasted, or until she had closed 
the little eyes that ,vere never to brighten or moisten l11ore. 
Anny watched and deplored him; but it was Miss Birch 
who ,vrote the letter announcing his den1Ïse, and got the 
gold chain and locket which the colonel ordered as a lue- 
l11ento of his gratitude. It was through a row with Miss 
Birch that Frank Davison ran away. I prolnise you that 
after he joined his regiInent in India, the Alllnednuggar 
Irregulars, ,vhich his gallant father cOllunands, there caIne 
over no more annual shawls and presents to Doctor and 
Miss Birch; and that if she fancied the Colonel was conl- 
ing hOlne to Jnarry her (on account of her tenderness to his 
l110therless children, ,vhich he was always writing about), 
tliat notion was very soon given up. But these affairs are 
of early date, seven years back, and I only heard of theln 
in a very confused luanneI' froln Miss Raby, who was a 
girl, and had just COllIe to Rodwell Regis. She is always 
very nluch nloved when she speaks about those boJ's, "\\r hich 
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is but seldom. I take it the death of the little one still 
grieves her tender heart. 
Yes, it is }Iiss Birch, \vho has turned away seventeen 
ushers and second nlasters in eleven years, and half as 
lnany French lnasters; inconsolable, I suppose, since the 
departure of her favourite, M. Grinche, with her gold 
\vatch, etc.; but this is only surnÚse-and what I gather 
froln the taunts of Miss Rosa when she and her aunt have 
a tiff at tea. 
But besides this, I have another way of keeping her in 
order. 
Whenever she is particularly odious or insolent to Miss 
Raby, I have but to introduce raspberry jam into the con- 
versation, and the WOlnan holds her tongue. She ,vill un- 
derstand me. I need not say lnore. 
NOTE, 12th Deceìnbm-.-I may speak now. I have left 
the place and don't mind. I say then at once, and with- 
out caring twopence for the consequences, that I saw thiE 
woman, this mothe'J' of the boys, EATI
G JAJ\'[ WITH A SPOON 
OUT OF 
IASTER "VIGGINS'S TRUNK IN THE BOX-ROOJrI; and 
of this I anl ready to take an affidavit any day. 
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A TRAGEDY. 


THIS DRAMA OUGHT TO BE REPRESENTED IN ABOUT SIX 
CUTS. 


[The scl
ool is l
usl
ed. LAvtTRENCE the P1'efect, and Cus- 
tos of the 1'ods, is 1narching afte]' the DOC1'OR 'into tlil] 
operating-room. MASTEI
 BACKHOUSE is about to 
follow. ] 
lJfaster Backl
ouse. It's all very well, but you see if I 
don't pay you out after school-you sneak, you! 
Master LU'l"cher. If you do I'll tell again. 
[Axit BACKHOUSE. 


[Thp rod ls lieard fJ'01n tlie adJoinin,q aprl1'tmel1t, 
Hwldsl
-liU71iÍsh-llu'lsh-111v'Ísh -kw'ish 
-kwisll-hwlsll ! 


[lle-entn' BACKHOUSE. 
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BRIGGS IN LUCK. 


Enter the Knife-boy. Hamper for Briggses! 
l'rIastm' Brown. Hurray, TOIll Briggs! I'll lend you my 
knife. 


IF this story does not carry its own moral, what fable 
does, I wonder? Before the arrival of that hamper, Mas- 
ter Briggs was in no better repute than any other young 
gentleman of the lower school; and in fact I had occasion 
Inyself, only lately, to correct Master Brown for kicking 
his friend's shins during the writing
lesson. But how this 
basket, directed by his mother's housekeeper and lnarkecl 
"Glass with care" (whence I conclude that it contains some 
jam and SOlne bottles of wine, probably, as well as the 
usual cake and game-pie, and half a sovereign for the elder 
Master B., and five new shillings for Master Decinlus 
Briggs)-how, I say, the arrival of this basket alters all 
l\iaster Briggs's circlllllstances in life, and the estimation 
in which many persons regard him! 
If he is a good-hearted boy, as I have reason to think, 
the very first thing he will do, before inspecting the con- 
tents of the halnper, or cutting into them with the knife 
which Master Rrown has so considerately lent hÏ1n, ,viII be 
to read over the letter from home which lies on the top of 
the parcel. He does so, as I renlark to Miss Rahy (for 
whom I happened to be mending pens when the little cir- 
cumstance arose), with a flushed face and winking eyes. 
Look how the other boys are peering into the basket as he 
reads-I say to her, "Isn't it a pretty picture?" Part of 
the letter is in a very large hand. That is froill his little 
sister. And I would wager that she netted the little purse 
which he has just taken out of it, and which Master Lynx 
is eyeing. 
" Yon are a droll luan, and relnark all sorts of queer 
E-Vol. 24 
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things," Miss Raby says, snliling, and plying her swift 
needle and fingers as quick as possible. 
"I aln glad we were both on the spot, and that the little 
fellow lies under our guns as it were, and so is protected 
from some such brutal school-pirate as young Duval for in- 
stance, who would rob him, probably, of SOlne of those good 
things; good in themselves, and better because fresh froln 
hOlne. See, there is a pie as I said, and which I daresay 
is better than those which are served at our table (but you 
never take any notice of these kind of things, l\fiss Raby), 
a cake of course, a bottle of currant-wine, jaIn-pots, and no 
end of pears in the straw. 'Vith this money little Briggs 
will be able to pay the tick which that ÏIllprudent child has 
run up with Mrs. Ruggles; and I shall let Briggs l\'Iajor 
pay for the pencil-case which Bullock sold to hiln. -It will 
be a lesson to the young prodigal for the future. 
"But, I say, what a change there ,viII be in his life for 
some tilne to come, and at least until his present wealth is 
spent! The boys 'v ho bully him will mollify towards him 
and accept his pie and sweetmeats. They will have feasts 
in the bedroonl; and that wine will taste Inore deliciously 
to them than the best out of the Doctor's cellar. The cro- 
nies will be invited. Young Master Wagg will tell his 
Inost dreadful story and sing his, best song for a slice of 
that pie. What a jolly night they will have! When we 
go the round::; at night 1rlr. Prince and I will take care to 
make a noise before we come to Briggs's room, so that the 
boys may have tiIne to put the light out, to push the things 
a,vay, and to scud into bed. Doctor Spry may be put in 
requisition the next morning." 
"Nonsense! you absurd creature," cries out 1rIiss Raby, 
laughing; and I lay down the twelfth pen very nicely 
mended. 
" Yes; after luxury comes the doctor, I say; after ex- 
travagance, a hole in the breeches pocket. To judge from 
his disposition, Briggs Majol' will not be much better off a 
couple of days hence than he is now, and, if I aID not mis- 
taken, will end life a })oor luan. Brown will be kicking 
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his shins before a week is over, depend upon it. There are 
boys and lnen of all sorts, Miss R.-there are selfish sneaks 
who hoard until the store they daren't use grows lnouldy- 
there are spendthrifts who fling away, parasites who flatter 
and lick its shoes, and snarling curs who hate and envy, 
good fortune." 
I put down the last of the pens, brushing away with it 
the quill chips from her desk first, and she looked at Ine 
with a kind, wondering face. I brushed theln away, 
clicked the penknife into my pocket, nlade her a bow, and 
walked off-for the bell was ringing for school. 



- 
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A YOUNG FELLO'V WHO IS PRETTY STJRE 
TO SUCCEED. · 


IF l\laster :Briggs is destined in all probability to be a 
poor Jnan, the chances are that lVIr. Bullock will have a 
very different lot. He is a son of a partner of the eminent 
banking firnl of Bullock and Hu]ker, Lombard Street, and' 
very high in the upper school-quite out of IllY jurisdic- 
tion, consequently. 
He writes the Inost beautiful current hand ever seen; and 
the way in ,vhich he mastered arithmetic (going away into 
recondite and wonderful rules in the Tnto'r's Assistant, 
which some masters even dare not approach) is descri beù 
by the Doctor in terms of adlniration. He is Mr. Prince's 
best algebra pupil; and a very fair classic, too, doing 
everything well for which he has a lnind. 
He does not busy hinlself with the sports of his COIll- ' . 
rades, and holds a cricket-bat no better than l\Iiss Raby ff 
,vould. He employs the play-hours in inlproving his lnind, 
and reading the newspaper; he is a profound politician, 
and, it must be ownerl, on the Liberal side. The elder 
boys despise him rather; and when Challlpion l\fajor 
passes, he turns his head, and looks down. I ùon't like 
the expression of Bullock's narrow, green eyes, as they fol- 
low the elder Chalnpion, who does not seeln to know or care 
how much the other hates hinl. 
No-Mr. Bullock, though perhaps the cleverest and most 
accomplished boy in the school, associates with the quite 
little boys when he is Ininded for society. To these he is 
quite affable, courteous, anù 'winning. lIe never fagged or 
thrashed one of theln. He has done the verses and cor- 
rected the exercises of many, and Ulan y is the Ii ttle lad to 
w horn he has lent a little lnoney. 
It is true he charges at the rate of a penny a week for 
every sixpence lent out, but Juany a fellow to WhOlfi tarts 
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are a present necessity is happy to pay this interest for the 
loan. These transactions are kept secret. Mr. Bullock, in 
rather a whining tone, when he takes Master Green aside 
and does the requisite business for hiIn, says, " You know 
you'll go and talk about it everywhere. I don't want to 
lend you the money, I want to buy sonlething with it. It's 
only to oblige you; and yet I aln sure you will go and make 
fun of me." "Thereon, of course, Green, eager for the 
Inoney, vows solelnnly that the transaction shall be COll- 
fidential, and only speaks when the paYlllent of the interest 
becolnes oppressive. 
Thus it is that 1\1:1'. Bullock's practices are at all known. 
At a very early period indeed his cOlnmercial genius mani- 
fested itself; and by happy speculations in toffey; by COln- 
posing a sweet drink Inade of stick-liquorice and browll 
sugar, and selling it at a profit to the younger children; 
by purchasing a series of novels, .which he let out at an 
adequate rellluneration; by doing boys' exercises for a 
penny, and other processes, he showed the bent of his 
nlÎnd. ,At the end of the half-year he always went home 
richer than when he arrived at school, ,vith his purse full 
of lnoney. 
Nobody knows how Inuch he brought: but the accounts 
are fabulous. Twenty, thirty, fifty-it is ilnpossible to 
say ho.w Inany. sov(1reigns. \Vhen jokpd about his Bloney, 
he turns pale and swpars he has Bot a shilling: whereas he 
has had a banker's account ever since he was thirtepll years 
old. 
At the present InOlllent he is elnployed Îlr negotiating the 
sale of a knife with l\1aster Green, and is pointing out to 
the latter the beauty of the six blades, and that he need not 
pay until after the holidays. 
Champion l\Iajor has s,vorn that he will break every bone 
in his skin the next tÏ1ne that he cheats a little boy, and is 
bearing down upon him. Let us come a,vay. It is fright- 
ful to see that big peaceful clever coward nloaning under 
well-deserved blows and whining for Inercy. 
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DU'V AL, THE PIRATE. 


(J OYES }\;II
T)lUS passes, [(tden with tarts.) 


D'lLL
al. Hullo! you slnall boy with the tarts! Come 
here, sir. 
Jones .11fin.i JUtS. Please, Duval, they ain't mine. 
Duval. Oh, you abon1Ïnable young story-teller. 
[ He ('onfiscates tlte goods. 
I think I like young Duval's Inode of levying contribu- 
tions better than Bullock's. The forlner's, at least, has 
the lIlerit of Inore candour. Duval is the pirate of Birch's, 
and lies in w'ait for slnall boys laden with nloney or prov- 
ender. He scents plunder from afar off: and pounces out 
on it. vVoe betide the little fellow when Duval boards 
him! 
There was a youth here whose nloney I used to keep, as 
he was of an extravagant and weak disposition; and I 
doled it out to hinl in \veekly shillings, sufficient for the 
purchase of the necessary tarts. This boy canle to Ine one 
day for half a sovereign, for a very particular purpose, he 
said. I afterwards found he wanted to lend the Illoney to 
Du val. 
The young ogre burst out laughing \Vhell in a great 
\vrath and fury I ordered hÍ1n to refund to the little boy: 
and proposed a bill of exchange at three Illonths. It is 
true Duval's father does not pay the Doctor, and the lad 
never has a shilling, save that which he levies; and though 
he is always bragging about the splenJour of Freellystown, 
Co. Cork, and the foxhounds his father keeps, and the 
claret they drink there-there conles no renlÎttance frolll Cas- 
tle Freeny in these bad tinles to the honest Doctor, who is 
a kindly Inan enough, and never yet turned an insolvent 
boy out of doors. 
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THE DOR
IITORIES. 


MASTER HEWLETT AND }r[ASTER N IGHTING.-\.LE. 


(Rathe-;, a cold winte1' night.) 


Hewlett (flinging a shoe at jlfaste'ì 9 .1Vightingale's bed, 'l{,.ith 
wh-ich he hits that young gentle-rnan). Rullo, you! Get up 
and bring TIle that shoe! 
Þlightingale. Yes, Hewlett. (He gets up.) 
He-wlett. Don't drop it, and be very careful of it, sir. 
Nightingale. Yes, Hewlett. 
He'tolett. Silence in the dormitory! AllY boy ,vho 9pens 
his mouth, I'll murder him. Now, sir, are not you the boy 
what can sing? 
Nightingale. Yes, Hewlett. 
.lIewlett. Chaunt, then, till I go to sleep, and if I ,vake 
when you stop, you'll have this at your head. 
[MASTER HRWLETT lays kis Bluche-;'s on the bed. 
'ready to shy at Mastm. Night-ingale's head in the 
case contmnplated. 


Nightingale (tbnidly). Please, Hewlett? 
Re'l.olett. Well, sir? 
Nightingale. May I put on my trousers, please? 
Hewlett. No, sir! Go on, or 1'11- 
Nightingale- 


Through pleasures and palaces 
Though we may roam, 
Be it ever so humble 
There's no place like home. 


llome, home! sweet, sweet home! 
There's no place like ho-ome! 
There's no place like home! 
(Da Capo.) 
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A CAPTURE AND A R,ESCUE. 


My young friend, Patrick C
ampion, George's younger 
brother, is a late arrival among us; has luuch of the faluily 
quality and good-nature; is not in the least a tyrant to the 
slnall boys, but is as eager as fan Aluadis to fight. He is 
boxing his way up the school, eluulating his great brother. 
He fixes his eye on a boy above him in strength or size, and 
you hear sOluehow that a difference has arisen between thelll 
at football, and they have their coats off presently. Hp 
has thrashed himself over the heads of many youths in this 
manner: for instance, if Chalupion can lick DoLson, who 
can thrash .Hobson, how luuch III ore , then, can he thrash 
Hobson? Thus he works up and establishes his position 
in the school. Nor does Mr. Prince think it advisable that 
we ushers should walk luuch in the ,yay when t11ese little 
differences are being settled, unless there is some gross dis- 
parity, or danger is apprehended. 
For instance, I own to having seen the row depicted 
here as I was shaving at IUY bedroom window. I did not 
hasten down to prevent its consequences. Fogle had cou- 
fiscated a top, the property of Snivins; the which, as the 
little wretch was always pegging it at IllY toes, I did not 
regret. Snivins \vhiInpered; and young Chalupion canle 
up, lusting for battle. Directly he luade out Fogle, he 
steered for hÏ1u, pulling up his coat-sleeves, aud clearing 
for action. 
"\Vho spoke to lIOU, young Champion?" Fogle said, and 
he flung down the top to Master Snivins. I knew there 
\yould be no fight; and perhaps Chaillpion, too, was disap- 
pointed. 
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THE GARDE
. 


WHERE THE P ARLOUR-EOARDERS GO. 


NOBLE:\iEX have been rather scarce at Birch's-but the 
heir of a great Prince has been living with the Doctor for 
SOine years.-He is Lord George Gaunt's eldest son, the 
noble Plantagenet Gaunt Gaunt, and nephew of the ::\Iost 
Honourable the lvlarquis of Steyne. 
rrhey are very proud of him at the Doctor's-and the 
two 
Iisses and Papa, whenever a stranger comes down 
whom they want to dazzle, are pretty sure to bring Lord 
Steyne into the conversation, Inentioning the last party at 
Gaunt House, and cursorily remarking that they have ,vith 
theIll a young friend who will be, in all hUIllan probability, 
Marquis of 
teyne and Earl of Gaunt, etc. 
Plantagenet does not care lunch about these future hon- 
ours: provided he can get SOUle bro.wn sugar on his bread 
and butter, or sit with three chairs and play at coach and 
horses quite quietly by himself, he is tolerably happy. lIe 
saunters in and out of school when he likes, and looks at 
the masters and other boys with a listless grin. He used 
to be taken to churrh, but he laughed and talked in odd 
places, so they are forced to leave him at hOlne now. He 
will sit with a bit of string and play cat's-cradle for Inany 
hours. He likes to go and join the very slnall children at 
their ganles. SOIne are frightened at hÍ1n; but they soon 
cease to feal l , and order hÜn about. I have seen him go 
and fetch tarts froln 
Irs. Ruggles for a boy of eight years 
old; and cry bitterly if he did not get a piece. He ('annat 
speak quite plain, but very nearly; and is not l1l0re, I sup- 
pose, than three-and-twenty. 
Of course at home they know his age, though they never 
('orne and see hinl. But they forget that 
Iiss Rosa Birch 
is no longer a young chit as she ,vas ten years ago, when 
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Gaunt was brought to the school. ,On the contrary, she 
has had no slnall experience in the tender passion, and is at 
this nlOlnent smitten with a disinterested affection for Plan- 
tagenet Gaunt. 
N ext to a little doll .with a burnt nose, .which he hides 
away in cunning places, 1\11'. Gaunt is very fond of Miss 
Rosa too. \Yhat a pretty luatch it ,vould nlake! and how 
pleased they would be at Gaunt House, if the grandson 
and heir of the great "ð1arquis of Steyne, the descendant of 
a hundred Gaunts and Tudors, should Inarry Miss Birch, 
the schoohllaster's daughter! It is true she has the sense. 
on her side, and poor Plantagellet is only an idiot: but 
there he is, a zany, with such expectations and such a pedi- 
gree! 
If 1\Iiss Rosa would run a'\
ay ,vith 1\11'. Gaunt, she 
would leave off bullying her cousin, Miss AnllY Raby. 
Shall I put her up to the notion, and offer to lend her the 
Inoney to run away? 1\11'. Gaunt is not allowed Inoney. 
He had some once, but Bullock took hÏ1n into a corner, and 
got it frOlll him. He has a llloderate tick opened at the 
tart-wolnan's. He stops at Rodwell Regis through the 
year, school-time and holiday-time, it is all the same to 
hÎ1n. Nobody asks about hhn, or thinks about him, save 
twice a year, when the Doctor goes to Gaunt House, and 
gets the ailloullt of his bills, and a glass of wine in the 
steward's rOOln. 
And yet you see sonleho,v that he is a gentleillan. His 
manner is different to that of the owners of that coarse 
table and parlour at ,vhich he is a boarder (I do not speak 
of 1\Iiss R. of course, for Ii e]' luanners are as good as those 
of a duchess). 'Yhen he caught l\1iss Rosa boxing little 
Fiddes's ears, his face grew red, and he broke into a fierce, 
inarticulate rage. After that, and for SOlne days, he used 
to shrink frolll her; but they are reconciled now. I saw 
them this afternoon in the garden, ,vhere only the parlour 
boarders walk. He ,vas playful, and touched her with his 
stick. She raised her handsome eyes in surprise, and 
sluiled on hilll very kindly. 
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The thing was so clear, that I thought it IllY duty to 
speak to old Zoe about it. The wicked old catalnaran told 
Ine she wished that SOllle people would lllind their own 
business, and hold their tongues-that some people were 
paid to teach writing, and not to tell tales and lllake nljs- 
chief: and I þ'ave since been thinking whether I ought to 
comnlunicate with t.he l)octor. 


. 
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THE OLD PUPIL. 


As I caIne into the playgrounds this morning, I saw a 
dashing young fellow with a tanned face and a blonde 
llloustache, who was ,valking up and down the green arln- 
in-arm ,vith Champion Major, and followed by a little 
crowd of boys. 
They were talking of old tillles evidently. "\Vhat had 
become of Irvine and Smith? "-" \Vhere was Bill flarris 
and Jones: not Squinny Jones, but Cocky Jones? "-and 
so forth. The gentlmnan was no stranger; he was an old 
pupil evidently, COlne to see if any of his old comrades re- 
mained, and to revisit the ca'l'i luogi of his youth. 
Champion ,vas evidently proud of his arln-fellow. He 
espied his brother, young Chall1pion, and introduced hÏ1n. 
"Collie here, sir," he called. "The young 'un wasn't here 
in your time, Davison." "Pat, sir," said he, "this is Cap- 
tain Davison, one of Birch's boys. Ask hinl who was 
aillong the first in the lines at Sobraon? " 
Pat's face kindled up as he looked Davison full in the 
face, and held out his hand. Old Chalnpion and Davison 
both blushed. The infantry set up a" Hurray! hurray! 
hurray!" ChaIn pion leading, and waving his wideawake. 
I protest that the scene did one good to vr"Ïtness. Here 
,vas the hero and cock of the school come back to see his 
old haunts and cronies. He l1ad always remembered theIn. 
Since he had seen theul last, he had faced death and 
achieved honour. But for IUY dignity I would have shied 
up my hat too. 
With a resolute step, and his ann still linked in Chaln- 
pion's, Captain Davison now advanced, followed by a wake 
of little boys, to that corner of the green where I\1:rs. Rug- 
gles has her tart-stand. 
"Hullo, Mother Ruggles! don't you remember me?" he 
said, aud shook her by the hand. 
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" Lor', if it ain't Davison l\Iajor!" she said. " 'rVell, 
Da vison Major, you owe lne fourpence for two sausage-rolls 
from when you went away." 
Davison laughed, and all the little crew of boys set up a 
silnilar chorus. 
"I buy the whole shop," he said. "Now, young ,'uns- 
eat a .way ! " 
Then there was such a "Hurray! hurray!" as surprised 
the former cheer in loudness. Everybody engaged in it 
except Piggy Duff, who Inade an instant dash at the three- 
cornered puffs, but was stopped by Champion, who said 
there should be a fair distribution. And so there was, and 
no one lacked, neither of raspberry open tarts, nor of luelli- 
Huous bulls'-eyes, nor of polonies, beautiful to the sight 
and taste. 
The hurraying brought out the Doctor hilnself, ,vho put 
his hand up to his spectacles and started when he saw the 
old pupil. Each blushed when he recognised the other; 
for seven years ago they had parted not good friends. 
" \Vhat-Davison?" the Doctor said, with a treillulous 
voice. "God bless you, Jny dear fellow!" -and they 
shook hands. "A half-holiday, of course, boys," he 
added, and there was another hurray: there was to be no 
end to the cheering that day. 
"How's-how's the fanlÏly, sir?" Captain Davison 
asked. 
"Colne in and see. Flora's grown quite a lady. Dine 
with us, of course. Chalnpion Major, conle to dinner at 
five. Mr. TitInarsh, the pleasure of your cOlnpany?" 
The Doctor swung open the garden-gate: the old luaster 
and pupil entered the house reconciled. 
I thought I would just peep into Miss Raby's rOOln, and 
tell her of this event. She was working away at her linen 
there, as usual quiet and cheerful. 
" You should put up," I said with a smile; "the Doctor 
has given us a half-holiday." 
" I never have holidays," 1\iiss Raby replied. 
Then I told her of the scene I had just witnessed, of the. 



108 DOCTOR BIRCH AND HIS YOUNG FRIENDS. 


arrival of the old pupil, the purchase of the tarts, the proc- 
lamation of the holiday, and the shouts of the boys of 
"Hurray, Davison!" 
" Who is it?" cried out Miss Raby, starting and turning 
as \v hi te as a sheet. 
I told her it was Captain Davison from India, and de- 
scribed the appearance and behaviour of the Captain. 
When I had finished speaking, she asked me to go and get 
her a glass of water; she felt unwell. But she was gone 
\ when I came back with the ,vater. 


I know all now. After sitting for a quarter of an hour 
with the Doctor, ,vho attributed his guest's uneasiness no 
doubt to his desire to see 
Iiss Laura Birch, Davison started 
up and said he wanted to see Miss Raby. "You remeln- 
bel', sir, how kind she was to my little brothel'," he said, 
\Yhereupon the Doctor, with a look of surprise that any- 
body should want to see Miss Raby, said she was in the 
little schoolroom; whither the Captain went, knowing the 
way from old times. 
A fe w minutes afterwards, Miss E. and l\fiss Z. returned 
frOIH a drive with Plantagenet Gaunt in their one-horse fly, 
and being informed of Davison's arrival, and that he was 
closeted with Miss Raby in the little schoolrooln, of course 
Inade for that apartment at once. I ,vas cOIning into it 
froln the other door. I wanted to know whether she had 
drunk the water. 
This is what both parties saw. The two were in this 
very attitude. " Well, upon my w:ord!" cries out Miss 
Zoe. But Davison did not let go his hold; and Miss 
llaby's head only sank down on his hanc1. 
" You 111ust get another governess, sir, for the little 
boys," Frank Davison said to the Doctor. " Anny Raby 
has promised to come with IHe." 
You may suppose I shut to the ùoor on DIY side. And 
when I returned to the little schoolrool11, it was blank and 
empty. Everybody was gone, I could heal' the boys 
shouting at play in the green outside. The glass of watc:}]' 
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was on the table, ,vhere I had placed it. I took it ancl 
drank it myself, to the health of Anny Raby and her hus- 
band. It was rather a choker. 
But of course I w"asn't going to stop on at Birch's. 
\Vhen his young friends reassemble on the 1st of February 
next, they will have two new lnasters. Prince resigned 
too, and is at present living with nle at myoid lodgings at 
Mrs. Cammysole's. If any noblenlan or gel1t1elnan wants 
a private tutor for his son, a note to the Rev. F. Prince 
will find hÍ111 there. 
Miss Clapperclaw says we are both a couple of old fools; 
and that she knew, when I set off last year to Rodwell 
Regis, after uleeting the two young ladies at a party at 
General Champion's house in our street, that I was going on 
a goose's errand. \Vell, well, that journey is over now; I 
shall dine at the General's on ChristInas Day, where T shall 
lueet Captain and Mrs. Davison, and SOllie of the old pupils 
of Birch's; and I wish a Merry Christmas to them, and to 
all young and old boys. 
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EPILOGUE. 


. THE play is done; the curtain drops, 
Slow falling, to the prolllpter's bell: 
A rnOlnent yet the actor stops, 
And looks around, to say fare,vell. 
It is an irksolue word and task; 
And ,vhen he's laughed anrl said his say, 
He shows, as he relnoves the mask, 
A face that's anything but gay. 


One ,vord, ere yet the evening ends, 
Let's close it with a parting rhYIne, 
And pledge a hand to all young friend.s, 
As fits the merry Christmas-tinle. 
On life's wide scene you, too, have parts, 
That Fate ere long shall bid you play; 
Good night! with honest gentle hearts 
A kindly greeting go alway! 
Good night!-I'd say, the griefs, the joys, 
Just hinted in this IniInic page, 
The triunlphs and defeats of boys, 
Are but repeated in our age. 
I'd say, your woes were not less keen, 
Your hopes more vain, than those of Inen; 
Your pangs or pleasures of fifteen, 
At forty-five played o'er again. 


I'd. say, we suffer and we strive 
Not less nor Inore as Inen than boys; 
\tVith grizzled beards at forty-five, 
As erst at twelve, in corduroys. 
And if, in time of sacred youth, 
\Ve learned at home to love and pray, 
Pray Heaven, that early Love and Truth 
May never wholly pass away. 


,;:þr 
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And in the world, as in the school, 
!' d say, how fate may change and shift; 
The prize be sometilnes with the fool, . 
The race not always to the swift. 
The strong may yield, the good Inay fall, 
The great luan be a vulgar clo,vn, 
The knave be lifted over all, 
The kind cast pitilessly down. 


\Vho knows the inscrutable design? 
Blessed be He who took and gave! 
\Vhy should your nlother, Charlf\s, not mine, 
Be weeping at her darling's grave! I 
We bow to Heaven that will'd it so, 
That darkly rules the fate of all, 
That sends the respite or the blow, 
That's free to give or to recall. 


This crowns his feast with wine and wit: 
Who brought hinl to that luirth and state? 
His betters, see, below him sit, 
Or hunger hopeless at the gate. 
\Yho bade the luud froln Dives' ,vheel 
To spurn the rags of Lazarus? 
COlne, brother, in that dust we'll kneel, 
Confessing Ileaven that ruled it thus. 


So each shallillourn, in life's advance, 
Dear hopes, dear friends, untilnely killed; 
Shall grieve for many a forfeit chance, 
A longing passion unfulfilled. 
Alnen! whatever fate be sent,- 
Pray God the heart nlay kindly glow, 
Although the head with cares be bent, 
And whitened with the winter snow. 


I C, B. ob. 29 Nov. 1848, æt. 42. 
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Come ,vealth or want, come good or ill, 
Let young Hud old accept their part, 
And bow before the Awful Will, 
And bear it with an honest heart. 
'Vho Inisses, or who wins the prize? 
Go, lose or conquer as you can: 
But if you fail, or if you rise, 
Be each, pray God, a gentlen1an. 


A gentleman, or old or young! 
(Bear kindly ,vith my hUlnble lays); 
The sacred chorus first was sung 
Upon the first of Christlnas days: 
The shepherds heard it overhead- 
The joyful angels raised it then: 
G lory to Rea ven on high, it said, 
And peace on earth to gentle men. 


My song, save this, is little ,vorth; 
I lay the weary pen aside, 
And wish you health, and love, and Inirth, 
As fits the solenlll Christluas- tide. 
As fits the holy Christmas birth, 
Be this, good friends, our carol still- 
Be peace on earth, be peace on earth, 
To men of gentle will. 



REBECCA AND ROWENA. 
A ROMANCE UPON ROMANOE. 


By MR. M. A. TITMARSH. 




PREF ACE. 


THOSE readers who sawin FI'a
er' s 1rlaga
ine, sonle three 
years since, the proposals for a continuation of Ivanhoe, 
which were issued by the undersigned, very likely Í1n- 
agined, that like a thousand magnificent railroad projects 
and other schemes then rife, Iny plan for a Walter-Scott- 
continuåtion and Isaac-of- Y ork-and-l vanhoe Junction, was 
never to be brought to completion. But passing Inany 
hours on a sofa of late, recovering fronl a fever, and ordered 
by DR. ELLIOTRON (whose skill and friendship rescued lIle 
fronl it) ON NO ACCOUNT to put pen to paper, I, of course, 
wished to write Í1nnlediately,-for which I hUlilbly ask the 
Doctor's pardon. 
It need scarcely be said, that the humble artist who usu- 
any illustrates -my works fell ill at the same tinle with 
myself, and on trial his hand shook so that it was found 
ilnpossible he could work for the present volume. But this 
circumstance no one but the Author (who disapproves of 
odious com pari::;ons) will regret, as it has called in the aid 
of lIlY friend MR. RICHARD DOYLE to illustrate the tale. 
Receive it kindly, you gentle readers of novels, who love 
poetical justice; and you honest children of large and slual1 
growth, who ßtill have a relish for a little play and non- 
sense, and the harlnless jingle of the cap and bells. 
)1. }t. rrITl\IARSH. 


KENSINGTON, 
Decembcr 20th, 1849. 
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CHAPTER I. 


THE OVERTURE-COMMENCElVIENT OF THE BUSINESS. 


WELL-BELOVED novel-readers and gentle patronesses of 
I'omance, assuredly it lIas often occurred to everyone of 
you, that the books we delight in have very unsatisfactory 
conclusions, and end quite prematurely with page 320 of 
the third volume. At that epoch of the history it is well 
known that the hero is seldoln more than thirty years old, 
and the heroine by consequence some seven or eight years 
younger; and I would ask any of you whether it is fair to 
suppose that people after the above age have nothing 
worthy of note in their lives, and cease to exist as they 
drive away from Saint George's, Jlanover Square? You, 
dear young ladies, who get your know ledge of life from the 
circulating library, may be led to imagine that when the 
Inarriage business is done, and Emilia is 'v hisk'ed off in the 
new travelling carriage, by the side of the enraptured Earl; 
or Belinda, breaking away from the tearful eillbraces of 
her excellent mother, dries her own lovely eyes upon the 
throbbing waistcoat of her bridegrooln-you may be ap.t, I 
say, to suppose that all is over then; that Emilia and the 
Earl are going to be happy for the rest of their lives in his 
Lordship's romantic castle in the north, and Belinda and 
her young clergyman to enjoy uninterrupted bliss in their 
rose-trellised parsonage in the west of England: but some 
there be among the novel-reading classes-old experienced 
folks-who know better than this. SOlne there be who 
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11ave been married, and found that they have still SOlne- 
thing to see and to do, and to suffer Inayhap; and that ad- 
ventures, and paius, and pleasures, and taxes, and sunrises 
and settings, and the business and joys and griefs of life 
go on after as before the nuptial Cerel1l0ny. 
Therefore I say, it is an unfair advantage, which the 
novelist takes of hero and heroine, as of his inexperienced 
reader, to say good-bye to the two former; as soon as ever 
they are nlade husband and wife; and have often wished 
that additions should be nlade to all works of fiction, which 
have been brought to abrupt tel'lninations in the manner 
described; and that we should hear what occurs to the sober - 
Inarried Ulan, as well as to the ardent bachelor; to the Ina- 
tron, as well as to the blushing spinster. Aud in this re- 
spect I admire (and would desire to in1Ïtate) the noble and 
prolific Ifrench author, Alexandre DUlnas, Marquis Dayy de 
la Pailleterie, who carries his heroes frolll early youth down 
to the Inost venerable old age; and does not let then1 rest, 
until they are so old, that it is full tÍlne the poor fellows 
should get a little peace and quiet. A hero is nl11ch too 
valuable a gentleman to be put upon the retired list, in the 
priIne and vigour of his youth; and I wish to know, ,vhat 
lady alnong us would like to he put on the shelf, and 
thought no longer int
resting, because she has a fan1Ïly 
growing up, and is four or five and thirty years of age? I 
haye known ladies at sixty, with hearts as tender, and ideas 
as romantic, as any young misses of sixteen. Let us have 
Iniddle aged novels then, as well as your extremely juvenile 
legends: let the young ones be warned, that the old folks 
haye a right to be interesting: and that a lady Inay continue 
to ha ye a heart, although she is somewhat stouter than she 
was ,vhen a schoolgirl, and a man his feelings, although he 
gets his hair from Truefitt's. 
Thus I would desire, that the biographies of In allY of 'our 
lnost illustt'ious personages of rOlnance, should be continued 
by fitting hands, and that they should be heard of, until at 
least a decent age.-I.Jook at ]\{r. James's heroes: they in- 
variably lnarry yonng. Look at Mr. Dirkens's, they dis- 
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appear from the scene when they are nlere chits. I trust 
these authors, who are still alive, will see the propriety of 
telling us something more about people in 'v horn we took a 
considerable interest, and who must be at present strong 
and hearty, and in the full vigour of health and intellect. 
And in the tales of the great Sir 'Valter (lnay honour be 
to his nalne), I am sure there are a nUlnber of people who 
are untilnely carried away from us; and of WhOlll we ought 
to hear Inore. 
My dear Rebecca, daughter of Isaac of York, has always, 
in lIlY mind, been one of these; nor can I ever believe that 
such a woman, so adlnirable, so tender, so heroic, so beau- 
tiful, could disappear altogether before such another 'VOlllan 
as Rowena, that vapid, flaxen-headed creature, who is, in 
lIlY hUlnble opinion, unworthy of Ivanhoe, and un,vorthy of 
her place as heroine. Had both of thenl got their rights, 
it ever seell1ed to llle that Rebecca would have had the hus- 
hand, and Rowena would have gone off to a convent and 
shut herself up, where I, for one, would never have taken 
the trouble of inquiring for her. 
But after all she Inarried Ivanhoe. 'V11at is to be done? 
There is no help for it. There it is in black and white at 
the end of the third vohune of Sir 'Valter Scott's chronicle, 
that the couple were joined together in InatrÏ1nony. And 
lnust the Disinherited Knight, whose blood has been fired 
by the suns of Palestine, and whose heart has been warlued 
in the cOlnpany of the tender and beautiful Rebecca, sit 
down contented for life by the side of such a frigid piece of 
propriety as that icy, faultless, priIn, ninÜny-pilniny Ro,v- 
ena? Forbid it fate, forbid it poetical justice! There is 
a sÜnple plan for setting matters right, and giv'Ïng all par- 
ties their due, which is here submitted to the novel-reader. 
I vanhoe's history nUJ,çt have had a continuation; and it is 
this, which ensues. I lnay be wrong in SOlne particulars of 
the narrative,-as ,vhat writer ,vill not be?-but of the 
nlain incidents of the history, I have in lny o,vn lllind no 
sort of doubt, and confidently sulnnit the In to that gener- 
ous public which likes to see virtue righted, true love re- 
F-Vol. 24 
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warded, and the brilliant Fairy descend out of the b1az1ng 
chariot at the end of the panton1Ïule, and nlake IIadeql11u 
and Cohunbine happy. What, if reality be not so, gentle- 
lnen and ladies; and if, after dancing a variety of jigs and 
antics, and jUlllping in and out of endless trap-doors and 
,vindow s, through life's shifting scenes, no fairy comes 
down to Inake 'Us cOlnfortable at the close of the perfornl- 
ance? Ah! let us give our honest novel-folks the benefit of 
their position, and not be envious of their goòd luck. 
No person who has read the preceding volullles of this 
history, as the fainous chronicler of Abbotsforc1 has re- 
corded theIn, can doubt for a moment what was the l'esult 
of the lnarriage between Sir '\Vilfrid of I vallhoe anù the 
Laùy Rowena. Those ,vho have Inarked her conduct dur- 
ing her Inaidenhood, her distinguished politeness, her spot- 
less lnodesty of demeanour, her unalterable coolness under 
all circumstances, and her lofty and gentlewolnan-like bear- 
ing, must be sure that her Inarried conduct would equal her 
spinster behaviour, and that Ro,vena the wife would be a 
pattern of correctness for all the Inatrons of England. 
Such was the fact. For nlÏles around Rotherwood her 
character for piety was l{nOwll. Her castle ,vas a rendez- 
vous for all the clergy 3l1d lllonks of the district, w hOUl 
she fed with the richest viands, while she pinched herself 
upon pulse and water. There ,vas not an invalid in the 
three Ridings, Saxon or N 01'lllan, but the palfrey of the 
Lady Rowena might be seen journeying to his door, in COIll- 
pany with Father Glauber her ahnoner, and Brother Thomas 
of Epsoln, her leech. She lighted up all the churches in 
Yorkshire with wax-candles, the offerings of her piety. 
The bells of her chapel began to ring at two o'clock in the 
Inorning; and: all the dOlnestics of Rotherwood were called 
upon to attend at matins, at cOlnplins, at nones, at vespers, 
and at sennon. I need not say that fasting was observea 
with all the rigours of the Church; and that those of the 
servants of the Lady Rowena ,vere looked upon with Inost 
favour whose hair shirts were the roughest, and who flagel.. 
lated thelnselves ,vith the most beconlÌng perseverance. 
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Whether it was that this discipline cleared poor vVanlba's 
wits or cooled his hunlonr, it is certain that he becalne the 
most melancholy fool in England, and if ever he ventured 
upon a pun to the shuddering, poor servitors, who were 
Inulllblillg their dry crusts below the salt, it was such a 
faint and stale joke, that nobody dared to laugh at the in- 
uendoes of the unfortunate wag, and a sickly smile was the 
best applause he could nluster. Once, indeed, when Guffo, 
the goose-boy (a half-witted, poor ,vretch), laughed out- 
right at a lalnelltably stale pUll which V{ aluba palmed upon 
hiln at supper-tilne (it ,vas dark, and the torches being 
brought in, 'Yamba said, "Guffo, they can't see their way 
in the argulnent, and al'e going to tll pow a little light upon 
the subject "), the Lady Rowena, being disturbed in a the- 
ological controversy with Father 'Villibald (afterwards 
canonised as St. \Villibald, of Bareacres, herlnit and con- 
fessor), called out to know what was the cause of the un- 
seelnly interruption, and Gnffo and 'Vaillba being pointed 
out as the culprits, ordered thelll straightway into the court- 
yard, and three dozen to be adnlinistered to each of theln. 
"I got you out of Front-de-Bæuf's castle," said poor 
'Valnba, piteously, appealing to Sir 'Yilfrid of Ivanhoe, 
"and canst thou not save Ine frolll the lash?" 
"Yes, from Front-de-Bæuf's castle, wltm"e YO'll UJC1'e loelced 
up with the Je'Wess in tlte towe}'!" said Rowena, haughtily 
replying to the tÎ1nid appeal of her husband; "Gurth, give 
him four dozen! " 
And this was all poor "T
unba got by applying for the 
mediation of his 11laster. 
In fact, Rowena knew her own dignity so well as a prin- 
cess of the royal blood of England, that Sir \Vilfrid of I van- 
hoe, her consort, could scarcely call his life his own, and 
was made, in all things, to feel the inferiority of his sta- 
tion. And which of us is there acquainted with the sex 
that has not relnarked this propensity in lovely woman, and 
how often the wisest in the council are made to be as fools 
at her board, and the boldest ill the battle-field are craven 
w hen facing her distaff? 
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" Whe1
e you were locked 'Up 'witlt the Jewess in the tOll,oeJ"," 
was a remark, too, of which \Vilfrid keenly felt, and, per- 
haps, the reader will understand, the significancy. 'Vhen 
the daughter of Isaac of York brought her dialnonds and 
rubies-the poor, gentle victim !-and, meekly laying them 
at the feet of the conquering Rowena, departed into foreign 
lands to tend the sick of her people, and to brood over the 
bootless passion which COllsulned her own pure heart, one 
would have thought that the heart of the royal lady would 
have Inelted before such beauty and hUluility, and that she 
would have been generous in the moment of her victory. 
But did you ever know a right-lninded ,voman pardon 
another for being handsonle and l110re love-worthy than 
herself? The Lady Rowena did certainly say with Inighty 
magnanimity to the Jewish Inaiden, "Come and live with 
me as a sister," as the former part of this history shows; 
but Rebecca knew in her heart that her ladyship's proposi. 
tion was what is called bosh (in that nohle Eastern lan- 
guage with which Wilfrid the Crusader ,vas falniliar), or 
fudge, in, plain Saxon; and retired, with a broken, gentle 
spirit, neither able to bear the sight of her rival's happiness 
nor willing to disturb it by the contrast of her own 
wretchedness. Rowena, like the most high-bred and vir- 
tuous of women, never forgave Isaac's daughter her beauty, 
nor her :flhtation with 'Vilfrid (as the Saxon lady chose to 
terJTI it); nor, above all, her admirable diamonds and je\v- 
els, although Ro\vena was actually in possession of them. 
In a word, she was always flinging Rebecca into I van- 
hoe's teeth. There ,vas not a day in his life but that un- 
happy ,varrior \vas Inade to relneInber that a Hebrew dam- 
sel had been in love with hhn, and that a Christian lady of 
fashion could never forgive the insult. For instance, if 
Gurth, the swine-herd, who was now pro111oted to be a 
galllekeeper and verderel', brought the account of a falnou8 
wild boar in the wood, and proposed a hunt, Rowena would 
say, "Do, Sir 'Vilfric1, persecute those poor pigs-you know 
your friends the Jews can't abide thenl!" Or when, as it 
oft \vould happen, our lion-hearted monarch, Richard, in 
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order to get a loan or a benevolence from the Jews, would 
roast a few of the Hebre,v capitalists, or extract sonle of 
the principal rabbis' teeth, Rowena would exult and say, 
"Serve them right, the misbelieving wretches! England 
can never be a happy cOlmtry until everyone of these mon- 
sters is exterminated! " Or else, adopting a strain of still 
more savage sarcaslll, ,vould exclaim, "Ivanhoe, my dear, 
more persecution for the Jews! Hadn't you better inter- 
fere, my love? His Majesty ,vill do anything for you; and, 
you kno'w, the Jews were always such javoufrites of you'J"s," 
or ,vords to that effect. But, nevertheless, her ladyship 
never lost an opportunity of wearing Rebecca's jewels at 
court, whenever the Queen held a drawing-roolll; or at the 
York assizes and ball, when she appeared there, not of 
course because she took any interest in such things, but be- 
cause she considered it her duty to attend as one of the 
chief ladies of the county. 
Thus Sir Wilfrid of I \Tanhoe having attained the height 
of his wishes, ,vas, like many a n1an when he has reached 
that dangerous elevation, disappointed. Ah, dear friends, 
it is but too often so in life! Many a garden, seen from a 
distance, looks fresh and green, which, when beheld close- 
ly, is dismal and weedy; the shady walks luelallcholy and 
grass-grown; the bowers you would fain repose in, cush- 
ioned ,vith stinging nettles. I have ridden in a caique 
upon the waters of the Bosphorus, and looked upon the 
capital of the Soldan of Turkey. As seen from those blue 
waters, with palace and pinnacle, with gilded dome and 
towering cypress, it seen1eth a very Paradise of Mahound; 
but, enter the city, and it is but a beggarly labyrinth of 
rickety huts and dirty alleys, where the ways are steep and 
'" the sillells are foul, tenanted by Inangy dogs and ragged 
beggars-a dislnal illusion! Life is such, ah, well-a-day! 
It is only hope which is real, and reality is a bitterness and 
a deceit. 
Perhaps a man, with Ivanhoe's high principles, would 
never bring himself to acknowledge this fact; but others 
did for hÎ1n. He grew thin, and pined away as 111uch as if 


... 
.- 



124 


REBECCA AND ROWENA. 


he had been in a fever under the scorching sun of Ascalon. 
He had no appetite for his meals; he slept ill, tñough he 
was yawning all day. The jangling of the doctors and 
friars whom Rowena brought together did not in the least 
enliven hinl, and he would sometimes give proofs of som- 
nolency during their disputes, greatly to the consternation 
of his lady. He hunted a good deal, and, I very Inuch 
fear, as Rowena rightly reJnal'ked, that he might have an 
excuse for being absent from home. He began to like wine, 
too, who }lad been as sober as a hel'nlÌt; and when he came 
back froin Athelstane's (whither he would l'epair not un- 
freqnently), the unsteadiness of his gait and the unnatural 
brilliancy of his eye were reluarked by his lady, who, you 
Inay be sure, was sitting up for hÍ1n. As for Athelstane, 
he swore by St. \Vul1stall that he was glad to have escaped 
a lnarriage ,vith such a pattern of propriety; and honest 
Cedric the Saxon (who had been very speedily driven out 
of his daughter-in-hnv's castle) vowed by St. \Valtheof 
that his son had bought a dear bargain. 
So Sir 'Vilfrid of Ivanhoe becalne ahnost as tired of 
England as his royal master Richard 'vas (,vIla always 
quitted the country when he had squeezed fronl his loyal 
nobles, COlTImOnS, clergy, and Jews all the money which he 
could get), anù when the lion-hearted Prince began to make 
war against the French king, in Normandy and Guienne, 
Sir '\Vilfrid pined like a true servant to be in cOlnpany of 
the good chalnpion, alongside of ,vhonl he had shivered so 
many l::1nces, and dealt such woundy blows of sword and 
battle-axe on the plains of Jaffa, or the breaches of Acre. 
Tra yellers were welcolne at Rotherwood that brought news 
fronl the calnp of the good king: and I warrant me that the 
knight listened with all his might 'v hen Father Drono, the 
chaplain, read in the St. ,lames's CkJ'onykyll (which was 
the paper of news he of Ivanhoe took in) of "another glo- 
rious triulnph "--" Defeat of the French near Blois"- 
"Splendid victory a
 Epte, and narrow escape of the French 
king," the which deeds of arlns the learned scribes had to 
narrate. 
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However such tales might excite hiIn during the reading, 
they left the knight of Ivanhoe only the more nlelancholy 
after listening: and the more Inoody as he sate in his great 
hall silently draining his Gascony wine. Silently sate he 
and looked at his coats of mail, hanging vacant on the wall, 
his banner covered with spider- we bs and his sword and axe 
rusting there. " Ah, dear axe," sighed he (into his drillk- 
ing-horn)-" ah, gentle steel! that was a merry time when 
I sent thee crashing into the pate of the Emir Abdul Melik 
as he rode on the right of Saladin. Ah, my sword, my 
dainty headsman, lllY sweet split-rib, my razor of infidel 
beards; is the rust to eat thine edge off, and am I never 
more to wield thee in battle? What is the use of a shield 
on a wall, or a lance that has a cobweb for a pennon? 0, 
Richard, my good king, would I could hear once more thy 
voice in the front of the onset! Bones of Brian the Teln- 
pIal', would ye could rise froln your grave at TeInplestowe, 
and that we might break another spear for honour a
ld- 
and-" .. =*' =*' 
And Rebecca, he would have said-but the knight paused 
here in rather a guilty panic; and her Royal Highness the 
Princess Rowena (as she chose to sty Ie herself at home) 
looked so hard at him out of her china-blue eyes, that Sir 
Wilfrid felt as if she was reading his thoughts, and was 
fain to drop his own eyes into his flagon. 
In a word, his life was intolerable. The dinner hour of 
the twelfth century, it is known, was very early: in fact 
people dined at ten 0' clock in the nlorning: and after din- 
ner, Row(1na sate nuun under her canopy, embroidered with 
the arlns of Edward the Confessor, working with her 
maidens at the most hideous pieces of tapestry, represent- 
ing the tortures and Inartyrdolns of her favourite saints, 
and not allowing a soul to speak above his breath, except 
when she chose to cry out in her own shrill voice when a 
handmaid made a wrong stitch, or let fall a ball of 
worsted. It was a dreary life. Wamba, we have said, 
never ventured to crack a joke, save in a .whisper, when he 
was ten miles from home; and then Sir Wilfrid Ivanhoe 
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was too weary and blue-devilled to laugh: but hunted in 
silence, moodily bringing down deer and ,vild boar with 
shaft and quarrel. 
Then he besought Robin of Huntingdon, the jolly outla,v, 
nathless, to join hiJn, and go to the help of their fair sire 
King Richard, with a score or t"w'o of lances. But the Earl 
of Huntingdon was a very different character frOlll Robin 
IIood the forester. There was no Inore conscientious Inag- 
istrate in all the county than his lordship: he ,vas never 
kllo,vn to miss church or quarter-sessions; he was the strict- 
e
t game proprietor in all the Riding, and sent scores of 
poachers to Botany Bay. " A lnan who has a stake in the 
country, Iny good Sir \Vilfrid," Lord Huntingdon said, 
with rather a patronising air (his lordship had grown iUl- 
mensely fat since the King had taken hinl into gl'ace, and 
required a horse as strong as an elephant to mount him), 
"a lnan with a stake in the country ought to stay in the 
country. Property has its duties as ,vell as its privileges, 
and a person of my rank is bound to live on the land froln 
which he gets his living." 
" Alnen !" sang out the Reyerend -- Tuck, his lord- 
ship's domestic chaplain, who had also grown as sleek as 
the Abbot of Jorvaulx, who was as prilll as a lady in his 
dress, wore bergalnot in his handkerchief, and had his poll 
shaved, and his beard curled every day. And so sanctified 
"yas his Reverence grown, that he thought it was a shame 
to kill the pretty deer (though he ate of thenl still hugely, 
both in pasties and ,vith French beans and currant jelly), 
and being shown a quarter-staff upon a certain occasion, 
handled it curiously, and asked "what that ugly great 
stick was?" 
Lady Huntingdon, late Maid 1\Iarian, had still SOlne of 
her old fun and spirits, and poor I v311hoe begged and 
prayed that she would COlne and stay at Rotherwood occa- 
sionally, and érlayer the gen
ral dulness of that castle. 
But her ladyship said that Rowena gave herself such airs, 
and bored her so intolerably with stori
s of King Edward 
the Confessor, that she preferred any place rather than 
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Rotherwooc1, which ,vas as dull as if it had been at the top 
of Mount Athos. 
The only person who visited it was A.thelstane. "His 
Royal Highness the Prince," Rowena of course called him, 
whom the lady received with royal honours. She had the 
guns fired, and the footmen turned out with presented al'IDS 
vr hen he arrived; helped hinl to all Ivanhoe's fa vouri te cuts 
of the mutton or the turkey, and forced her poor husband 
to light hiln to the state bedroom, walking back,vards, 
holding a pair of ,vax candles, At this hour of bedtÍlne 
the Thane used to be in such a condition that he savv two 
pair of candles and a couple of Ivanhoes reeling before him 
-let us hope it was not Ivanhoe that was reeling, but only 
his kinsman's brains muddled with the quantities of drink 
which it was his daily custoln to consume. Rowena said it 
was the crack which the wicked Bois Guilbert, "the Jew- 
ess's other lover, vVilfrid, nlY dear," gave him on his royal 
skull, which caused the Prince to be disturbed so easily; 
bnt added, that drinking became a person of royal blood, 
and was but one of the duties of his station. 
Sir vVilfrid of Ivanhoe saw it would be of no avail to ask 
this man to bear him COlnpany 011 his projected tour abroad; 
but still he himself ,vas every day Inore and more bent 
upon going, and he long cast about for sonle means of 
breaking to his Rowena his firm resolution to join the 
King. He thought she ,vould certainly fall ill if he COln- 
municated the news too abruptly to her; he ,vonld pretend 
a journey to York to attend a grand jury; then a call to 
London on law business or to buy stock; then he would 
slip over to Calais by the packet by degrees, as it were; 
and so he with the King before his wife knew that he was 
out of sight of Westminster Hall. 
"Suppose your honour says you are going, as your honour 
would say Bo to a goose, phullp, short, and to-the point," 
said Wamba, the jester, who was Sir Wilfrid's chief coun- 
sellor and attendant, "depend on't Her Highness \vould 
hear the news like a Christian woman," 
"rrush, Inalapert! I will give thee the strap," said Sir 
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\Yllfrid, in a fine tone of high tragedy indignation; "thou 
knowest. not the delicacy of the nerves of high-born ladies. 
An she faint Hot, .write lHe do\vn Hollander." 
"I will ,yager my bauble against an Irish billet of ex- 
change that she "rill let your honour go off readily: that 
is, if you press nut the Hlatter too strongly," W amua an- 
swered, knowingly; and this Ivanhoe found to his discolll- 
fiture: for one morning at breakfast, adopting a dé[Jagé air, 
as he sipped his tea, he f::iaid, "My love, I was thinking of 
going over to pay His Majesty a visit in N orlnandy :" upon 
which, laying down her 111uffin (which, since the royal Al- 
fred baked those cakes, had been the chosen ureakfast cate 
of noble Anglo-Saxons, and which a kneeling page tendered 
to her on a salver, chased by the Florentine Benvenuto Cel- 
lini),-" \Vhen do you think of going, Wilfrid, my dear? " 
-the lady said, and the Inomellt the tea-things were re- 
moved, and the tables and their trestles put away, she set 
about mending his linen, and getting ready his carpet- 
bag. 
So Sir 'Vilfrid was as disgusted at her readiness to part 
with him as he had been weary of staying at home, which 
caused Waluba the fool to say, "Marry, gossip, thou art 
like the nUUl on ship-board, who, wh6n the boatswain 
flogged him, did cry out' Oh!' wherever the rope's end 
fell on him: \vhich caused ßlaster Boatswain to say, 
'Plague on thee, fellow, and a pize on thee, knave, wher- 
ever I hit thee there is no pleasing thee.' " 
" And truly there are some backs which Fortune is always 
belabouring," thought Sir'Vilfrid, with a groan, "and luinc. 
is one that is ever sore." 
So, with a Inoderate retinue, whereof the knave Waluba 
luade one, and a large woollen cOlllforter round Ids neck, 
which his wife's own white fingers had woven, Sir Wilfrid 
of Ivanhoe left hOlne to join the King, his lnaster. Row- 
ena, standing on the steps, poured out a series of prayer
 
and blessings, most edifying to hear, as her lord mounted 
his charger, which his squires led to the door. "It was 
the duty of the British female of rank," she said, "to 
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suffer all, (tll in the cause of her Sovereign. She "would 
not fear loneliness during the campaign: she would bear 
up against widowhood, desertion, and an unprotected situ- 
ation. " 
" l\ly cousin Athelstane will protect thee," said Ivanhoe, 
with profound emotion, as the tears trickled down his bas- 
net; and bestowing a chaste salute upon the steel-clad war- 
rior, Rowena modestly said, "She hoped His Highness 
would be so kind." 
Then Ivanhoe's trumpet blew; then Rowena waved her 
pocket-handkerchief; then the household gave a shout; 
then the pursuivant of the good knight, Sir Wilfrid the 
Crusader, flung out his banner (which was argent a gules 
cramoisy with three 
Ioors impaled sable); then Wanlba 
gave a lash on his mule's haunch, and Ivanhoe, heaving a 
great sigh, turned the tail of his warhorse upon the castle 
of his fathers. 
As they rode along the forest they luet Athelstane, the 
Thane, powdering along the road in the direction of Rother- 
wood on his great dray-horse of a charger. "Good-bye, 
good luck to you, old brick," cried the Prince, u::;ing the 
vernacular Saxon; "pitch into those Frenchmen; give it 
'eln over the face and eyes; and I'll stop at hOlne and take 
care of Mrs. I." 
"Thank you, kinsl11an," said Ivanhoe, looking, however, 
not particularly well pleased; and the chiefs shaking 
hands, the train of each took its different way-Athel- 
stane's to Rotherwood, Ivanhoe's towards his place of eJn- 
barkation. 
The poor knight had his wish, and yet his face was a 
yard long, and as yellow as a lawyer's parclnnent; and 
having longed to quit hOlne any tÏ1ne these three years past, 
he found himself en vying Athelstane, because, forsooth, 
he was going to Rotherwood: which symptoms of discon- 
tent being observed by the witless Walnba, caused that 
absurd Inadman to bring his rebeck over his shoulder fronl 
. his back, and to sin g- 
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A TRA CURA. 


Before I lost my five poor wits, 
I mind me of a Romish clerk, 
Who sang how Care, the phantOll1 dark, 
Beside the belted horseman sits. 
:Methought I saw the griesly sprite 
Jump up but now behind my I{night. 


"Perhaps thou didst, knave," said I vanhof', looking 
over his shoulder; and the knave went on with his jingle. 


And though he gallop as he may, 
I mark that cursed n10nster black 
Still sits behind his honour's back, 
Tight squeezing of his heart alway. 
Like two black Tcmplars sit they there, 
Beside one crupper, Knight and Care. 


No knight an1 I with pennoncd spear, 
To prance upon a bold dcstrerc: 
I will not have black Care prevail 
Upon my long-eared charger's tail, 
For 10, I am a witless fool, 
And laugh at Grief and ride a mule. 


And his bells rattled as he kicked his Inule's sides. 
"Silence, fool!" said Sir "Vilfrid of Ivanhoe, in a voice 
both majestic and wrathful. "If thou knowest not care 
and grief, it is because thou knowest not love, whereof they 
are the cOlnpanions. Who can love without an anxious 
heart? How shall there be joy at meeting, without tears 
at parting?" (I did not see that his honour or my lady 
shed many anon, thought Walnba the fool; but he was 
only a zany, and his n1Ìnd was not right,) "I ,vonid not 
exchange my very sorrows for thine indifference," the 
knight continued. "'\There there is a sun there must be a 
shadow. If the shadow offend me, shall I put out nlY 
eyes and live in the dark? No! I al1l content with my 
fate, even such as it is. The Care of which thou speakest, 
hard though it l1lay vex hiln, never yet rode down an hOll- 
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est luan. I can bear him on IllY shoulders, and make nlY 
way through the world's press in spite of hiIn; for my ann 
is strong, and my sword is keen, and my shield has no stain 
on it; and l1lY heart, though it is sad, knows no guile." 
.A..nd here, taking a locket out of his ,vaistcoat (which was 
lnade of chain-nlail), the knight kissed the token, put it 
back under the waistcoat again, heaved a profound sigh, 
and stuck spurs into his horse. 
As for 'Valnba, he was lnunching a black pudding whilst 
Sir \Vilfrid was making the above speech (which illlplied 
SOlne secret grief on the knight's part, that lllust have been 
perfectly unintelligible to the fool), and so did not listen 
to a single word of Ivanhoe's pompous relnarks. They 
tra velled on by slow stages through the whole kingdolu,. 
until they came to Dover, whence they took shipping for 
Calais. And in this little voyage, being exceedingly sea- 
sick, and besides elated at the thought of lueeting his Sov- 
ereign, the good knight cast a way that profound lHe lan- 
choly which had accolupanied hinl during the ,vhole of his 
land journey. 
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CIIAPTER II. 


THE LAST DAYS OF THE LION. 


FROM Calais Sir Wilfrid of Ivanhoe took the diligence 
across country to Limoges, sending on Gurth, his squire) 
with the horses and the rest of his attendants, with the ex- 
ception of Wanlba, who travelled not only as the knight's 
fool but as his valet, and who, perched on the roof of the 
carriage, amused hiInself by blowing tunes upon the con- 
ducteur's French horn. The good King Richard was, as 
I vanhoe learned, in the Limousin
 encalnped before a little 
place called Chalu
; the lord whereof, though a vassal of 
the King's, was holding the castle against his Sovereign 
with a resolution and valour which caused a great furyaud 
annoyance on the part of the 
ronarch with the Lion Heart. 
}1"'or, brave and InagnanÍ1nous as he was, the Lion-hearted 
one did not love to be baulked any more than another; and, 
like the royal animal whom he was said to resemble, he 
cOIDlnonly tore his adversary to pieces, and then, per- 
chance, had leisure to think how brave the latter had been. 
The Count of Chalus had found, it was said, a pot of 
Inoney; the royal Richard wanted it. As the Count denied 
that he had it, why did he not open the gates of his castle 
at once? It was a clear proof that he was guilty; and the 
King was determined to punish this rebel, and have his 
nloney and his life too. 
He had naturally brought no breaching guns with hinI, 
because those instruments were not yet invented; and 
though he had assaulted the place a score of times with the 
utmost fury, His Majesty had been beaten back on every 
occasion, until he was so savage that it was dangerous to 
approach the British Lion. The Lion's ,vife, the lovely 
Berengaria, scarcely ventured to come near him. He flung 
the joint-stools in his tent at the heads of the Officers of 



REBECCA AND ROWENA. 


133 


State, and kicked his aides-de-camp round his pavilion; 
and, in fact, a lllaid of honour, who bro"ught a sack-posset 
unto His Majesty froln the Queen, after he came in frOin 
the assault, caIne spinning like a football out of the royal 
tent just as Ivanhoe entered it. 
" Send me lIlY Austrian drlun-major to flog that wOIl1an," 
roared out the infuriate King. "By the bones of St. Bar- 
nabas she has burned the sack! By St. \Vittikind, I will 
have her flayed alive. Ha, St. George! ha, St. l{'ichard! 
whonl have we here?" And he lifted up his demi-culverin, 
or curtal axe, a weapon weighing about thirteen hundred- 
weight, and was about to fling it at the intruder's head, 
when the latter, kneeling gracefully on one knee, said calnl- 
ly, "It is I, IHY good liege, "Tilfrid of Ivanhoe." 
"What, Wilfrid of Telnplestowe, Wilfrid the lnarried 
man, V'{ilfrid the hen-pecked!" cried the King with a sud- 
den burst of good-huinour, flinging away the cnlverin frOin 
hitl1, as though it had been a reed (it lighted three hundred 
yards off, on the foot of Hugo de Bunyon, who was snlok- 
ing a cigar at the door of his tent, and caused that re- 
doubted warrior to lilnp for some days after). "\Vhat, 
Wilfrid, 111Y gossip? Art conle to see the Lion's den? 
There are bones in it, lnan, bones and carcases, and the 
Lion is angry," said the King, with a terrific glare of his 
eyes, "but tush! we will talk of that anon. Ho! bring 
two gallons of hypocras for the King, and the good knight, 
Wilfrid of Ivanhoe. Thou art COine in time, Wilfrid, for 
by St. Richard, and St. George, we will give a grand as- 
sault to-lllorrow. There will be bones hroken, ha!" 
"I care not, IllY liege," said Ivanhoe, pledging the SOy- 
ereign respectfully, and tossing off the whole contents of 
the bow I of hypocras to His Highness's good health,-and 
he at once appeared to be taken into high favour, not a lit- 
tle to the envy of In any of the persons surrounding the 
King. 
As His Majesty said, there was fighting and feasting in 
l)lcllty before ChaIns. Day after day t.he besiegers Inade 
assaults npon the castle, but it ,vas held so stoutly by the 
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Count of Chalus and his gallant garrison, that each after- 
noon beheld the attacking parties returning disconsolately 
to their tent
, leaving behind them many of their own slain, 
and bringing back with them store of broken heads and 
InaiIned lÏ1llbs, received in the unsuccessful onset. The 
valour displayed by Ivanhoe, in all these contests, ,vas pro- 
digious; and the .way in which he escaped death froln the 
discharges of Inangonels, catapults, battering-rams, twenty- 
four pounders, boiling oil, and other artillery, with which 
the besieged received their enelnies, was rmnarkable. 
After a day's fighting, Gurth and Wamba used to pick the 
arrows out of their intrepid master's coat-of-nlail, as if 
they had been so Inanyahnonds in a pudding. 'Twas ,veIl 
for the good knight, that under his first coat of arm our he 
wore a choice suit of Toledan steel, perfectly impervious to 
arrow shots, and given to him by a certain Jew, nanled 
Isaac of York, to wholn he had done some considerable 
services a few years back. 
If ICing Richard had not been in such a rage at the re- 
peated failures of his attacks upon the castle, that all sense 
of justice 'vas blinded in the lion-hearted 111 on arch , he 
,vonld have been the first to acknowledge the valour of Sir 
Wilfrid of Ivanhoe, and would have given hiln a Peerage 
and the Grand Cross of the Bath at least a dozen times in 
the course of the siege: for Ivanhoe led l110re than a dozen 
stonning parties, and with his own hand killed as many 
1nen (viz, two thousand three hunùred and fifty-one) within 
six, as were slain by the lion-hearted monarch hÏ1nself. 
But His Majesty was rather disgusted than pleased by his 
faithful servant's prowess; and all the courtiers, who hated 
I vanhoe for his superior valour and dexterity (for he would 
kill you off a couple of hundred of them of ChaIns, whilst 
the strongest chalnpions of the King's host could not finish 
]nore than their two dozen of a day), poisoned the royal 
Inind against Sir Wilfrid, and Inade the ICing look upon his 
feats of arms with an evil eye. Roger de Backbite sneer- 
ingly told the King that Sir Wilfrid had offered to bet an 
eq ual bet that he would kill more men than Richard him.. 
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self in the next assault: Peter de Toadhole said that I van- 
hoe stated everywhere, that His 
lajesty was not the nlan 
he used to be; that pleasures and drink had enervated hÏITI ; 
that he could neither ride, nor strike a blow with sword or 
axe, as he had been enabled to do in the old tiInes in Pales- 
tine: and finally, in the twenty-fifth assault, in which they 
had very nearly carried the place, and in which onset Ivan- 
hoe slew seven, and His 
iajesty six, of the sons of the 
Count de Chalus, its defender, Ivanhoe almost did for hinl- 
self, by planting his banner before the l{ing's upon the 
wall; and only rescued hÏ1nself from utter disgrace by sa v- 
ing His l\Iaj
sty's life several times in the course of this 
Illost desperate onslaught. 
Then the luckless knight's very virtues (as, no doubt, 
my respected readers know) lnade him enen1Ïes alllongst the 
nlen-nor was Ivanhoe liked by the wonlen frequenting the 
Calllp of the gay l{ing Richard. His young Queen, and a 
brilliant court of ladies, attended the pleasure-loving lnon- 
arch. His 
lajesty ,vould transact business in the morning, 
then fight severely froln after breakfast till about three 
o'clock in the afternoon; frOlll \vhich tilne, until after lnid- 
night, there was nothing but jigging and singing, feasting 
and revelry, in the royal tents. Ivanhoe, ,vho was asked 
as a matter of ceremony, and forced to attend these enter- 
tainments, not caring about the blaudishlnents of any of 
the ladies present, looked on at their ogling and dancing 
with a countenance as glunl as an undertaker's, and ,vas a 
perfect wet-blanket in the lnidst of the festivities. His 
favourite resort and conversation were with a remarkably 
austere hern1Ït, \vho lived in the neighbourhood of Chalus, 
and with wholn Ivanhoe loved to talk about Palestine, and 
the Jews, and other grave lnatters of Ï1nport, better than to 
n1Ïngle in the gayest alnusenlents of the court of King Rich- 
ard. 
lany a night, when the Queen and the ladies were 
dancing quadrilles and polkas (in which His Majesty, who 
was enonllously stout as well as tall, insisted upon figur- 
ing, and in which he was about as graceful as an elephant 
dancing a hornpipe), Ivanhoe would steal away from the 
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ball, and COlne and have a night's chat under the llloon ,vith 
his reverend friend. It pained him to see a man of the 
l{'ing's age and size dancing about with the young folks. 
They laughed at His lvIajesty whilst they flattered him: 
the pages and maids of honour mimicked the royal mounte- 
bank almost to his face; and, if Ivanhoe ever could have 
laughed, he certainly would one night, when the King, in 
light-blue satin il1expressibles, with his hair in powder, 
chose to dance the 
Iil1 uet de la Cour with the Ii ttle Queen 
Berengaria. 
Theil, after dancing, I-lis Majesty Inust needs order a 
guitar, and begin to sing. lIe ,vas said to compose his own 
son gs- words and III usic- bu t those who have read Lord 
Call1pobello's Lives oj the LOl'd Chancellors, are aware that 
there was a person by the name of Blonde 1, w 110, in fact, 
did all the lllusical part of the ICing's perfol'nlances; and, 
as for the words, when a King ,vrites verses, we nlay be 
sure there will be plenty of people to adll1Îre his poetry. 
His Majesty would sing you a ballad, of which he had 
stolen every idea, to an air which was ringing on all the 
barrel-organs of Christendoln, and, turning round to his 
courtiers, would say, "}Iow do you like that? I dashed it 
off this morning." Or," Blondel, what do you think of 
this movelnent in B flat?" or what not; and the courtiers 
and Blondel, you may be sur
, would applaud with all 
their might, like hypocrites as they ,vere. 
One evening-it ,vas the evening of the 27th l'vlarch, 
1199, indeed-I-Iis Majesty, who was in the lnusical lllood, 
treated the court with a quantity of his so-called cOlnposi- 
tions, until the people ,vere fairly tired of clapping with 
their hauds, and laughing in their sleeves. First he sang 
an original air and poenl, beginning 


Cherries nice, cherries nice l nice, come choose 
Fresh and fair ones, who'll refuse? etc. 


The which he was ready to take his affidavit he had com- 
posed the day before yesterday. Then he sang an o'J'iginal 
heroic melody, of which the chorus was 
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Rule Britannia, Britannia rules the sea, 
For Britons nevel'
 never, never slaves shall be, etc. 


The courtiers applauded this song as they did the other, 
all except Ivanhoe, who sate without changing a Inuscle of 
his features, until the King questioned him, when the 
knight with a bow said" he thought he had heard some- 
thing very like the air and the words elsewhere." His 

Iajesty scowled at him a savage glance fronl under his red 
bushy eyebrows; but Ivanhoe had saved the royal life that 
day, and the King, therefore, with difficulty controlled his 
indignation. . 
" Well," said he, "by St. Richard and St. George, but 
ye never heard this song, for I composed it this very after- 
noon as I took my bath after the mélée. Did I not, Blon- 
de I? " 
Blondel, of course, was ready to take an affidavit that 
His 1Vlajesty had done as he said, and the King, thrUlTI- 
miug on his guitar with his great red fingers and thlllnbs, 
began to sing out of tune, and as follows:- 


CO}I)IANDEHS OF THE }'AITHFUL. 


Tbe Popc he is a happy man, 
His Palace is the Vatican: 
And there he sits and drains his can, 
The Pope he is a happy man. 
I often say when I'nl at home, 
I'd like to be the Popc of Rome. 


Anll then thcre's Sultan Saladin, 
That Turkish Soldan fuB of sin; 
He has a hundred wives at least, 
By which his pleasurc is increased; 
I've oftf>n wished, I hope no sin l 
That I were Sultan Saladin. 


But no. the Pope no wife may choose, 
.And so I would not wear his shoes; 
No wine may drink the proud Paynim, 
And so reI rathel not be him; 
}rIy wife, my winc, I love I hope, 
.And would be neither Turk nor Pope, 
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Encore! Encore! Bravo! Bis! Everybody applauded 
the I{ing's song 'with all his Inight; ev'erybodyexcept Ivan- 
hoe, who preserved his abolninable gravity: and when asked 
aloud by Roger de Backbite 'whether he" had heard that too? 
said firInly, "Yes, Roger de Backbite; and so hast thou if 
thou darest but tell the truth." 
"N ow, by St. Cicely, lllay I never touch gittern again," 
bawled the King in a fury, "if every note, word, and 
thought be not n1Ïne; may I die in to-lnorrow's onslaught 
if the song be not IllY song. Sing thyself, 'Yilfrid of the 
Lanthorn Jaws; thou couldst sing a good song in old tillles : " 
and with all his Inight, and with a foreed laugh, the l{ing, 
who loved brutal practical jests, flung his guitar at the head 
of Ivanhoe. 
Sir 'Yilfrid caught it gracefully with one hand, and, 
nlaking an elegant bo,v to the Sovereign, began to chant as 
follows :- 


I{IKG CANUTE. 


King Canute was weary-hearted; he had reigned for years a score; 
Battling, struggling, pushing, fighting, killing much and robbing 
more, 
Aud he thought upon his actions, walking by the wild sea-shore. 


'Twixt-tIw Chancellor and Bishop walked the King with steps 
edatc, 
Chamberlains and grooms came after, silver SticliS and gold f-
ticks 
great, 
Chaplains, aides-de-camp, and pagcs,-all the officers of state. 


Sliding after like his shadow, pausing when he chose to pause; 
If a frown his face contracted l straight the courtiers dropped their 
jaws; 
If to laugh the King was minded, out they burst in loud hee-haws. 


nut that day a something vexed him, that was clear to old and 
young, 
Thrice his Grace had yawned at table. when his favourite gleeman 
sung, 
Once the Queen would have consoled him, but he bade her hold her 
tongue, 
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'U Something ails my gracious 
Iaster," cried the Keeper of the Seal, 
"Sure, my lord, it is the lampreys, se)'ved at dinner, or the veal! " 
" Psba!" exclaimed the angry Monarch, " Keeper, 'tis not that I feel. 


.. 'Tis the heart, and not the dinner, fool, that doth my rest impair; 
Can a King be great as I am, prithee, and yet know no care? 
Oh, l'In sick, and tired, and weary." Some one cried, "The King's 
arm -chair! " 


Then towards the lackeys turning, quick my lord the Keeper 
nodded, 
Straight the King's great chair was brought him, by two footmen 
able-bodied; 
Languidly he sank into it; it was comfortably wadded. 


"Leading on my .fierce companions," cried he, "over storm and 
brine, 
I bave fought and I have conquered! Where was glory like to 
mine 1 " 
Loudly all the courtiers echoed: ., Where is glory like to thine? " 


"'Vhat avail me all my kingdoms? Weary am I now, and old; 
Those fair sons I have begotten, long to see me dead and cold; 
Would I were, and quiet buried, underneath the silent n10uld! 


"Oh, remorse, the writhing serpent! at my bosom tears and bites; 
Horriù, horrid things I look on, though I put out all the lights, 
Ghosts of ghastly recollections troop about my bed of nights. 


., Cities burning, convents blazing. red with sacrilegious fires; 
:Mot.hers weeping, virgins screaming, vainly for their slaughtered 
sires-" 
,. Such a tender conscience," cries the Bishop, ., everyone admires, 


.. But for such unpleasant bygones, cease, my gracious Lord, to 
search, 
They're forgotten and forgiven by our holy :Mothcr Church; 
Neyer, never does she leave her benefactors in the lurch. 


"Look! the land is crowned with minsters, wbich your Grace's 
bounty raised; 
Abbeys filled with holy men, where you and Heaven are ùaily 
praised; 
You, my lord, to think of dying? on my conscience, I'm amazed! " 
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'Xay, I fecl/' replied King Canute, "that my end is drawing near." 
"Don't say so," exclaimed the courtiers (striving each to squeeze a 
tear). 
"Sure your Grace is strong and lusty, and may live this fifty year." 
"Liv(' these fifty years!" the Bishop roared, with actions made to 
suit, 
"Are you mad. my good Lord Keeper, thus to speak of King Ca- 
n u te ? 
:ltlen have lived a thousand years, and sure His :ltIajesty will do't. 
"Adam, Enoch, Lamecl}, Canan, Mahaleel, Methusela, 
Lived nine hundred years apiece, and mayn't the King as well as 
they? " 
"Fervently," exclaimed the Keeper, "fervently I trust he Inay." 
" He to die.t" resumed the Bishop. "He a mort.allike to 'liS? 
Death was not for him intended, though communis omnibus
' 
Keeper, you are irreligious, for to talk and cavil tInIs. 
"With his wondrous skill in hea1ing ne'er a doctor can compete, 
Loathsome lepers, if be touch them, start up clean upon their feet; 
Surely he could raise the dead up, did His Highness thinl\ it meet. 

'Did not once the Jewish captain stay the sun upon the hil]I 
And, the while he slew the foemen, bid the silver moon stand still? 
So, no doubt, could gracious Canute, if it were his sacred will." 
"l\1ight I stay the sun above us, good Sir Bishop?" Cannte cried; 
"Could I bid the silver moon to pause upon her heavenly ride? 
If the moon obeys my orders l sure I can command the tide. 


"'Vill the advancing ,yayes obey me, Bishop, if I make the sign?" 
Said the Bishop, bowing lowly, "Land and sea, my lord, are thine." 
CaBute t.urned towards the ocean-" Back I" he said, "thou foaming 
brine. 
" From the sacrf'd shore I stand on, I command thee to retreat; 
Venture not l thou stormy rebel, to approach thy lnaster's scat; 
Ocean. be thou still! I bid thee come not nearer to my feet! " 
But the sullen ocean answered with a louder, deeper roar, 
And the rapid waves drew n<.>urer, falling sounding on the shore; 
Back the Keeper and the Bishop, back the King and courtiers bore. 
And he sternly bade them never lllore to kneel to IUlll1an clay I 
But. alone to praise and worship That which earth and seas obey, 
And his golden crown of empire never wore he from that day. 
King Canute is dead and gone: Parasites exist alway. 
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At this ballad, which, to be sure, was awfully long, and 
as grave as a sernlon, SOIlle of the courtiers tittered, some 
yawned, and SOlne affected to be asleep and snore outright. 
But Roger de Backbite, thinking to curry favour with the 
King by this piece of vulgarity, His l\Iajesty fetched hilll a 
knock on the nose and a buffet on the ear, which, I war- 
rant lne, wakened }Iaster Roger; to 'VhOlll the ICing said, 
"Listen and be civil, slave; Wilfrid is singing about thee. 
- \Vilfrid, thy ballad is long, but it is to the purpose, and 
I have grown cool during thy honÜly. Give lne thy hand, 
honest friend. Lëldies, good-night. Gentlemen, 'we give 
the grand assault to-Inorrow; ,vhen I promise thee, \Vil- 
frid, thy banner shall not be before mine" -and the ICing, 
giving his arlll to Her Majesty, retired into the private 
pa vilion. 
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CHAPTER III. 


ST. GEORGE FOR ENGLAND. 


'VHILST the royal Richard and his Court were feasting 
in the calnp outside the walls of ChaIns, they of the castle 
were in the nlost n1Ïserable plight that lllay be conceived. 
Hunger, as well as the fierce assaults of the besiegers, had 
lllade dire ravages in the place. The. garrison's provisions 
of corn and cattle, their very horses, dogs, and donkeys had 
been eaten up-so that it lnight ,veIl be said by 'Vanlba 
"that fainine, as well as slaughter, had thinned the garri- 
son." 'Yhen the lllen of ChaIns caIne on the walls to de- 
fend it against the scaling parties of King Richard-they 
were like so nlany skeletons in al'lllour-they could hardly 
pull their bow-strings at last, or pitch down stones on the 
heads of His lVfajesty's party, so ,veak had their arms be- 
COllle; and the gigantic Count of Chalus, a \varrior as re- 
doubtable for his size and strength as Richard Plantagenet 
hilllself, was scarce IJ able to lift up his battle-axe upon the 
day of that last assault, when Sir 'Yilfrid of Ivanhoe ran 
hinl through the * '*' but \ve are advancing Inatters. 
V{hat should prevent llle froin describing the agonies of 
hunger which the Count (a lnan of large appetite) suffered 
in cOlnpany with his heroic sons and garrison ? -Nothing, 
but that Dante has already done the business in the noto- 
rious history of Count U golino, so that IllY efforts might be 
considered as 111ere Ì1nitations. "Thy should I not, if I 
were lninded to revel in horrifying details, sho\v you how 
the falnished garrison drew lots, and ate themselves during 
the siege; and how the unlucky lot falling upon the Count- 
ess of ChaIns, that heroic wçnnan, taking an affectionate 
leaye of her fan1ily, caused her large cauldron in the castle 
kitchen to be set a-boiling, had onions, carrots and herbs, 
pepper and salt Inade read
r, to luake a savoury soup, as 
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the French like it, and when all things were quite COIn- 
pleted, kissed her children, jumped into the cauldron frOlU 
off the kitchen stool, and so was stewed down in her flannel 
bed-go\\rn? Dear friends, it is not frOin want of in1agina- 
tion, or frOIn having no turn for the terrible or pathetic, 
that I spare you these details. I could give you SOllle 
description that would spoil your dinner and night's rest, 
and Inake your hair stand on end. But \vhy harrow your 
feelings? Fancy all the tortures and horrors that possibly 
can occur in a beleaguered and fan1Ìshed castle: fancy the 
feelings of men \vho know that no lnore quarter will be 
given thenl than they would get if they were peaceful Hun- 
garian citizens, kidnapped and brought to trial by His 

iajesty the Emperor of Austria, and then let us rush on to 
the breach and prepare once Inore to meet the assault of 
dreadful King Richard and his men. 
On the 29th of March, in the. .,year 1199, the good King, 
ha ving copiously partaken of breakfast, caused his truln- 
pets to blow, and advanced with his host upon the breach 
of the castle of Chalus. Arthur de Pendennis bore his 
banner; \Vilfrid of Ivanhoe fought on the King's right 
hand. Molyneux, Bishop of Bullocksmithy, doffed crosier 
and mitre for that day, and though fat and pursy, panted 
up the breach with the nlost resolute spirit, roaring out 
war-cries and curses, and wielding a prodigious Inace of 
iron, with which he did good execution. Hugo de Back- 
bite was forced to come in attendance upon the Sovereign, 
but took care to keep in the rear of his august master, and 
to shelter behind his huge triangular shield as much as pos- 
siLle. Many lords of note followed the King and bore the 
ladders; and as they were placed against the wall, the air 
was perfectly dark with the showers of arrows which the 
French archers poured ont at the besiegers; and the cata- 
ract of stones, kettles, boot-jacks, chests of drawers, crock- 
ery, ulnbrellas, congreve-rockets, bOlnbshells, bolts and 
arl'OWS, and other Inissiles which the desperate garrison 
flung out on the stol'lning- party. The King received a cop- 
per coal-scuttle right over his eyes, and a lnahogany ward- 
G-Vol. 24 
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robe was discharged at his nlorion, which would have felled 
an ox, and would have done for the King had not Ivanhoe 
warded it off ski I fully . Still they ad vancf'd, the warriors 
falling around the III like grass beneath the scythe of the 
mo,ver. 
The ladders were placed in spite of the hail of death rain- 
ing round: the King and Ivanhoe were, of course, the first 
to lllonnt them. ChaIns stood in the breach, borrowing 
strength frOln despair; and roaring out, "Ha! Plantagenet, 
Saint Barbacne for Chalus!" he dealt the King a crack 
across the helmet with his battle-axe, which shore off the 
gilt lion and crown that surlllounted the steel cap. The 
K iug bent and reeled back; the besiegers were disInayed; 
the garrison and the Count of Chalus set up a shout of tri- 
Ulllph: but it ,vas prenlature. 
As quick as thought Ivanhoe was into the Count with a 
thrust in tierce, which took him just at the joint of the 
arlllonr, and ran him through as clean as a spit does a par- 
tridge. Uttering a horrid shriek, he fell back writhing; 
the King recovering staggered up the parapet; the rush of 
knights follo,ved, and the Union Jack was planted tri- 
tunphant]y on the 'walls, just as Ivanhoe,-but we must 
lea ve hinl for a lllonlent. 
"Ha, St. Richard !-ha, St. George!" the trenlendous 
voice of the Lion-king was heard over the loudest roar of 
the onset. At every sweep of his blade a severed head 
flew over the parapet, a spouting trunk tunlbled, bleeding, 
on the flags of the bartizan. The world hath never seen a 
warrior equal to that Lion-hearted Plantagenet, as he raged 
over the keep, his eyes flashing fire through the bars of his 
Hlorion, snorting and ehaf1ng ,vith the hot lust of battle. 
One by one les enfans de Chalns had fallen: there was only 
one left at last of all the brave race that had fought round 
the gallant Count :-only one, and but a boy, a fair-haired 
boy, a blue-eyed boy! he had beeu gathering pansies in the 
fields but yesterday-it was but a fe,v years, and he was a 
baby in his mother's arllls! vVhat could his puny sword 
do against the IllOst redonbted blade in UhristendoIll? -and 
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yet Bohemond faced the great champion of England, and 
Inet hÏ1n foot to foot! Turn away, turll away, IllY dear 
YOlmg friends and kind-hearted ladies! Do not look at 
that ill-fated poor boy! his blade is crushed into splinters 
under the axe of the conqueror, and the poor child is beaten 
to his knee! '*' '*' '*' 
" Now, by St. Barbacue of Limoges," said Bertrand de 
Gourdon, "the butcher will never strike down yonder 
lanlbling! Hold thy hand, Sir King, or, by St. Barba- 
cue--" 
Swift as thought the veteran archer raised his arblast to 
his siloulder, the whizzing bolt :fled from the ringing string, 
and the next moment crushed quivering into the corslet of 
Plantagenet. 
'Twas a luckless shot, Bertrand of Gourdon! Maddened 
by the pain of the wound, the brute nature of Richard 'vas 
aroused: his fiendish appetite for blood rose to lnadness, 
and grinding his teeth, and with a curse too horrible to 
lllention, the flas)Jing axe of the royal butcher fell down on 
the blond ringlets of the child, and the children of Chalus 
were no lllore! '*' '*' '*' 


I just throw this off by way of description, and to show 
what vtÏght be done if I chose to indulge in this style of 
composition, but as in the battles which are described by 
the kindly chronicler of one of whose works this present 
masterpiece is professedly a continuation, everything passes 
off agreeably; the people are slain, but without any un- 
pleasant sensatioll to the reader; nay, some of the Inost 
;avage and blood-stained characters of history, such is the 
indolnitable good-hulnonr of the great novelist, become 
allliable, jovial companions, for WhOlll one has a hearty 
synlpathy-so, if you please, we will have this fighting 
business at ChaIns, and the garrison and honest Bertrand 
of Gourdon, disposed of, the fonller, according to the usage 
of the good old times, having been hung up or murdered to 
a man, and the latter killed in the manner described by the 
late Dr. Goldsmith in his History. 
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As for the Lion-hearted, we all very well know that the 
shaft of Bertrand de Gourdon put an end to the royal hero 
--and that from that 29th of March he never robbed or 
murdered any more And ,ve ha ve legends in recondite 
books ot the manner of the King's death. 
" You must die, my son," said the venerable 'Valter of 
Rouen, as Berengaria was carried shrieking from the King's 
tent. "Repent, Sir l{ing, and separate yourself fronl your 
children! " 
"It is ill jesting with a dying man," replied the King. 
"Children have I none, my good lord bishop, to inherit 
after Ine." 
"Richard of England," said the Archbishop, turning up 
his fine eyes, "your vices are your children. Ambition is 
your eldest child, Cruelty is your second child, Luxury is 
your third child; and you have nourished thenl froln your 
youth up. Separate yourself from these sinful ones, and 
prepare your soul, for the hour of departure dra weth nigh. " 
Violent, wicked, sinful, as he might have been, Richard 
of England lnet his death like a Christian luan. Peace be 
to the soul of the brave! 'Vhen the news caIne to King 
Philip of France, he sternly forbade his courtiers to rejoice 
at the death of his enemy. "It is no matter of joy but of 
dolour," he said, "that the bulwark of Christendom ànd 
the bra vest king of Europe is no lnore." 


Meanwhile "what has becolne of Sir Wilfrid of Ivanhoe, 
whom we left in the act of rescuing his Sovereign by run.. 
ning the Count of ChaIns through the body? 
As the good knight stooped down to pick his sword out 
of the corpse of his fallen foe, some one 00lning behind him 
suddenly thrust a dagger into his back at a place where his 
shirt of Inai I was open (for Sir 'Vilfrid had armed that 
morning in a hurry, and it was his breast, not his back, 
that he was accustomed ordinarily to protect); and when 
poor Wamba came up on the raInpart, which he did when 
the fighting was over-being such a fool that he could not 
be got to thrust his head into danger for glory's sake-he 
I 
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found his dear knight with the dagger in his back lying 
without life upon the body of the Count de Chalus ,vhom 
he had anon slain. 
Ah, what a howl poor Wamba set up when he found his 
master killed! How he lamented over the corpse of that 
noble knight and friend! What mattered it to him that 
Richard the King was borne wounded to his tent, and that 
Bertrand de Gourdon was flayed alive? At another time 
the sight of this spectacle might ha ve am used the simple 
knave; but now all his thoughts were of his lord, so good, 
so gentle, so kind, so loyal, so frank with the great, so ten- 
der to the poor, so truthful of speech, so modest regarding 
his own merit, so true a gentlelnan, in a word, that any- 
body might, with reason, deplore him. 
As \Valnba opened the dear knight's corslet, he found a 
locket round his neck, in which there was some hair, not 
flaxen like that of my Lady Rowena, who was ahnost as 
fair as an Albino, but as black, Walnba thought, as the 
locks of the Jewish Inaiden whom the knight had rescued 
in the lists of Templestowe. A bit of Rowena's hair was 
in Sir Wilfrid's possession, too, but that was in his purse 
along with his seal of arms, and a couple of groats; for the 
good knight never kept any money, so generous was he of 
his largesses when money caIne in. 
Wamba took the purse, and seal, and groats, but he left 
the locket of hair round his master's neck, and when he re- 
turned to England never said a word about the circuln- 
stance. After all, how should he know whose hair it was? 
It might have been the knight's grandlnother's hair for 
aught the fool knew; so he kept his counsel when he 
brought back the sad news and tokens to the disconsolate 
widow at Rotherwood. 
The poor fellow would never have left the body at all, 
and indeed sate by it all night, and until the grey of the 
morning, when, seeing two suspicious-looking characters 
advancing towards hhn, he fled in dismay, supposing that 
they were Inarauders who were out searching for booty 
aillong the dead bodies; and having not the least courage, 
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he fled from these, and tumbled down the breach, and 
never stopped running as fast as his legs would carry him 
until he reached the tents of his late beloved nlaster. 
The news of the knight's delnise, it appeared, had been 
known at his quarters long before; for his servants were 
gone, and had ridden off on his horses; his chests were 
plundered, there was not so much as a shirt-collar left in 
his drawers, and the very bed and blankets hacl'been car- 
ried away by these fa-ithful attendants. 'Vho had slain 
I vallhoe? That relllains a Inystery to the present day; but 
Hugo de Backbite, whose nose he had pulled for defan1a- 
tion, and ,vho ,vas behind him in the assault at ChaIns, ,vas 
seen two years afterwards at the court of King John in an 
embroidered velvet waistcoat ,vhich Rowena could have 
sworn she had worked for Ivanhoe, and about which the 
wido,v,vould have made SOlne little noise, but that-but 
tha t she was no longer a widow. 
That she truly deplored the death of her lord, cannot be 
questioned, for she ordered the deepest mourning which 
any milliner in YOl'k could supply, and erected a monlunent 
to his memory as big as a minster. But she was a lady of 
such fine principles, that she did not allow her grief to 
overnlaster her; and an opportunity speedily arising for 
uniting the two best Saxon fan1Ílies in England, by an 
alliance between herself and the gentleman ,vho offered 
himself to her, Rowena sacrificed her inclination to ren1ain 
single to her sense of duty; and contracted a second nlatl'Í- 
monial engagelnent. 
That Athelstane was the nlan, I suppose no reader 
familiar with life, and novels (which are a rescript of life, 
and are all strictly natural and edifying), can for a mOlnel1t 
doubt. Cardinal Pandulfo tied the knot for them: and lest 
there should be any doubt about Ivanhoe's death (for his 
body was never sent h0111e after all, nor seen after 'Valnba 
ran away fro III it), his Eminence procured a Papal decree 
annulling the forlner marriage, so that Rowena becanle 
1\'1rs. Athelstane ,vith a clear" conscience. And who shall 
I 
De surprised if she was happi6r with the stupid and boozy 
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Thane than with the gentle and melancholy Wilfrid? Did 
women never have a predilection for fools, I should like to 
know; or fall in love with donkeys, before the time of the 
amours of Bottom and Titania? " Ah! 
Iary, had you not 
preferred an ass to a man, ,vould you have Inarried Jack 
Bray, ,vhen a Michael Angelo offered. Ah! Fanny, were 
you not a woman, would you persist in adoring Tom Hic- 
cups, who beats you, and comes home tipsy from the 
Club? " Yes, Rowena cared a hundred times more about 
tipsy Athelstane than ever she had done for gentle Ivan- 
hoe, and so great was her infatuation about the latter, that 
she 'would sit upon his knee in the presence of all her 
maidens, and let hÌ1n smoke his cigars in the very drawing- 
room. 
This is the epitaph she caused to be written by Father 
Drono (who piqued himself upon his Latinity), on the stone 
comineillorating the death of her late lord:-, 


!?ic est <5uiIfriðus, beni bum vixit avibus ; 
([urn gIaMo et Iancea, !lormannia et quoque Sranda 
Derbera bura babat: per CLurro5 muItum equitabat: 
<BuiIbertum occibit: atque qiero5oIyma vibit. 
qeu 1 nunc sub fossa sunt tanH militts ossa, 
Uxor atQeIstani est conjux casttssima CLQani. 


Ann. this is the translation which the doggrel knave Warn- 
ba Inade of the Latin lines: 


REQUIESCAT. 


Under the stone yon behold, 
Burieò I and coffined, and cold. 
Lieth Sir 'Vilfrid the Bold. 


Always he marched in advance, 
vVarring in Flanders and France. 
Doughty with sword and with lance. 


Famous in Saracen fight, 
Rode in his youth the good knight, 
Scattering Payninls in flight. 
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Brian the Templar untrue, 
Fairly in tourney he slew, 
Saw Hierusalem too. 


Now he is bUlied and gone, 
Lying beneath the grey stone: 
Where shall you find such a one? 


Long time his widow deplored, 
Weeping the fate of bel' lord, 
Sadly cut off by the sword. 


When she was eased of her pain, 
Came the good Lord AtheJstane l 
When her ladyship married again, 


Athelstane burst into a loud laugh, when he heard it, 
at the last line, but Rowena would have had the fool 
whipped, had not the Thane interceded, and to him, she 
said, she could refuse nothing. 
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CHAPTER IV. 


IVANHOE REDIVIVUS. 


I TRUST nobody will suppose, froin the events described 
in the last chapter, that our friend Ivanhoe is really dead. 
Because we have given him an epitaph or two and a nlonu- 
ment, are these any reasons that he should be really gone 
out of the world? No: as in the pantomÏ1ne, when we see 
Clown and Pantaloon layout Harlequin and cry over him, 
we are always sure that Master Harlequin will be up at the 
next minute alert and shining in his glistening coat; and, 
after giving a box on the ears to the pair of them, will be 
taking a dance with Colunlbine, or leaping gaily through 
the clock-face, or into the three-pair-of-stairs window:-so 
Sir Wilfrid, the Harlequin of our Christmas piece, may be 
run through a little, or n1ay make believe to be dead, but 
will assuredly rise up again when he is .wanted, and show 
himself at the right Inoment. 
The suspicious-looking characters froin whonl \Vanlba 
ran away were no cut-throats and plunderers, as the poor 
knave imagined, but no other than I vallhoe's friend, the 
herinit, and a reverend brother of his, who visited the 
scene of the late battle in order tu see if any Christians 
still survived there, whom they n1ight shrive and get ready 
for Heaven, or to ,vholn they might possibly offer the bene- 
fit of their skill as leeches. Both were prodigiously learned 
in the healing art; and had about them those precious 
elixirs which so often occur in rOlnances, and with which 
patients are so miraculously restored. Abruptly dropping 
his Inaster's head from his lap as he fled, poor 'Vmnba 
causerl. the knight's pate to fall with rather a heavy thtunp 
to the ground, and if the knave had but stayed a minute 
longer, he would have heard Sir vVilfrid utter a deep groan. 
But though the fool heard him not, the holy hermits did; 



152 


REBECCA AND ROWENA. 


and to recognise the gallant 'Yilfrid, to withdraw the enor- 
mous dagger still sticking out of his back, to wash the 
wound with a portion of the precious elixir, and to pour a 
little of it down his throat, was with the excellent herll1Ïts 
the work of an instant; ,vhich remedies being applied, one 
of the good IlleH took the knight by the heels and the other 
by the head, and bore hÜn daintily frolu the castle to their 
herlnitage in a neighbouring rock. As for the Count of 
Chalus, and the reluainder of the. slain, the herlnits were 
too llluch occupied with Ivanhoe's case to Inind theIn, and 
did not, it appears, give then1 any elixir, so that, if they 
are really dead, they nUlst stay on the ralnpal't stark and 
cold; or if otherwise, 'when the scene closes upon thein as 
it does no,v, they Illay get up, shake theinsel ves, go to the 
slips and drink a pot of porter, or change their stage-clothes 
and go hOlne to supper. l\iy dear readers, you 
nay settle 
the Iuatter among yourselves as you like. If you wish to 
kill the characters rea.llyoff, let then1 be dead, and have 
done with theIn: but, entre nous, I don't believe they are 
any n10re dead than you or I are, and sOInetÌInes doubt 
whether there is a single syllable of truth in this whole 
story. 
'Yell, Ivanhoe was taken to the hermit's cell, aud there 
doctored by the holy fathers for his hurts, which ,vere of 
such a severe and dangerous order, that he was under nledi- 
cal treatlnent for a very considerable tillle. 'Vhen he woke 
up froln his deliritun, and asked how long he had been ill, 
fancy his astonishinent ,vhen he heard that he had been in 
the fever for six years! He thought the reverend fathers 
were joking at first, but their profession forbade then1 froin 
that sort of levity; and besides, he could not possibly have 
got well any sooner, because the story ,vould have been 
sadly put out had he appeared earlier. Ancl it proves how 
good the fathers were to hÌ1n, and how very nearly that 
scoundrel of a Hugh de Backbite's dagger had finished 
hÍ1n, that he did not get well under this great length of 
tÌlne, during the whole of which the fathers tended hiIll 
without ever thinking of a fee. I know of a kind physi- 
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cian in this town who does as much sOlnetimes, but I won't 
do him the ill service of mentioning his name here, 
I vanhoe, being now quickly pronounced well, trimmed 
his beard, which by this time hung down considerably be.. 
low his knees, and calling for his suit of chain armour, 
which before had fitted his elegant person as tight as ,vax, 
now put it on, and it bagged and hung so loosely about 
hiIn, that even the good friars laughed at his absurd ap- 
pearance. It was impossible that he should go about the 
country in such a garb as that: the very boys would laugh 
at hiJll: so the friars gave him one of their old gowns, in 
which he disguised himself; and, after taking an affection- 
ate farewell of his friends, set forth on his return to his 
native country. As he went along, he learned that Rich- 
ard was dead, that John reigned, that Prince Arthur had 
been poisoned, and was of course lnade acquainted with 
various other facts of public importance recorded in Pin- 
nock's Catechism and the Historic Page. 
But these subjects did not interest him near so lnuch as 
his own private affairs; and I can fancy that his legs trem- 
bled under him, and his pilgrim's staff shook with emotion, 
as at length, after many perils, he came in sight of his 
paternal Inansion of Rotherwood, and saw once more the 
chimneys silloking, the sbadows of the oaks over the grass 
in the' sunset, and the rooks winging over the trees. He 
heard the supper gong sounding: he knew his way to the 
door wen enough; he entered the fainiliar hall with a 
benedicite, and without any more words took his place. 
* * * * * 
You might have thought for a InOillent that the grey friar 
trembled, and his shrunken cheek looked deadly pale; but 
he recovered hinlself presently, nor could you see his pal- 
lor for the cow I which covered his face 
A little boy was playing on Athelstane's knee; Rowena, 
smiling and patting the Saxon Thane fondly on his broad 
bull-head, filled him a huge cup of spiced wine from a 
golden jug. He drained a quart of the liquor, and, turn- 
ing round, addressed the frial',- 
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"And so, grey frere, thou saw est good King Richald fall 
at Chalus by the bolt of that felon bowlnan?" 
" We did, an it please you. The brothers of our house 
attended the good King in his last mOlnents; in truth, he 
nlade a Christian ending! " 
"And didst thou see the archer flayed alive? It must 
ha ve been rare sport," roared Athelstane, laughing hugely 
at the joke. " How the fellow must have howled! " 
" 1\fy love!" said Rowena, interposing tenderly, and put- 
ting a pretty ,vhite finger on his lip. 
"I would have liked to see it too," cried the boy. 
"That's nlY own 1ittle Cedric, and so thou shalt. And, 
friar, didst see lny poor kinslnan Sir \Vilfrid of Ivanhoe? 
They say he fought well at Chalus!" 
"}\fy sweet lord," again interposed Rowena, "lnention 
him not." 
"'Vhy? Because thou and he were so tender in days of 
yore-when you could not bear IllY plain face, being all in 
love ,vith his pale one? " 
"Those tilnes are past no,v, dear Athelstane," said his 
affectionate wife, looking up to the ceiling. 
" l\1:arry, thou never couldst forgive hiIn the J ewess, 
Rowena. " 
"The odious hussy! don't lnention the nanle of the un- 
believing creature," exclailned the lady. 
" \Vell, ,yell, poor 'Vill was a good lad-a thought nlelan- 
cholyand n1ilksop though. 'Vhy, a pint of sack fuddled 
his poor brains." 
"Sir Wilfrid of Ivanhoe was a good lance," said the 
friar. "I have heard there was none better in Christen- 
donl. He lay in our convent after his wounds, and it was 
there we tended him till he died. He was buried in our 
north cloister." 
"And there's an end of hiln," said Athelstalle. "But 
come, this is disll1al talk. 'Vhere's Walnba the jester? 
Let us have a song. Stir up, Walllba, and don't 
lie like a dog in the fire! Sing us a song, thou crack- 
brained jester, and leave off whimpering for bygones 
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Tush, man! There be nlany good fellows left in this 
world. " 
"There be buzzards 
n eagles' nests," Wamba said, ,vho 
was lying stretched bef<?re the fire, sharing the hearth with 
the Thane's dogs. "There be dead lllen alive and live lllen 
dead. There be lnerry songs and dislnal songs. l\Iarry, 
and the merriest are the saddest sometimes. I will' lea ye 
off motley and ,veal' black, gossip Athelstane. I will turn 
howler at funel'als, and then, perhaps, I shall be merry. 
l\Iotley is fit for lnutes, and black for fools. Give me some 
drink, gossip, for my voice is as cracked as IllY brain." 
"Drink and sing, thou beast, and cease prating," the 
Thane said. 
And \Vamba, touching his rebeck wildly, sat up in the 
chiInney-side and curled his lean shanks together and 
began:- 


LOVE AT TWO SCORE, 


Ho I pretty page, with dimpled chin, 
That never bas known the barber's shear, 
All your aim is woman to win. 
This is the way that boys begin. 
Wait till you've come to forty yeaI'I 


Curly gold 10ckR cover foolish brains, 
Billing and cooing is all your cheer, 
Sighing and singing of midnight strains 
Under Bonnybells' window-panes. 
Wait till you've come to forty year I 


Forty times over let !tIiehaelmas pass, 
Grizzling hair the brain doth clear; 
Then you know a boy is an ass, 
Then you know the worth of a lass, 
Once you have come to forty year, 


Pledge me round, I bid ye declare, 
All good fellows whose beard3 are grey; 
Did not the fairest of the fair 
Common grow and wearisome, ere 
Ever a month was past away? 
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The reddest lips that ever have kissed, 
The brightest eyes that ever have shone; 
May pray and whisper and we not list, 
Or look away and never be missèd, 
Ere yet ever a month was gone. 


Gillian's dead, Heaven rest her bier, 
How I loved her twenty years' syne r 
Marian's married, but I sit here, 
Alive and merry at forty year, 
Dipping my nose in the Gascon wine. 


"Who taught thee that merry lay, Wamba, thou son of 
Witless?" roared Athelstane, clattering his cup on the 
table and shouting the chorus. 
"It was a good and holy hermit, sir, the pious clerk of 
Copmanhurst, that you wot of, who played many a prank 
with us in the days that we knew King Richard. Ah, 
noble sir, that was a jovial tiine and a good priest." 
"They say the holy priest .is sure of the next bishopric, 
my love," said Rowena. "His Majesty hath taken him 
into much favour. 
Iy Lord of Huntingdon looked very 
well at the last ball, though 1 never could see any beauty 
in the Countess-a freckled, blowsy thing, whom they used 
to call Maid Marian; though, for the matter of that, what 
between her flirtations with 
Iajor Littlejohn and Captain 
Scarlett, really-" 
"Jealous again-haw! haw!" laughed Athelstane. 
"1 am above jealousy, and scorn it," Rowena answered, 
drawing herself up very majestically. 
"Well, well, Wamba's ,vas a good song," Athelstane 
said. 
"Nay, a wicked song," said Rowena, turning up her eyes 
as usual. "What! rail at w<;>man's love? Prefer a filthy 
wine-cup to a true wife? Woman's love is eternal, my 
A.thelstane. He who questions it would be a blaspheluer 
were he not a fool. The well-born and ,veIl-nurtured gen- 
tlewolnan loves once and once only." 
" I pray you, Inadam, pardon Ine, I-I am not well," said 
the grey friar, rising abruptly froin his settle, and tot
ering 
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down the steps of the dais. Wamba sprung after hiln, his 
bells jingling as he rose, and casting his arnlS round the 
apparently fainting man, he led hiIn a way into the court. 
"There be dead men alive and live Inen dead," whispered 
he. "There be coffins to laugh at and Inarriages to cry 
over. Said I not sooth, holy friar?" And when they had 
got out into the solitary court, which was deserted by all 
the followers of the Thane, who were lningling in the 
drunken revelry in the hall, 'Valnba, seeing that none were 
by, knelt down, and kissing the friar's garme:nt, said, "I 
knew thee, I knew thee, Iny lord and my liege!" 
"Get np," said Wilfrid of Ivanhoe, scarcely able to ar- 
ticulate; "only fools are faithful." 
And he passed on and into the little chapel where his 
father lay buried. All night long the friar spent there, 
and \Vanlba the Jester lay outside watching as mute as the 
saint over the porch, 
'Vhen the luorning came, 'Vamba was gone; and the 
knave being in the habit of wandering hither ani! thither 
as he chose, little notice was taken of his absence by a mas- 
ter and mistress who had not much sense of humour. As 
for Sir Wilfrid, a gentlelnan of his delicacy of feelings 
could not be expected to remain in a house where things 
so naturally disagreeable to him were occurring, and he 
quitted Rotherwood incontinently, after paying a dutiful 
visit to the tonlb where his old father, Cedric, was buried, 
and hastened on to York, at which city he luade hilIlself 
known to the fanÜly attorney, a Inost respectable man, in 
whose hands his ready money was deposited, and took up 
a sum sufficient to fit himself out ,vith credit, and a hand- 
some retinue, as becalne a knight of consideration. But 
he changed his nalne, wore a wig and spectacles, and dis- 
guised hiInself entirely, so that it was impossible his friends 
or the public should know hiIn, and thus metalnorphosed, 
went about whithersoever his fancy led hiIn. He was pres- 
ent at a public ball at York, which the Lord Mayor gave, 
danced Sir Roger de Coverley in the very same set ,vith 
Rowena-( who was disgusted that 
iaid Marian took pre- 
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cedence of her)-he saw little Athelstane overeat himself at 
the supper, and pledged his big father in a cup of sack; he 
Dlet the Reverend Mr. Tuck at a missionary meeting, where 
he seconded a resolution proposed by that elninent divine; 
-in fine, he saw a score of his old acquaintances, none of 
WhOlll recognisecl in hiln the warrior of Palestine and Teln- 
plestowe. Having a large fortune and nothing to do, he 
went about this country performing charities, slaying rob- 
bers, rescuing the distressed, and achieving noble feats of 
arms. Dragons and giants existed in his day no more, or 
be sure he would have had a fling at them: for the truth 
is, Sir Wilfrid of Ivanhoe was somewhat sick of the life 
which the hermits of Chalus had restored to hÜn, and felt 
hiInself so friendless and solitary that he would not have 
been sorry to COlne to an end of it. Ah, lIlY dear friends 
and intelligent British public, are there not others who are 
melancholy under a mask of gaiety, and who, -in the midst 
of cro,vds, are lonely? Liston was a most melancholy man; 
Grimaldi had feelings; and there are others I wot of-bilt 
psha I-let us have the next chapter. 
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CHAPTER V. 


IVANHOE TO THE RESCUE. 


THE rascally manner in which the chicken-livered suc- 
cessor of Richard of the Lion-heart conducted hÍ1nself to 
all parties, to his relatives, his nobles, and his people, is a 
matter notorious, and set forth clearly in the Historic Page: 
hence, although nothing, except perhaps success, can, ill 
my opinion, excuse disaffection to the Sovereign, or appear- 
ance in arnled rebellion against him, the loyal reader will 
lnake allowance for two of the principal personages of this 
narrative, who will have to appear in the present chapter 
in the odious character of rebels to their lord and king. It 
must be relnembered, in partial exculpation of the fault of 
Ivanhoe and Rowena (a fault for which they 'were bitterly 
punished, as you shall presently hear), that the Monarch 
exasperated his subjects in a variety of ways,-that before 
he murdered his royal nephe,v, Prince Arthur, there was a 
great question whether he was the rightful King of Eng- 
land at all,-that his behaviour as an uncle, and a family 
lnan, was likely to wound the feelings of any lady and 
lnother,-finally, that there were palliations for the con- 
duct of Rowena and Ivanhoe, which it now becolnes our 
duty to relate. 
'''"hen his 1\iajesty destroyed Prince Arthur, the Lady 
Rowena, who ,vas one of the ladies of honour to the Queen, 
ga ve up her place at Court at once, and retired to her castle 
of Rotherwood. Expressions luade use of by her, and de- 
rogatory to the character of the Sovereign, were carried to 
the Monarch's ears by SOlue of those parasites, doubtless, 
by wholn it is the curse of kings to be attended; and John 
swore, by St. Peter's teeth, that he would be revengec.l 
upon the haughty Saxon lady,-a- kind of oath which, 
though he did not trouble hÌlnself about all other oaths, he 
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,vas never known to break. It was not for some years after 
he had registered this vow, that he was enabled to keep it. 
IIad Ivanhoe been present at Rouen when the King 
lneditated his horrid designs against his nephew, there is 
little doubt that Sir '\Vilfrid would have prevented them, 
and rescued the boy: for Ivanhoe was, we need scarcely 
say, a hero of rOlnance; and it is the custoln and duty of 
an gentlenlen of that profession to be present on all occa- 
sions of historic interest, to be engaged in all conspiracies, 
royal interviews, and relnarkable occurrences,-and hence 
Sir \Vilfrid would certainly hav8' rescued the young Princf\, 
had he been anywhere in the neighbourhood of Rouen, 
where the foul tragedy occurred. But he was a couple of 
hundred leagues off, at Chalus, ,vhen the circunlstance 
happened: tied down - in his bed as crazy as a Bedlan1Íte, 
and raving ceaselessly jn the Hebrew tongue, which he had 
caught up during a previous illness in which he ,vas 
tended by a maiden of that nation, about a certain Rebecca 
Ben Isaacs, of whom, being a luarried lnan, he never would 
ha ve thought, had he been in his sound senses. During 
this de1iritlln, what were Politics to hhn, <;>1' he to Politics? 
I{ing John or King Arthur were entirely indifferent to a 
nlan who announced to his nurse-tenders, the good hennits 
of ChaIns before mentioned, that he was the Marquis of 
Jericho, and about to marry Rebecca the Queen of Sheba. 
In a word, he only heard of what had occurred when he 
reached England, and his senses were restored to hiln. 
'Vhether was he happier, sound of brain and entirely lnis- 
erable (as any man would be who found so admirable a 
wife as Rowena married again), or perfectly crazy, the 
husband of the beautiful Rebecca? I don't know ,vhich 
he liked best. 
Howbeit-the conduct of King John inspired Sir vVilfrid 
'with so thorough a detestation of that Sovereign, that he 
never could be brought to take service undel' hiIn; to get 
hÍlnself presented at St. Janles's, or in any way to acknowl. 
edge, but by stern acquiescence, the authority of the san- 
guinary successor of his beloved King Richard. It was 
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Sir Wilfrid of Ivanhoe, I need scarcely say, who got the 
Barons of England to league together and extort from the 
I{ing that famous instrument and palladium of our liber- 
ties at present in the British l\'Iuseuln, Great Russell Street, 
Bloomsbury-the ![AGNA CHARTA. His nalne does not 
naturally appear in the list of Barons, because he was only 
a knight, and a knight in disguise too: nor does Athel- 
stane's signature figure on that document. Athelstane, in 
the first place, could not write; nor did he care a penny- 
piece about politics, so long as he could drink his wine at 
hOlne undisturbed, and have his hunting and shooting in 
quiet. 
It was not until the King 'wanted to interfere \vith the 
sport of every gentlelnan in England (as we know by refer- 
ence to the Historic Page that this odious Inonarch did), 
that Athelstane broke out into open rebellion, along 'with 
several Yorkshire squires and noblemen. It is recorded 
of the King, that he forbade every man to hunt his own 
deer; and, in order to secure an obedience to his orders, 
this Herod of a Inonarch wanted to secure the eldest sons 
of all the nobility and gentry, as hostages for the good be- 
haviour of their parents. 
Athelstane was anxious about his game-Rowena was. 
anxious about her son. The fornler s,vore that he would 
hunt his deer in spite of all Norman tyrants-the latter 
asked, should she give up her boy to the ruffian ,vho had 
murdered his own nephew? * The speeches of both were 
brought to the King at York; and, furious, he ordered an 
instant attack upon Rother,vood, and that the lord and lady 
of that castle should be brought before hiIn dead or alive. 
Ah, where was \Vilfrid of Ivanhoe, the unconquerable 
champion, to defend the castle against the royal party? A 
few thrusts from his lance would have spitted the leading 
warriors of the King's host: a fe\v cuts froin his sword 
would have put John's forces to rout. But the lance and 


* See Hume, Giraldus CaDlbl'ensis, The :Monk of Cl'oy1and, a ud 
Pinnock · s Catechism, 
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sword of Ivanhoe were idle on this occasion. "No, be 
hanged to llle!" said the knight bitterly, "this is a quarrel 
in which I can't interfere. Comnlon politeness forbids. 
Let yonder ale-swilling Athelstalle defend his-ha, ha 
-wije,. and my Lady Rowena guard her-ha, ha, ha- 
son. " And he laughed wildly and nladly; and the sarcas- 
tic ,vay in which he choked and gurgled out the ,vords 
" wife" and "son" would have lnade you shudder to hear. 
When he heard, however, that, on the fourth day of the 
siege, Athelstane had been slain by a cannon ball (and this 
tilue for good, and not to conle to life again as he had done 
before), and that the widow (if so the innocent bigalnist 
lnay be called) was conducting the defence of Rotherwood 
herself ,vith the greatest intrepidity, showing herself npon 
the walls with her little son (,vho bellowed like a bull, and 
did not like the fighting at all), pointing the guns and en- 
couraging the garrison in every way -better feelings re- 
turned to the bosoln of the knight of I yanhoe, and sunl- 
luoning his luen, he armed himself quickly, and detern1Îned 
to go forth to the rescue. I 
He rode without stopping for t,vo days and two nights in 
the direction of Rotherwood, with such swiftness and dis- 
regard for refreshlllent, indeed, that his Inen dropped one 
by one upon the road, and he arrived alone at the lodge- 
gate of the park. The windows were slnashed; the door 
stove in; the lodge, a neat little Swiss cottage, with a gar- 
den .where the pinafores of Mrs. Gurth's children lnight 
have been seen hanging on the gooseberry bushes in lllore 
peaceful tilnes, was now a ghastly heap of sllloking ruins 
-cottage, bushes, pinafores, children lay Iuangled together, 
destroyed by the licentious soldiery of an infuriate 1110n- 
arch! Far be it frolll Ine to excuse the disobedience of 
Athelstane and Rowena to their Sovereign; but surely, 
surely this cruelty lllight have been spared. 
Gurth, who ,vas lodge-keeper, was lying dreadfully 
wounded and expiring at the flånlÍng and violated threshold 
of his lately picturesque hOine. A catapult and a couple 
of Inangonels had done his business. The faithful fellow, 
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recognising his master, who had put up his visor and for- 
gotten his wig and spectacles in the agitation of the mo- 
Inent, exclaimed, "Sir vVi1frid! lllY dear lnaster-praised 
be St. \Valtheof-there may be yet time-Iny beloved 
lnistr-master AtheIst . . ." He sank back, and never 
spoke again. 
I van hoe spurred on his horse Ba vieca Inadly up the chest- 
nut avenue. The castle was before hinl; the western tower 
was in HaInes; the besiegers ,vere pressing at the southern 
gate; Athelstane's banner, the bull ralnpant, was still on 
the northern bartizan. "An Ivanhoe, an Ivanhoe!" he 
bello,ved out, with a shout that overcame all the din of 
battle-N ostre Dalne a la rescousse-and to hurl his lance 
through the midriff of Reginald de Bracy, who was COln- 
lnanding the assault, who fell howling with anguish, to 
wave his battle-axe over his own head, and cut off those of 
thirteen Inen-at-arms, was the work of an instant. " An 
Ivanhoe, an Ivanhoe!" he still shouted, and down went a 
Jnan as sure as he said "hoe!" 
" Ivanhoe! Ivanhoe!" a shrill voice cried from the top 
of the northern bartizan. I vanhoe knew it. 
"Rowena! Iny love! I cOlne!" he roared on liis part. 
"Villains! touch but a hair of her head, and I . . ." 
Here, ,vith a sudden plunge and a squflal of agony, Ba- 
vieca sprang forward wildly, and fell as ,vilc1]y on her back, 
rolling over and over upon the knight. All was dark be- 
fore hiIn; his brain reeled; it ,vhizzed; something came 
crashing down on his forehead. St. \Valtheof, and all the 
saints of the Saxon calendar protect the knight! * * * 
vVhen he carne to hiInself, \Vanlba and the lieutenant of 
his lances were leaning over hiln ,vith a bottle of the her- 
lnit's elixir. "\Ve arrived here the day after the battle," 
said the fool; "lnarry, I have a knack of that." 
"Your worship rode so deucedly quick, there was no 
keeping up with your worship," said the lieutenant, 
"The day-after-the bat-" groaned Ivanhoe.- 
"Where is the Lady Rowena? " 
"The castle has been taken and sacked," the lieutenant 
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said,-and pointed to what once was Rotherwood, but was 
no,v only a heap of smoking ruins.-Not a tower was left, 
not a roof, not a floor, not a single human being! Every- 
thing was flame and ruin, smash and murther! 
Of course Ivanhoe fell back fainting again among the 
ninety-seven men-at-arIns ,vhom he had slain; and it was 
not until \Valuba had applied a second, and ullcolnlnonly 
strong, dose of the elixir that he caIne to life again. The 
good knight was, however, from long practice, so accus- 
tOlned to the severest wounds, that he bore them far luore 
easily than COlnlnon folk, and thus was enabled to reach 
York upon a litter, which his lnen constructed for hiln, 
with tolerable ease. 
Rumour had as usual ad ",anced him; and he heard at the 
hotel where he stopped, what had been the issue of the 
affair at Rotherwood. A n1Ïnute or two after his horse ,vas 
stabbed, and I vall hoe knocked down, the western bartizan 
was taken by the storming party which invested it, and 
every soul slain, except Rowena and her boy, who were 
tied upon horses and carried away, under a secure guard, 
to one of the King's castles-nobody kne,v whither-and 
Ivanhoe was recoIn mended by the hotel-keeper (whose 
house he had used in forlner tilnes) to reaSSUlue his wig 
and spectacles, and not call hinlself by his own nall1e any 
Dlore, lest SOlne of the King's people should lay hands on 
hhn. Ho,vever, as he had killed every body round about 
hhll, there ,vas but little danger of his discovery; and the 
Knight of the Spectacles, as he .was called, ,vent about 
York quite unmolested, and at liberty to attend to his own 
affairs. 
'Ve wish to be brief in narrating this part of the gallant 
hero's existence; lor his life ,vas one of feeling rather than 
affection, and the description of mere sentilnent is consid- 
ered by many well-informed persons to be tedious. \Vhat 
were his sentiments, now it may be asked, under the pecul- 
iar position ill which he found himself? He had done his 
duty by Rowena, certainly: no man could say otherwise. 
But as for being in love with her any more, after what had 
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occurred, that was a different question. Well, COlne what 
would, he was deterlnined still to continue doing his duty 
by her ;-but as she was whisked a,vay, the deuce knew 
whither, how could he do anything? So he l'esignecl hilll- 
self to the fact that she was thus ,vhisked away. 
He, of course, sent elnissaries about the country to en- 
deavour to find out where Rowena was; but these came 
hack without any sort of intelligence; and it was relllarked 
that he still relnained in a perfect state of resignation. He 
remained in this condition for a year, or lllore; and it was 
said that he was becolning more cheerful, and he certainly 
was growing rather fat. The Knight of the Spectacles was 
voted an agreeable III an in a grave way; and gave sOlne 
very elegant, though quiet parties, and was received in the 
best society of York. 
It was just at assize-tilne, the lawyers and barristers had 
arrived, and the town was unusually gay; when, one lnorn.. 
ing, the attorney, ,vhom we have nlentioned as Sir 'ViI, 
frid's lnan of business, and a most respectable luan, called. 
upon his gallant client at his lodgings, and said he had a 
communication of ÏIllportance to make. Having to COlll1nU- 
nicate with a client of rank, who ,vas condemned to be 
hanged for forgery, Sir Hugo de Backbite, the attorney 
said, he had been to visit that party in the condemned cell; 
and on the way through the yard, and thl'ough the bars of 
another cell, had seen and recognised an old acquaintance · 
of Sir Wilfrid of I vanhoe-alld the la wyer helò. hiIn out, 
with a particular look, a note, ,vritten on a piece of whity- 
brown paper. 
What were Ivanhoe's sensations when he recognised the 
handwriting of Rowena I-he trelnblingly dashed open the 
billet, and read as follows:- 


"My DEAREST IVANHoE,-For I am thine now as erst, 
and my first love for ever-ever dear to lne. Have I been 
near thee dying for a whole year, and didst thou make no 
effort to rescue thy Rowena? Have ye given to others-I 
mention not their name nor their odious creed-the heart 
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that ought to be mine? I send thee DlY forgiveness frOln 
lilY dying pallet of straw.-I forgive thee the insults I 
have received, the cold and hunger I have endured, the 
failing health of my boy, the bitterness of lny prison, thy 
infatuation about that Jewess, which lnade our married life 
nÜserable, and ,vhich caused thee, I alll sure, to go abroad 
to look after her. I forgive thee alliny wrongs, and fain 
would bid thee farewell. :rvlr. Snlith hath gained over my 
gaoler-he will tell thee how I lnay see thee.-Colne and 
console IllY last hour by proluising that thou wilt care for 
nlY boy-Ids boy ,vho fell like a hero (when thou wert ab- 
sent) COIn bating Ly the side of RO'VEN A. " 


The reaùer lnay consult his own feelings, and say whether 
.I vanhoe ,vas likely to he pleased or not by this letter: 
ho,vever, he inquired of 1\11'. Sn1Íth, the solicitor, what ,vas 
the plan which that gentlelnan had devised for the intro- 
duction to Lady Rowena, and ,vas infol'lned that he was to 
get a barrister's gown and ,vig, when the gaoler would in- 
troduce hÍ1n into the interior of the prison These decora- 
tions, knowing several gentlenlen of the Northern Circuit, 
Sir 'Vilfrid of Ivanhoe easily procured, and, with feelings 
of no sluall trepidation, reached the cell where, for the 
space of a year, poor Rowena had been iuuuured. 
If any person have a doubt of the correctness, of the his- 
torical exactness, of this narrative, I refer hilll to the Bi- 
o[J'raphie Universelle (article "Jean sans Terre "), which 
says, "La fellllue d'un baron auquel on vint denlander son 
fils, répondit, 'Le roi pense-t-il que je confierai mon fils à 
un hOlllllle qui a égorgé son neveu de sa propre lllain?' 
Jean fit enlever la mère et l'enfant, et la laissa mo'Urir de 
faim dans les cachots." 
I picture to nlyself, with a painful sYlllpathy, Ro,vena 
undergoing this disagreeable sentence. All her virtues, 
her resolution, her chaste energy and perseverance, shine 
with redoubled lustre, and, for the first tÏ1ne since the COln- 
mencemellt of the history, I feel that I am partially recon- 
ciled to her. The weary year passes-she grows weaker 
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and more languid, thinner and thinner! At length I van- 
hoe, in the disguise of a barrister of the Northern Circuit, 
is introduced to her cell, and finds his lady in the last stage 
of exhaustion, on the straw of her dungeon, with her little 
boy in her arIns. She has preserved his life at the expense 
of her own, giving hiIn the whole of the pittance which her 
gaolers allowed her, and pel'ishing herself of inanition. 
There is a scene! I feel as if I had Inade it up, as it 
were, ,vith this lady, and that we part in peace, in conse- 
quence of lny providing her with so sublilne a death-bed. 
Fancy Ivanhoe's entl'ance-their recognition-the faint 
blush upon her worn features-the pathetic way in which 
she gives little Cedric in charge to him, and his promises of 
protection. 
"Wilfrid, IllY early loved," slowly gasped she, relnoving 
her grey hair from her furrowed teInples, and gazing on 
her boy fondly, as he nestled on Ivanhoe's knee-" prOIU- 
ise me, by St. "\Valtheof of Templestowe- pron1Íse me one 
booll! " 
"I do," said Ivanhoe, clasping the boy, and thinking it 
was to that little innocent the promise was intended to 
apply. 
"By St. 'Valtheof?" 
"By St. \Valtheof!" 
"Prolnise l11e, then," gasped Rowena, staring wildly at 
hiln, "that you never will marry a Jewess?" 
"By St. W altheof," cried Ivanhoe, "this is too Iuuch! 
Rowena! " But he felt his hand grasped for a Illoment, 
the nerves then relaxed, the pale lip ceased to quiver-she 
was no more! 
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CHAPTER VI. 


IVANHOE THE WID01VER. 


HAVING placed young Cedric at school at the Hall of 
Dotheboyes, in Yorkshire, and arranged his family affairs, 
Sir \Vilfrid of Ivanhoe quitted a country which had no 
longer any charms for him, and in which his stay was ren- 
dered the less agreeable by the notion that King John 
would hang hinl, if ever he could lay hands on the faithful 
follower of King Richard and Prince Arthur. 
But there ,vas always in those days a home and occupa- 
tion for a brave and pious knight. A saddle on a gallant 
war-horse, a pitched field against the 1\loors, a lance where- 
with to spit a turbaned infidel, or a road to Paradise carved 
out by his scilnetar,-these were the height of the ambi- 
tion of good and l'eligious warriors; and so renowned a 
chanlpion as Sir \Vilfrid of Ivanhoe was sure to be well 1'e- 
cei ved wherever blo,vs were stricken for the cause of Chri s- 
tendoln. Even among the dark Tenlplars, he who had 
twice overCOllle the Inost famous lance of their Order ,vas a 
respected though not a ,velcolue guest: but aluong the op- 
position cOlnpany of the Knights of St. John, he was ad- 
mired and courted beyond measure; and always affectioning 
that Order, which offered hinl, indeed, its first rank and 
cOlnlnanderies, he did much good service, fighting ill the
r 
ranks for the glory of Heaven and St. 'Valtheof, and slay- 
ing many thousands of the heathen in Prussia, Poland, and 
those savage northern countries. The only fault that the 
great and gallant, though severe and ascetic Folko of Hey- 
denbraten, the chief of the Order of St. John, found with 
the melancholy warrior, whose lance did such good service 
to the cause, was, that he did not persecute the Jews as 
so religious a knight should. He let off sundry captives of 
that persuasion whom he had taken with his sword and his 
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spear, saved others froln torture, and actually ransOlned 
the two last grinders of a venerable rabbi (that Roger de 
Cartright, an English knight of the Order, was about to 
extort froin the elderly Israelite) with a hundred crowns 
and a gimlnal ring, which were all the property he possessed. 
'Vhenever he so ransolned or benefited one of this religion, 
he would nloreover givê theln a little token or a 111eSsage 
(were the good knight out of money), saying, "Take this 
token, and relnelnber this deed ,vas done by 'Vilfrid the 
Disinherited, for the services whilolne rendered to hitn by 
Rebecca, the daughter of Isaac of York." So among 
themsel ves, and in their meetings and 
ynagogues, and in 
their restless travels fronl land to land, when they of Jewry 
cursed and reviled all Christians, as such abolninable hea- 
thens will, they nevertheless excepted the nalne of the Des- 
dichado, or the doubly-disinherited as he now was, the 
Desdichado-Doblado. 
The account of all the battles, storlns, and scaladoes in 
which Sir Wilfrid took part, would only weary the reader; 
for the chopping off one heathen's head with an axe must 
be very like the decapitation of any other unbeliever. Suf- 
fice it to say, that wherever this kind of ,york was to be 
done, and Sir Wilfrid was in the way, he was the luan to 
perform it. It would astonish you were you to see the 
account that Wamba kept of his lnaster's achievelnents, 
and of Bulgarians, Bahelnians, Croatians, slain or 111aÏ1ned 
by his hand: and as, in those days, a reputation far valour 
had an inlmense effect upon the soft hearts of wOlnen, and 
even the ugliest man, were he a stout warrior, was looked 
upon with favour by Beauty; so Ivanhoe, who ,vas by no 
means ill-favoured, though no,v be cOIning rather elderly, 
made conquests over female breasts as well as over Sara- 
cens, and had more than one direct offer of lnarriage Inade 
ta hiln by princesses, countesses, and noble ladies possess- 
ing both charnls and Inoney, which they were anxious to 
place at the disposal of a champion so renowned. It is re- 
lated that the Duchess Regent of Kartoffelberg offereel hiIn 
her hand, and the Ducal Crown of Kartoffelberg, which he 
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had rescued froln the unbelieving Prussians; but Ivanhoe 
evaded the Duchess's offer by riding away frOln her capital 
secretly at midnight, and hiding hilnself in a convent of 
Knights Hospitallers, on the borders of Poland; and it is 
a fact that the Princess Rosalia Seraphina of PUInpernickel, 
the Inost lovely WOlnan of her tÌlne, became so frantically 
attached to him, that she followed hin1 on a calnpaign, and 
was dis'covered with his baggage disgui.sed as a horse-boy. 
Ent no princess, no beauty, no fenlale blalldishlnents had 
any charnIs for Ivanhoe: no herll1Ít practised a more aus- 
tere celibacy. The severity of his 1l10rals contrasted so 
}'emarkably with the lax and. dissolute luanneI' of the young 
lords and nobles in the courts ,vhich he frequented, that 
these young springalds would SOlnetÌIlles sneer and call 
hÌ1n Monk and l\[ilksop; but his courage in the day of bat. 
tie ,vas so terrible and a(hnirable, that I pronÜse you th
 
youthful libertines did not sneer then; and the most reck- 
less of thenl often turned pale when they couched their 
lances to follow Ivanhoe. Holy'Valtheof! it was an a'v- 
fHI sight to see hÌln with his pale, cahu face, his shield 
upon his breast, his heavy lance before hinl, charging a 
squadron of heathen Bohen1Ìans, or a regiulent of Cossacks! 
,Yherever he sa,v the enenly, Ivanhoe assaulted hÌ1n; and 
when people renlonstrated with hÌIn, and sai.d if he attacked 
such and such a post, breach, castle, or arJllY, he ,vould be 
slain, "And suppose I be?" he answered, giving theln to 
understand that he ,vould as lief the Battle of Life were 
over altogether. 


O"Vhile he was thus Inaking war against the northern in- 
fidels, news was carried all over Christendom of a catastro- 
phe ,vhich had befallen the good cause in the south of 
Europe, where the Spanish Christians had met with such a- 
defeat and massacre at the hands of the ::L\Ioors as had never 
been known in the proudest clays of Saladin. 
Thursday, the 9th of Shaban, in the 60Jth year of the 
Hejira, is known all over the West as the am Zln-al-ark, 
the year of the battle of Alarcos, gained over the Chris- 
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tians by the 
Ioslelus of Andalus, on which fatal day Chris- 
tendolu suffered a defeat so signal, that it was feared the 
Spanish peninsula ,vould be entirely wrested away from 
the dOlllÎnion of the Cross. On that day the Franks lost 
150,000 men and 30,000 prisoners. A lllan-siave sold 
alIlong the unbelievers for a dirhelu; a donkey, for the 
saIlle; a sword, half a dirheln; a horse, five dirhellls. 
Hundreds of thousands of these various sorts of booty wel'e 
in the possession of the triunlphant followers of Yakoob-al- 
Mansoor. Curses on his head! But he was a brave ,var- 
rioI', and the Christians before hinl seemed to forget that 
they were the descendants of the brave Cid, the Kanb-ito01., 
as the Moorish hounùs (in their jargon) denoluinated the 
fanlOus Calupeador. 
A gellerallTIOVe for the rescue of the faithful in Spain- 
a crusade against the infidels trituuphing there, was preached 
throughout all Europe by all the lnost eloquent clergy: and 
thousands and thousands of valorous knights and nobles, 
accompanied by ,vell-Iueaning varlets and vassals of the 
lower sort,' trooped fro In all sides to the rescue. The 
straits of Gibel-al-Tariff, at which spot the Moor, passing 
from Barbary, first planted his accursed foot on the Chris- 
tian soil, were crowded with the galleys of the Teluplars 
and the knights of St. John, who flung succours into the 
nlenaced kingdoms of the peninsula; the inland sea swarmed 
with their ships hasting froin their forts and islands, fro III 
Rhodes and Byzantilun, froln Jaffa and Askalon. The 
Pyrenean peaks beheld the pennons and glittered with the 
armour of the knights marching out of France into Spain; 
and, finally, in a ship that set sail direct froin Bohelnia, 
where Sir Wilfrid happened to be quartered at the time 
when the news of the defeat of Alarcos came and alarmed 
all good Christians, Ivanhoe landed at Barcelona, and pro- 
ceeded to slaughter the Moors forthwith. 
He brought letters of introduction frOln his friend Folko 
of Heydenbraten, the Grand Master of the Knigh ts of 
Saint John, to the venerable Baldomero de Garbanzos, 
Grand Master of the renowned order of Saint Jago. The 
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chief of Saint Jago's knights paid the greatest respect to a 
warrior, whose fame was already so widely known in Chris- 
tendon1; and Ivanhoe had the pleasure of being appointed 
to all the posts of danger and forlorn hopes that could be 
devised in his honour. He ,vould be called up twice or 
thrice in a night to fight the Moors: he led ambushes, 
scaled breaches, was blown up by Inines, was wounded 
many hundred times (recovering, thanks to the elixir, of 
which vValuba ahvays carried a supply); he was the terror 
of the Saracens, and the adn1Ìration and wonder of the 
Christians. 
To describe his deeds would, I say, be tedious; one day's 
battle was like that of another. I am not writing in ten 
vohllnes like l\Ionsieur Alexandre Dlunas, or even in three' 
like other great authors. 'Ve have no room for the re- 
counting of Sir vVilfrid's deeds of valour. 'Vhenever he 
took a 
foorish town, it was relnarked, that he went anx- 
iously into the Jewish quarter, and inquired alnongst the 
Hebre,vs, who were in great nUlllbers in Spain, for Rebecca, 
the daughter of Isaac. :\1 any Jews, according to his ,vont, 
he ranson1ed, and created so lnuch scandal by this proceed- 
ing, and by the lnanifest favour w"hich he showed to the 
people of the nation, that the l\Iaster of Saint Jago l'mTIon- 
strated with hiIn, and it is probable he ,vould have been 
cast into the Inquisition and roasted, but that his prodigious 
valour and success against the }Ioors counterbalanced his 
heretic-al partiality for the children of Jacob. 
It chanced that the good knight was present at the siege 
of Xixona in Andalusia, entering the breach the first, ac- 
cording to his wont, and slaying, with his own hand, the 

Ioorish lieutenant of the town, and several hundred more 
of its unbelieving defenders. He had very nearly done 
for the Alfaqui, or governor, a veteran warrior with a 
crooked scÍ1netar and a beard as ,vhite as snow, but a couple 
of hundred of the Alfaqui's bodyguard flung themselves 
between Ivanhoe and their chief, and the old fellow escaped 
with his life, leaving a handful of his beard in the grasp 
of the English l{night. The strictly military business being 
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done, and such of the garrison as did not escape put, as by 
right, to the sword, the good knight, Sir "\Vilfrid of I van- 
hoe, took no further part in the proceedings of the con- 
querors of that ill-fated place. A scene of horrible Inassa- 
cre and frightful reprisals ensued, and the Christian war- 
riors, hot with victory and flushed with slaughter, were, it 
is to be feared, as savage in their hour of triulnph as ever 
their heathen enemies had been. 
Among the most violent and least scrupulous was the 
ferocious knight of Saint J ago, Don Beltran de Cuchilla y 
Trabuco y Espada y Espelon. Raging through the van- 
quished city like a delllon, he slaughtered indiscrilninately 
all those infidels of both sexes whose wealth did not telnpt 
him to a ransom, or whose beauty did not reserve thelli for 
more frightful calamities than death. The slaughter over, 
Don Beltran took up his quarters in the Albaycen, ,vhere 
the Alfaqui had lived who had so narrowly escaped the 
sword of Ivanhoe; but the wealth, the treasure, the slaves, 
and the family of the fugitive chieftain, were left in pos- 
session of the conqueror of Xixona. An10ng the treasures 
Don Beltran recognised with a savage joy the coat-arnlonrs 
and ornaments of lnany brave and unfortunate companions- 
in-arms ,vho had fallen in the fatal battle of Alarcos. 
The sight of those bloody relics added fury to his cruel 
disposition, and served to steel a heart already but little 
disposed to sentÍ1nents of mercy. 
Three days after the sack and plunder of the place, Don 
Beltran was seated in the hall-court lately occupied by the 
proud Alfaqui, lying in his divan, dressed in his rich robes, 
the fountains playing in the centre, the slaves of the 1\1001' 
ministering to his scarred and rugged Christian conqueror. 
Some fanl1
d hin1 with peacocks' pinions, sonle danced be- 
fore him, S0111e sang Moors' lnelodies to the plaintive notes 
of a guzla, one-it was the only daughter of the 1\100r's old 
age, the young Zutulbe, a rosebud of beauty-sat weeping 
in a corner of the gilded hall, weeping for her slain breth- 
ren, the pride of Moslem chivalry, 'v hose heads were 
blackening in the blazing sunshine on the portals without, 
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and for her father, whose home had been thus Inade deso- 
late. 
He and his guest, the English knight Sir 'Vilfrid, were 
playing at chess, a favourite amusement with the chivalry 
of the period, when a lnessenger was announced froln Va- 
1encia, to treat, if possible, for the ranSOln of the relnaining 
part of the Alfaqui's family. A grim slnile lighted up 
DOll Beltran's features as he bade the black slave admit 
the Inessenger. He entered. By his costulne it was at 
once seen that the bearer of the flag of truce was a Jew- 
the people were employed continually then as alnbassadors 
between the two races at 'war in Spain. 
"I cOlne," said the old Jew (in a voice which Iuade Sir 
'Vilfrid start), "fron1 lny lord the Alfaq ui to lny noble 
señor, the invincible Don Beltran de Cuchilla, to treat for 
the ransom of the l\{oor's only daughter, the child of his 
old age and the pearl of his affection." 
" A pearl is a valuable jewel, Hebrew. 'Vhat does the 
Moorish dog bid for her?" asked Don Beltran, still slnil- 
iug grilllly. 
"The Alfaqui offers 100,000 dinars, twenty-four horses 
with their caparisons, t,venty-four suits of plate armour, 
and dialnon.ds and rubies to the amount of 1,000,000 
dinars. " 
"Ho, slaves!" roared Don Beltran, "show the .Jew Iny 
treasury of gold. How lnany hundred thousand pieces are 
there?" And ten enorlnous chests ,vere produced in whicll 
the accountant counted 1000 bags of 1000 dirhems each, 
and displayed several caskets of jewels containing such a 
treasure of rubies, slnaragds, dialnonds, and jacinths as 
Inade the eyes of the aged alnbassador twinkle .with avarice. 
"How many horses are there in Iny stable?" continued 
Don Beltran; and l\Iuley, the Inaster of the horse, nUlll- 
bered three hundred fully caparisoned; and there was, like- 
wise, annour of the richest sort for as Inany cavaliers, who 
followed the banner of this doughty captain. 
"I ,vant neither Inoney nor annour," said the ferocious 
knight; "tell this to the Alfaqui, Jew. And I will keep 
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the child, his daughter, to serve the 111eSSeS for lilY dogs, 
and clean the platters for lllY scullions." 
"Deprive llOt the old lnan of his child," here interposed 
the knight of Ivanhoe; "bethink thee, brave Don Beltran, 
she is but an infant in years." 
" She is nlY captive, Sir l{night," replied the surly DOll 
Beltran; "I will do with lny own as becollles lne." 
"Take 200,000 dirhenls! " cried the Jew; "nlore! any- 
thing! The Alfaqui will give his life for his child! " 
"Colne hither, Zutulbe I-come hither, thou Moorish 
pearl!" yelled the ferocious warrior; "colne closer, IllY 
pretty black-eyed houri of heathenesse! Hast heard the 
name of Beltran de Espada y Trabuco?" 
"There were three brothers of that nalne at Alarcos, and 
Iny brothers slew the Christian dogs!" said the proud 
young girl, looking boldly at Don Beltran, who foalned 
wi th rage. 
"The }\tIoors butchered Iny nlother and her little ones at 
midnight, in our castle of l\f urcia," Beltran said. 
"Thy father fled like a craven, as thou didst, Don Bel- 
tran! " cried the high-spirited girl. 
"By Saint J ago, this is too lnuch! " screanled the infuri- 
ated nobleman; and the next InOlnent there ,vas a shriek, 
and the Inaiden fell to the ground with Don Beltran's dag- 
ger in her side. 
" Death is better than dishonour!" cried the child, roll. 
ing on the blood-stained Inarble pavmnent. "1-1 spit 
upon thee, dog of a Christian! " and with this, and with a 
sa vage laugh, she fell back and died. 
"Bear back this news, Jew, to the Alfaq ui," how led 
the Don, spurning the beauteous corpse ,vith his foot. " I 
would not have ransolned her for all the gold in Barbary!" 
And shuddering, the old Je,v left the apartment, which 
I vanhoe quitted likewise. 
When they were in the outer court, the knight said to 
the Jew, "ISAAC OF YORK, dost thou not know me? " and 
threw back his hood, and looked at the old lnan. 
The old Jew stared wildly, rushed forward, as if to seize 
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his hand, then started back, trembling convulsively, and 
clutching his withered hands over his face, said, with a 
burst of grief, "Sir 'Yilfrid of Ivanhoe !-no, no !-I do 
not know thee!" 
"Holy mother! what has chanced?" said Ivanhoe, in 
his turn becolning ghastly pale; "where is thy daughter- 
where is Rebecca? " 
"Away froln llle!" said the old Jew, tottering, "away! 
REBECCA IS-DEAD!" 
* * * * * 
.'Vhen the Disinherited Knight heard that fatal announce- 
ment, he fell to the ground senseless, and was for some 
days as one perfectly distraught with grief. lIe took no 
nourishment and uttered no word. For weeks he did not 
relapse out of his llloody silence, and when he caIlle par- 
tially to hÍ1nself again, it was to bid his people to horse, 
in a hollow voice, and to make a foray against the Moors. 
Day after day he issued out against these infidels, and did 
nOltght but slay and slay. He took no plunder as other 
knights did, but left that to his followers; he uttered no 
,var-cry, as was the manner of chivalry, and he ga ve no 
quarter, insomuch that the" silent knight" became the dread 
of all the Paynims of Granada and Andalusia, and more fell 
by his lance than by that of any the 1110St clalnorous captain 
of the troops in arms against them. Thus the tide of battle 
turned, and the Arab historian El Makary recounts how, 
at the great battle of Al Akab, called by the Spaniards Las 
Navas, the Christians retrieyed their defeat at Alarcos, and 
absolutely killed half a million of 
{ahon1etans. Fifty 
thousand of these, of course, Don \Vilfrid took to his own 
lance; and it was remarked that the melancholy warrior 
seemed sOlnewhat more easy in spirits after that famous 
feat of arms. 
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CHAPTER VII. 


THE END OF THE PERFORl\IANCE, 


IN a short time the redoubtable knight, 'Vilfrid of I van- 
hoe, had killed off so many of the 
foors, that though those 
unbelieving miscreants poured continual reinforcements 
into Spain from Barbary, they could make no head against 
the Christian forces, and in fact came into battle quite dis- 
couraged at the notion of meeting the dreadful silent 
knight. It was commonly believed amongst them, that the 
famous Malek Ric Richard of England, the conqueror of 
Saladin, had come to life again, and ,vas battling in the 
Spanish hosts-that this, his second life ,vas a channed 
one, and his body inaccessible to blow of scimetar or thrust 
of spear-that after battle he ate the hearts and drank the 
blood of many young Moors for his supper: a thousand 
wild legends were told of Ivanhoe, indeed, so that the 1\10- 
risco warriors came half-vanquished into the field, and fell 
an easy prey to the Spaniards, who cut away among them 
without mercy. And although none of the Spanish histo- 
rians whom I have consulted nlake mention of Sir "\Vilfrid 
as the real author of the nunlerous triunlphs which now 
graced the arms of the good cause, this is not in the least 
to be wondered at in a nation that has ahvays been notori- 
ous for bragging, and for the non-payu1ent of their debts 
of gratitude as of their other obligations, and that writes 
histories of the Peninsular war with the Enlperor Napoleon, 
without nlaking the slightest nlention of his Grace the 
Duke of Wellington, or of the part taken by BRITISH V AL- 
OUR in that transaction. Well, it must be confessed, on 
the other hand, that ,ve brag enough of our fathers' feats 
in those campaigns; but this is not the subject at present 
under consideration. 
To be brief, Ivanhoe made such short work with the un- 
believers, t.hat the monarch of Aragon, King Don J ayme, 
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sa,v himself speedily enabled to besiege the city of Valen- 
cia, the last stronghold which the Moors had in his dOlnin- 
ions, and garrisoned by lnany thousands of those infidels 
under the cOIDlnand of their King Aboo Abdallah Mahonl- 
med, son of Yakoob Alnlansoor. The Arabian historian 
EI .l\iakary gives a full account of the military precautions 
taken by Aboo Abdallah to defend his city, but as I do 
not wish to lnake a parade of nlY learning, or to write a 
costume novel, I shall pretennit any description of the city 
under its Moorish governors. 
Besides the Turks ,vho inhabited it, there dwelt within 
its ,valls great store of those of the Hebrew nation, who 
were always protected by the 1\1:001'S 
during their unbeliev- 
ing reign in Spain; and who ,vere, as we very well kllo,v, 
the chief physicians, the chief bankers, the chief states- 
men, the chief artists and Inusicians, the chief everything, 
under the Moorish kings. Thus it is not surprising that 
the Hebrews, having their money, their liberty, their teeth, 
their lives, secure under the Maholl1etan dOlnination, should 
infinitely prefer it to the Christian sway, beneath which 
they ,vere liable to be deprived of everyone of these benefits. 
Aillong these Hebrews of Valencia, lived a very ancient 
Israelite,-no other than Isaac of York, before mentioned, 
who came into Spain with his daughter, soon after Ivan- 
hoe's lllarriage, in the third volulne of the first part of this 
history. Isaac ,vas respected by his people for the money 
which he possessed, and his daughter for her adlnirable 
good qualities, her beauty, her charities, and her relnarka- 
ble Inedical skill. 
The young Emir Aboo Abdallah ,vas so struck by her 
charlns, that though she was considerably older than his 
Highness, he offered to luarry her, and instal her as NUlll- 
bel' 1 of his ,vives,-and Isaac of York would not have ob- 
jected to the union (for such mixed 111arriages were not 
unCOlnlllon between the Hebrews and Moors those days),- 
but Rebecca firmly, but respectfully, declined the proposals 
of the Prince, saying that it was Ìlnpossible she should 
unite herself ,vith a luan of a creed different to her own. 
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Although Isaac was, probably, not over ,veIl pleased at 
losing this chance of being father-in-law to a Royal High- 
ness, yet as he passed alnong his people for a very strict 
character, and there were in his falllily several rabbis of 
great reputation and severity of conduct, the old gentleman 
was silenced by this objection of Rebecca's, and the young 
lady herself applauded by her relatives for her resolute be- 
haviour. She took their congratulations in a very frigid 
manner, and said that it was her wish not to marry at all, 
but to devote herself to the practice of Inedicine altogether, 
and to helping the sick and needy. of her people. Indeed, 
although she did not go. to any public Ineetings, she was as 
benevolent a creature 
s the world ever saw: the poor 
blessed her wherever they knew her, and many benefited 
by her who guessed not whence her gentle bounty call1e. '*' 
But there are men in Jewry who adlnire beauty, and, as 
I have even heard, appreciate nloney too, and Rebecca had 
such a quantity of both that all the most desirable bache- 
lors of the people were ready to bid for her. Ainbassadors 
came from all quarters to propose for her. Her own uncle, 
the venerable Ben SoloIllons, with a beard as long as a 
Cashmere goat, and a reputation for learning -and piety 
which still lives in his nation, quarrelled ,vith his son 
:rtloses, the red-haired dianlond merchant of Trebizond, and 
his son Simeon, the bald bill-broker of Bagdad, each put- 
ting in a claim for their cousin. Ben Minories caIne fronl 
I..Jondon, and knelt at her feet; Ben Jochanan arrived frolll 
Paris, and thought to dazzle her with the latest waistcoats 
froln the Palais Royal; and Ben Jonah brought her a pres- 
ent of Dutch herrings, and besought her to COine back and 
be Mrs. Ben Jonah at the Hague. 
Rebecca telnporised as best she lllÍght. She thought her 
uncle was too old. She besought dear Moses and dear 
Simeon not to quarrel with each other, and offend their 
father by pressing their suit. Ben Minories, fron) London, 
* Though I am writing but a Christmas farce, I hope the kind- 
hearted reader will excuse me for saying that I am thinking of the 
beautiful life and death of Adelaide the Queen. 
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she said, was too young, and Jochanan from Paris, she 
pointed out to Isaac of York, must be a spendthrift, or 
he would not wear those absurd waistcoats. As for Ben 
Jonah, she said she could not bear the notion of tobacco 
and Dutch herrings-she wished to stay with her papa, her 
dear papa. In fine, she invented a thousand excuses for 
delay, and it was plain that nlarriage was odious to her. 
The only lllan whom she received 1vith anything like fa- 
vour, was young Bevis Marks of London, with WhOlTI she 
was very familiar. But Bevis had come to her with a cer- 
tain token that had been given to him by an English knight, 
who saved him from a faggot to which the ferocious Hos- 
pitaller Folko of Heydenbraten was about to condemn 
hÌln. It was but a ring, with an emerald in it, that Bevis 
knew to be Shall1, and not worth a groat. Rebecca knew 
about the value of jewels too; but ah! she valued this one 
more than all the dialnonds in Prester John's turban. She 
kissed it; she cried over it; she wore it in her bosom 
always; and when she knelt down at night and morning, 
s}le held it between her folded hands on her neck. . . . 
Young Bevis Marks went away finally no better off than 
the others; the rascal sold to the King of France a hand- 
SOlne ruby, the very size of the bit of glass in Rebecca's 
ring; but he always said he would rather have had her 
than ten thousand pounds, and very likely he would, for it 
was known she would at once have a plunlb to her fortune. 
These delays, however, could not continue for ever; and 
at a great fanÜly meeting held at Passover tillIe, Rebecca 
was solemnly ordered to choose a husband out of the gen- 
tlelnen there present; her aunts pointing oui the great 
kindness which had been shown to her by her father, in 
permitting her to choose for herself. One aunt was of the 
Solonlon faction, another aunt took SÌ1neon's side, a third 
11l0St venerable old lady-the head of the family, and a 
hlmdred and forty-four years of age-was ready to pro- 
nOlillce a curse upon her, and cast her out, unless she married 
before the month was over. All the jewelled heads of all 
the old ladies in council, all the beards of all the faluily 
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wagged against her-it Inust have been an awful sight to 
witness. 
At last, then, Rebecca was forced to speak. " Kins- 
Inen !" she said, turning pale, "when the Prince Abou 
Abdil asked me in Inarriage, I told you I would not ,ved 
but with one of lllY own faith." 
"She has turned. Turk," screauled out the ladies. " She 
wants to be a princess, and has turned Turk," roared the 
rabbis. 
" \Y' ell, well," said Isaac, in rather an appeased tone, 
"let us hear 'what the poor girl has got to say. Do you 
want to marry his Royal Highness, Rebecca? Say the 
word, yes or no," 
Another groan burst froln the rabbis-they cried, 
shrieked, chattered, gesticulated, furious to lose such a 
prize; as were the WOlnen, that she should reign over theIn, 
a second Esther. 
"Silence," cried out Isaac; "let the girl speak,-speak 
boldly, Rebecca dear, there's a good girl." 
l
ebecca was as pale as a stone. She folded her arms 
on her breast and felt the ring there. She looked round 
all the assembly, and then at Isaac. "Father," she said, 
in a thrilling low. steady voice, "I aln not of your religion 
-I alll not of the Prince Boabdil's religion-l-l alll of 
Ii Ù; religion." 
"His! whose? in the name of Moses, girl," cried Isaac. 
Rebecca clasped her hands on her beating chest, and 
looked round with dauntless eyes. "Of his," she said, 
"who saved lIlY life and your honour, of IllY dear, dear 
chalnpion's. I never can be his, but I will be no other's. 
Give IllY 1l10ney to Iny kinslnen; it is that they long for. 
Take the dross, Sinleon and Soloillon, Jonah and J ochanan, 
and divide it among you, and leave tue. I will never be 
yours, I tell you, never. Do you thit;lk, after knowing hÍ1n 
and hearing him speak,-after ,vatching hÌ1n wounded on his 
pillow, and glorious in battle" (her eyes luelted and kindled 
again as she spoke these words), "I can nlate ,vith such as 
YOll? Go. Leave llle to myself. I am none of yours. I 
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love him, I love him. Fate divides us-long, long lniles 
separate us; and I kno,v we lnay never llleet again. But I 
love and bless him always. Yes, always. l\Iy prayers 
are his; my faith is his. Yes, my faith is your faith, 
1Yilfrid, \Vilfrid! I have no kindred nlore,-I am a Chris- 
, , " 
nan. . . . 
A t this last word there was such a ro,v in the assembly, 
as IllY feeble pen would in vain endeavour to depict. Old 
Isaac staggered back in a fit, and nobody took the least no- 
tice of hÜn. Groans, curses, yells of men, shrieks of 
WOlnen filled the 1'00111 with such a furious jabbering, as 
Inight have appalled any heart less stout than Rebecca's; 
but that brave 'VOlnan ,vas prepared for all, expecting, and 
perhaps hoping, that death would be her instant lot. 
There ,vas but one creature who pitied her, and that was 
her cousin and father's clerk, little Ben Davids, who was 
but thirteen, and had only just begun to carry a bag, and 
whose crying and boo-hooing, as she finished speaking, ,vas 
drowned in the screanlS and lnaledictions of the elder Isra- 
elites. Ben Davids was llladly in love with his 
cousin (as 
boys often are with ladies of twice their age), and he had 
presence of mind suddenly to knock over the large brazen 
lamp on the table, which ilhuninated the angry conclave, 
and whispering to Rebecca to go up to her own rOOln and 
lock herself in, or they would kill her else, he took her 
hand and led her out. 
Frolll that day she disappeared fronl aillong her people. 
The poor and the wr
tched lnissed her, and asked for her 
in vain. Had any violence been done to her, the poorer 
Jews would have risen and put all Isaac's fanÜly to death; 
and besides, her old flame, Prince Boabdil, would have also 
been exceedingly ,vrathful. She was not killed then, but, 
so to speak, buried ãlive, and locked up in Isaac's back 
kitchen; an apartInent into which scarcely any light en- 
tered, and where she was fed upon scanty portions of the 
Inost mouldy bread and water. Little Ben J)avids was the 
only persoll who visited her, and her sole consolation was 
to talk to hÜn about Ivanhoe, and ho,v good and how gentle 



REBECCA AND ROWENA. 


183 


he was, how brave and how true; and how he slew the 
trelnendous knight of the Telnplars, and how he married a 
lady whOln Rebecca scarcely thought worthy of him, but 
'with whom she prayed he might be happy; and of what 
colour his eyes-were, and what were the anns on his shield, 
viz., a tree ,vith the word" Desdichado" written under- 
neath, etc. etc. etc.; all ,vhich talk would not have inter- 
ested little Davids, had it cOlne from anybody else's Inouth, 
but to which he never tired of listening as it fell from her 
sweet lips. 
So, in fact, when old Isaac of York canle to negotiate 
with Don Beltran de Cuchilla for the ransonl of the Alfa- 
qui's daughter of Xixona, our dearest Rebecca ,vas no more 
dead than you and I; and it was in his rage and fury 
against Ivanhoe that Isaac told that cavalier the falsehood 
which caused the knight so luuch pain and such a procli- 
gious deal of bloodshed to the Moors, and who knows, 
trivial as it may seem, whether it ,vas not that very cir- 
CUlllstance which caused the destruction i
 Spain of the 
Moorish po,ver? 
Although Isaac, we Inay be sure, never told his daughter 
that I vall hoe had cast up again, yet Master Ben Davids 
did, who heard it from his employer; and he saved Re- 
becca's life by cOlnmunicating the intelligence, for the poor 
thing would have infallibly perished but for this good 
news. She had now been in prison four years three Inonths 
and twenty-four days, during which tilne she had partaken 
of nothing but bread and water (except such occasional tit- 
bits as Davids could bring her-and these were few indeed; 
for old Isaac was always a curmudgeon, and seldom had 
more than a pair of eggs for his own and Davids' dinner); 
and she was languishing away when the news came sud- 
denly to revive her. Then, though in the darkness you 
could not see her cheeks, they began to bloOIU again: then 
her heart began to beat and her blood to flow, and she 
kissed the ring on her neck a thousand times a day at least; 
and her constant question was, "Ben Davids! Ben Davids! 
when is He coming to besiege Valencia?" She knew he 
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would COlne; and, indeed, the Christians were encamped 
before the town ere a month was over. 
* * * * * 
And now, nlY dear boys and girls, I think I perceive be- 
hind that dark scene of the back kitchen (which is just a 
sinlple flat, painted stone-colour, that shifts in a minute) 
bright streaks of light flashing out, as though they were 
preparing a nlost brilliant, gorgeous, and altogether daz- 
zling illumination, with effects never before attempted on 
any stage. Yes, the fairy in the pretty pink tights and 
spangled lnuslin is getting into the brilliant revolving 
chariot of the realms of bliss.- Yes, luost of the fiddlers 
and trumpeters have gone round from the orchestra to join 
in the grand triumphal procession, where the whole strength 
of the cOlnpany is already asselubled, arrayed in costlllnes 
of 
Ioorish and Christian chivalry, to celebrate the" Ter- 
rible Escalade "-the H Rescue of Virtuous Innocence"- 
the" Grand Entry of the Christians into Valencia "_16 Ap- 
pearance of the Fairy Day-Star," and "U nexam pled dis- 
plays of pyrotechnic festivity." Do you not, I say, per- 
cei ve that we are come to the end of our history; and, after 
a quantity of rapid and terrific fighting, brilliant change of 
scenery, and songs, appropriate or otherwise, are bringing 
our hero and heroine together? Who wants a long scene 
at the last? )[alnlnas are putting the girls' cloaks and 
boas on-papas have gone out to look for the carriage, and 
left the box-door swinging open, and letting in the cold air 
-if there were any stage-conversation, you could not hear 
it, for the scuffling of the people ,vho are leaving the pit. 
See, the orange- WOlnen are preparing to retire. To-morrow 
their play-bills will be as so much waste-paper-so will 
SOHle of our lnasterpieces, woe is lne-but lo! here we come 
to Scene the last, and Valencia is besieged and captured by 
the Christians. 


\Vho is the first on the wall, and who hurls down the 
green standard of the Prophet? 'Vho chops off the head 
of the Ell1Ïr Abou 'Vhatdyecallem, just as the latter has 
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cut over the cruel Don Beltran de Cuchilla y etc.? 'Vho, 
attracted to the Jewish quarter by the shrieks of the in- 
habitants who are being slain by the 
Ioorish soldiery, and 
by a little boy by the nalne of Ben Davids, who recognises 
the knight by his shield, finds Isaac of York égO'J'gé on a 
threshold, and clasping a large back-kitchen key? \Vho 
but Ivanhoe-who but 'Vilfrid? " An Ivanhoe to the res- 
cue," he bello,vs out; he has heard that ne,vs froln little 
Ben Davids that makes hÏIn sing. And who is it that 
COlnes out of the house-trelnbling-panting-,vith her 
arlns out-in a ,vhite dress-with her hair down-who is 
it but dear Rebecca! Look, they rush together, and Mas- 
ter Walnba is waving an Ünnlense banner over theIn, and 
knocks down a circumalnbient Jew with a haln, ,vhich he 
happens to have in his pocket, . . . As for Rebecca, no'v 
her head is laid upon Ivanhoe's heart: I shall not ask to 
hear what she is ,vhispering, or describe further that scene 
of lneeting, though I declare I aln quite affected when I 
think of it. Indeed I have thought of it any tilne these 
five-and-twenty years-ever since, as a boy at school, I 
cOlnlnenced the noble study of novels-ever since the day 
when, lying on sunny slopes of half-holidays, the fair chiv- 
alrous figures and beautiful shapes of knights and ladies 
were visible to lne-ever since I grew to love Rebecca, that 
sweetest creature of the poet's fancy, and longed to see her 
righted. 
That she and Ivanhoe were 111arried follows of course; 
for Rowena's pronÜse extorted from hhn was, that he 
would never wed a J ewess, and a better Christian than Re- 
becca now was never said her Catechisln. 
Iarried I aU1 
sure they were, and adopted- little Cedric; but I don't 
think they had any other children, or ,vere subsequently 
very boisterously happy. Of SOlne sort of happiness Inel- 
ancholy is a characteristic, and I think these were a solelnn 
pair, and died rather early. 
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ANY reader who may have a fancy to purchase a copy of 
this present edition of the "History of the Kickleburys 
Abroad," had best be warned in tiIne that the Times news- 
paper does not approve of the work, and has but a bad 
opinion both of the author a..nd his readers. Nothing can 
be fairer than this statement: if you happen to take up the 
poor little volulne at a l'ailroad station;and read this sen- 
tence, lay the book do,vn, and buy sonlethillg else. You 
are warned. vVhat lnore can the author say? If after 
this you w'ill buy,-alnen 1 pay your Inoney, take your 
book, and fall to. Between ourselves, honest reader, it is 
no very strong potation which the present purveyor offers 
to you. It ,vill not trouble your head Innch in the drink- 
ing. It was intended for that sort of negus ,vhich is 
offered at Christmas parties; and of which ladies and chil- 
dren lnay partake with refreshment and cheerfulness. 
Last year I tried a brew which was old, bitter, and strong; 
and scarce anyone would drink it. This year we send 
round a lnilder tap, and it is liked by custolners; though 
the critics (who like strong ale, the rogues I) turn up their 
noses. In heaven's llalne, l\fr. Slnith, serve round the 
liquor to the gentlefolks. Pray, dear n1adaln, another 
glass; it is Christlnas tinIe, it will do yon no harln. It is 
not intended to keep long, this sort of drink. (Come, 
froth up, 
Ir. Publisher, and pass quickly round !) And 
as for the professional gentleulen, we Inust get a stronger 
sort for tlLent some day. 
The Tinws' gentleman (a very difficult gent to please) is 
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the loudest and noisiest of all, and has nlade Inore hideous 
faces over the refreslllnent offered to him than any other 
critic. There is no use shirking this statement! when a 
luan has been abused in the TÏ1nes, he can't hide it, any 
1110re than he could hide the kno,v ledge of his having been 
cOlnInitted to prison by 1\:11'. Henry, or publicly caned in 
Pall 1\Iall. 
You see it in your friends' eyes when they 11leet you. 
They know it. They have chuckled over it to a man. 
They whisper about it at the club, and look over the pal)er 
at you, My next-door neighbour caBle to see ll1e this 
nlorning, and I saw by his face that he had the whole story 
pat, " HeIn ! " says he, "well, I have heard of it; and the 
fact is, they were talking about you at dinner last night, 
and mentioning that the Times had-aheln !-' walked into 
you. ' " 
":!V[y good 
f-" I say-and 1\:1- will corroborate, 
if need be, the stateluent Ilnake here-" here is the Ti17zes' 
article, dated January 4th, which states so and so, and 
here is a letter froln the publisher, likewise dated J anl1ary 
4th, and which says :- 


"1\Iv DEAR SIR,-Having this day sold the last copy 
of the first edition (of x thousand) of the' Kickleburys 
Abroad,' and having orders for more, had we not better 
proceed to a second edition? and will you permit me to en- 
close an order on," etc. etc.? 


Singular coincidence! And if every author who was so 
abused by a critic had a similar note fI'om a publisher, good 
Lord! how easily would we take the critic's censure! 
" Yes, yes," you say; "it is all very well for a writer to 
affect to be indifferent to a critique froIn the TÍ1nes. You 
bear it as a boy bears a flogging at school, without crying 
out; but don't swagger and brag as if you liked it." 
Let us have truth before all. I would rather have a 
good word than a bad one froln any person: but if a critic 
abuses me from a high place, and it is worth lny ,vhile, I 
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will appeal. If I can show that the judge who is deliver- 
ing sentence against lne, and laying down the la,v and 
lnaking a pretence of learning, has no learning and no law, 
and is neither more nor less than a pompous noodle, who 
ought not to be heard in any respectable court, I will do 
so; and then, dear friends, perhaps you will have SOIue- 
thing to laugh at in this book.- 


"THE KICKLEBURYS ABROAD. 


" IT has been custoluary, of late years, for the purveyors 
of aillusing literature-the popular authors of the day-to 
put forth certain opuscules, denoluinated 'Christmas 
Books,' with the ostensible intention of swelling the tid
 
of exhilaration, or other expansive elnotions, incident upon 
the exodus of the old and the inauguration of the new year. 
\Ve have said that their ostensible intention was such, be- 
cause there is another Illotive for these productions, locked 
up (as the popular author deelns) in his own breast, but 
which betrays itself, in the quality of the work, as his 
principal incentive. Oh! that any luuse should be set 
upon a high stool to cast up accounts and balance a ledger! 
Yet so it is; and the popular author finds it convenient to 
fill up the declared deficit, and place hÎlnself in a position 
the lnore effectually to enconnter those liabilities which 
sternly assert thelnselves contelnporaneously and in con- 
trast with the careless and free-handed tendencies of the 
season by the elnissioll of ChristInas books-a kind of liter- 
ary assignats, representing to the elnitter expunged debts, 
to the receiver an investInent of eniglnatical value.' For 
the luost part bearing the stalnp of their origin in the 
vacuity of the writer's exchequer rather than in the fulness 
of his genius, they suggest hy their feeble flavour the rins- 
ings of a void brain after thp 11lore ÏInportant concoctions 
of the expired year. Indeed, we should as little think of 
taking these COllI positions as exalnples of the luerits of their 
authors as we should think of measuring the valuable serv- 
ic
s of Mr. Walker, the post1nan, or Mr. Bell, the dust- 
I-Vol. 24 
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collector, by the copy of verses they leave at our doors as a 
provocative of the expected annual gratuity-effusions ,vith 
which they Inay fairly be classed for their intrinsic,vol'th 
no less than their ultÏ1nate purport. 
"In the Chri
tlnas book presently under notice, the au- 
thor appears (under the thin disguise of ]\tIr. }lichael An- 
gelo Titmarsh) in 'propJ'iû pm'sonú' as the popular author, 
the contributor to Punch, the reluorseless pursuer of un- 
conscious vulgarity and f
eble-mindedness, launched npon 
a tour of relaxation to the Rhine. But though exercising, 
as is the wont of popular authors in their mOlnents of lei- 
sure, a plentiful reserve of those higher qualities to which 
they are indebted for their fame, his professional instincts 
are not altogether in abeyance. FrOln the moment his eye 
lights upon a luckless family group elnbarked on the sanle 
steamer with hÜnself, the sight of his accustomed quarry 
-vulgarity, imbecility, and affectation-reanimates his 
relaxed sinews, and, playfully fastening his satiric fangs 
upon the falniliar prey, he dallies with it in mimic ferocity 
like a satiated mouser. . 
" Though faintly and carelessly indicated, the characters 
are those with which the author loves to surround himself. 
A tuft-hunting county baronet's ,vidow, an inane captain of 
dragoons, a graceless young baronet, a lady,vith ground- 
less pretensions to feeble health and poesy, an obsequious 
nonentity her husband, and a flinlsy and artificial young 
lady, are the personages in whom we are expected to find 
amusement. Two individuals alone forIn an exception to 
the above category, ancl are offered to the respectful adInira- 
tion of the reader,-the one, a shadowy serjeant-at-law, 
Ir. 
TitInarsh's travelling cOlnpanion, ,vho escapes with a fe,v 
side puffs of flattery, which the author struggles not to 
render ironical, and a mysterious countess, spoken of in a 
tone of religious reverence, and apparently introduced that 
we nlay learn by what delicate c1iscriminations our adora- 
tion of rank should be regulated. 
"To those who love to hug themselves in a sense of su- 
periority by adlneasurelnent with the Inost ,vorthless of 
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their species, in their most worthless aspects, the Kickle- 
b'll'1
Ys on the Rhine will afford an agreeable treat, especially 
as the purveyor of the feast offers his own Inoments of hu- 
man weakness as a modest enf'l'ée in this banquet of erring 
mortality. To our own, perhaps unphilosophical taste, the 
aspirations towards sentimental perfection of another popu- 
lar author are infinitely preferable to tltese sardonic divings 
afte]
 the pea'}
l of truth, 'Whose lustre is eclipsed in tlte dis- 
play of the diseased oystm.. 1\:1uch, in the present instance, 
perhaps all the disagreeable effect of his subject is no doubt 
attributable to the absence of Mr. Thackeray's usual bril- 
liancyof style. A few flashes, however, occur, such as 
the description of 1\1. Lenoir's gaming establishluent, with 
the Illomelltous crisis to ,vhich it was subjected, and the 
quaint and imaginative sallies evoked by the whole town 
of Rougetnoirbourg and its lawful prince. These, with 
the illustrations, which are spirited enough, redeeill the 
book frOiD an absolute ban. Mr. Thackeray's pencil is 
1110re congenial than his pen, He cannot dra w his luen 
and women with their skins off, and, therefore, the effigies 
of his characters are pleasanter to contemplate than the 
flayed anaton1Îes of the letter-press." 


There is the whole article. And the reader will see (in 
the paragraph preceding that memorable one which winds 
up with the diseased oyster) that he must be a worthless 
creature for daring to like the book, as he could only do so 
froin a desire to hug himself in a sense of superiority by 
admeasureillent with the IllOSt worthless of his fellow- 
creatures! 
The reader is worthless for liking a book of which all 
the characters are worthless, except two, which are offered 
to his respectful a(hniratioll; and of these two the author 
does not respect one, but struggles not to laugh in his face; 
whilst he apparently speaks of another in a tone of religious 
reverence, because the lady is a countess, and because he 
(the author) is a sneak. So reader, author, characters, are 
rogues all. Be there any honest Inen left, Hal? About 
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Printing-house Square, mayhap you ll1ay light on an honest 
man, a squeanlish 'Jnan, a propel' lnoral lnan, a man that 
shall talk you Latin by the half-cohunn if you will but 
hear him. 
And what a style it is, that great nlan's! 'Yhat hoighth 
of foine languãge entoirely! Ho,v he can discoorse you 
in English for all the world as if it was Latin! For in- 
stance, suppose you and I hacl to announce the iUlportant 
news that'sonle ,vriters published what are called Christ- 
mas books; that Christmas books are so called because they 
are published at Christmas: and that the purpose of the 
authors is to try and amuse people. Suppose, I say, we 
had, by the sheer force of intellect, or by other Ineans of 
observation or information, discovered these great truths, 
we should have announced them in so nlan:r words. And 
there it is that the difference lies between a great writer 
and a poor one; and we lnay see how an inferior nlan nlay 
fling a chance away, How does my friend of the TiYi
es 
put these propositions? "It has been customary," says he, 
"of late years for the purveyors of amusing literatlu'e to 
put forth certain opuscules, denolllinated Christmas books, 
with the ostensible intention of swelling the tide of exhila- 
ration, or other expansive elnotions, incident upon the exo- 
dus of the old or the inauguration of the new year," That 
is something like a sentence; not a ,vord scarcely but's in 
J.;atin, and the longest and halldso111est out of the whole 
dictionary. That is proper economy-as you see a buck 
frOln Holywell Street put every pinchbeck pin, ring, and 
chain which he possesses about his shirt, hands, and waist- 
coat, and then go and cut a dash in the Park, or swagger 
,vith his order to the theatre. It costs hbn no mOl'e to 
,year all his ornalnents about his distinguished person than 
to leave them at hOine. If you can be a sweH at a cheap 
rate, why not? And I protest, for IllY part, I had no idea 
what I ,vas really about in writing and subInitting my little 
hook for sale, until Iny friend the critic, looking at the 
article, and exainining it with the eyes of a C'onnoisseur, 
pl'onounced that ,vhat I had fancied sinlply to be a hook was 
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in fact" an opuscule denonlÍnated so-and-so, and ostensibly 
intended to s,vell the tide of expallsi ve enlotion incident 
upon the inauguration of the new year." I can hardly 
believe as nluch even now-so little do we know what 
we really are after, until men of genius COlne and in- 
terpret. 
And besides the ostensible intention, the reader will per- 
ceive that my judge has discovered another latent 1110tive, 
which I had "locked up in IllY own breast." The sly 
rogue! (if we lllay so speak of the court). There is no 
keeping anything fronl hinl; and this truth, likp the rest, 
has conle out, and is all over England by this tilne, Oh, 
that all England, which has bought the judge's charge, 
would purchase the prisoner's plea in mitigation! "Oh, 
that any luuse should be set on a high stool," says the 
bench, "to cast up accounts and balance a ledger! Yet so 
it is; and the popular author finds it convenient to fill up 
the'declared deficit by the elnission of Christmas books-a 
kind of assignats that bear the stanlp of their origin in the 
vacuity of the writer's exchequer." There is a. trope for 
you ! You rascal, you wrote because you ,vanted nloney! 
His lordship has found out what you ,vere at, and that 
there is a deficit in your till. But he goes on to say that 
we poor devils are to be pitied in our necessity; and that 
these cOlnpositions are no lnore to be taken as exalnples of 
our merits than the verses which the dustIuall leaves at his 
lordship's door, "as a provocative of the expected annual 
gratuity," are to be considered as lneasuring his, the scav- 
enger's, valuable services-nevertheless the author's and 
the scavenger's" effusions lnay fairly be classed, for their 
intrinsic worth, no less than their ultÍ1nate purport." 
Heaven bless his lordship on the bench-What a gentle- 
man-like badinage he has, and what a charming and playful 
wit always at hand! lVhat a sense he has for a sÏ1nile, or 
what Mrs. Malaprop calls an odorous cOlnparison, and how 
gracefully he conducts it to "its u1tÍ1nate purport." A 
gentleman writing a poor little book is a scavenger asking 
for a Christmas-box! 
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As I try this sillall beer which has called down such a 
deal of thunder, I can't help thinking that it is not Jove 
.who has interfered (the case was scarce worthy of his 
divine vindictiveness); but the Thunderer's luan, Jupiter 
Jealnes, taking his master's place, adopting his manner, 
and trying to dazzle and roar like hi
 Rwful employer. 
That figure of the dnstlnan has hardly been flung frolll 
heaven: that "ultÏInate purport" is a subject which the 
Immortal would hardly handle. 'Vell, well; let us allow 
that the book is not worthy of such a polite critic-that the 
beer is not strong enough for a gentlelnan who has taste 
and experience in beer. 
That opinion no Ulan can ask his honour to alter; but 
(the beer being the question) why make unpleasant allusions 
to the Gazette, and hint at the probable bankruptcy of the 
brewer? vVhy twit nle with my poverty; and what can 
the Tinws' critic know about the vacuity of my exchequer? 
Did he ever lend me any Inoney? Does he not himself 
write for money? (and ,vho ,vould grudge it to such a po- 
lite and generous and learned author?) If he finds no dis- 
grace in being paid, why should I? If he has ever been 
poor, why should he joke at my e1nptyexchequer? Of 
course such a genius is paid for his work: with such neat 
logic, such a pure style, such a charn1Íng poetical turn of 
phrase, of course a critic gets money. Why, a luan who 
can say of a ChristInas book that" it is an opuscule denolni- 
nated so-and-so, and ostensibly intended to swell the tide 
of expansive elnotion incident upon the exodus of the old 
year," Blust evidently have had iUllllense sun1S and care 
expended on his early education, and deserves a splendid 
return. You can't go into the market, and get scholarship 
like t!tat, ,vithout paying for it: even the flogging that 
such a ,vriter lnust have had in early youth (if he was at a 
public school ,vhere the rods ,vere paid for), Inust have cost 
his parents a good sum. vVhere would you find any but 
an accomplished classical scholar to cOlnpare the books of 
the'present (or indeed any other) writer to "sardonic div- 
ings after the pearl of truth, whose lustre is eclipsed in the 
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c1isplay of the diseased oyster;" mere Billingsgate doesn't 
turn out oysters like these; they are of the Lucrine lake: 
-this satirist has pickled his rods in Latin brine. Fancy, 
not merely a diver, but a sardonic diver: and the expres- 
sion of his confounded countenance on discovering not only 
a pearl, but an eclipsed pearl, which ,vas in a diseased oys- 
ter! I say it is only by an unCOlumon and happy cOlnbi- 
nation of taste, genius, and industry, that a man can 
arrive at uttering such sentilnents in such fine language, 
-that such a luan ought to be well paid, as I have 
no doubt he is, and that he is ,vorthily elnployed to write 
literary articles, in large type, in the leading journal of 
Europe. Don't we ,vant men of en1Ínence and polite learn- 
ing to sit on the literary bench, and to direct the public 
opinion? 
But when this profound scholar compares lile to a scav- 
enger ,vho leaves a copy of verses at his door and begs for 
a Christlnas- box, I must again cry out and say, "l\fy dear 
sir, it is true your simile is offensive, but can you luake it 
'Out? Are you not hasty in your figures and allusions?" 
If I n1ight give a hint to so consununate a rhetorician, you 
should be In ore careful in making your figures figures, and 
your similes like: for instance, ,vhen you talk of a book 
"swelling the tide of exhilaration incident to the inaugura- 
tion of the new year," or of a book" bearing the stamp of 
its origin in vacuity," etc.,-or of a man diving sardoni- 
cally; or of a pearl eclipsed in the display of a diseased 
oyster-there are SOlue people ,vho will not apprehend your 
Ineaning: some will doubt whether you had a 111eaning: 
son1e even will question your great po,vers, and say, "Is 
this lnan to be a critic in a newspaper, ,vhich knows what 
English, and Latin too, and what sense and scholarship 
are? " I don't quarl'el with you-I take for granted your 
wit and learning, your lnodesty and benevolence-but why 
scavenger-Jupiter Jealnes-why scavenger? A gentle- 
man, whose biography the Exanâner was fond of quoting 
before it took its present serious and orthodox turn, was 
pursued by an outraged wife to the very last stage of his 
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existence with an appeal almost as pathetic-Ah, sir, why 
scayenger? 
Ho,v can I be like a dustman that rings for a Christmas- 
box at your hall-door? I never was there in Iny life. I 
never left at your door a copy of verses provocative of an 
annual gratuity, as your noble honour styles it, 'Vho are 
you? If you are the man I take you to be, it IDust have 
been you who asked the publisher for nlY book, and not I 
who sent it in, aud begged a gratuity of your worship. 
You abused me out of the Tin
es' window; but if ever your 
noble honour sent Ine a gratuity out of your own door, Inay 
I never drive another dust-cart. "Provocative of a gratui- 
ty! " 0 splendid swell! Ho,v much was it your worship 
sent out to Ine by the footlnan? Every farthing you have 
paid I will restore to your lordship, and I swear I shall 
not be a halfpenny the poorer. 
As before, and on similar seasons and occasions, I have 
cOlnpared Inyself to a person follo,ving a not dissinlilar 
calling: let me suppose now, for a Ininute, that I aID a 
writer of a ChristInas farce, who sits in the pit, and sees 
the performance of his own piece. There comes applause, 
hissing, yawning, laughter, as Inay be: but the loudest 
critic of all is our friend the cheap buck, who sits yonder 
and Inakes his reIllarks, so that all the audience may hear. 
" Tlds a farce!" says Beau Tibbs: "demluy! it's the ,york 
of a poor devil ,vho writes for Inoney,-confound his vul- 
garity! This a farce! 'Yhy isn't it a tragedy, or a COIne- 
dy, or an epic poeIll, stap Iny vitals? This a farce indeed! 
It's a feller as sends round his 'at, and appeals to charity. 
Let's 'ave our Inoney back again, I say." And he swag- 
gers off;-and you find the fellow caIne with an author's 
order. 
But if, in spite of Tibbs, our "kyilld friends," etc. etc. 
etc.-if the little farce, .which was Ineant to aIlluse Christ- 
luas (or what IllY classical friend calls Exodus), is asked 
for, even up to Twelfth Night,-shall the publisher stop 
because Tibbs is dissatisfied? vVhenever that capitalist 
calls to get his Inoney back, he may see the letter frOl1l the 
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respected publisher, inforn1Ïng the author that all the copies 
are sold, and that there are delnands for a new edition. 
Up with the curtain, then! Vi vat Regina! and no money 
returned, except the Times' "gratuity!" 
:ðI. A. TIT:ðIARSH. 


January 5.. 1851. 



TIlE KICKLEBURIS OX THE RHIXE. 


THE cabnlan, when he brought us to the wharf, and 
Inaùe his usual charge of six tÏ1nes his legal fare, before 
the settlement of which he pretended to refuse the privilege 
of an exeat ,'egno to our luggage, glare(l. like a disap- 
l)ointed fiend when Lankin, caning up the faithful Hutchi- 
son, his clerk, who was in attendance, '5aicl to him, "Hutchi- 
son, you will pay this Ulan. l\Iy nalne is Serjeant Lankin, 
my chambers are in Punlp Court. )Iy clerk will settle 
with you, sir." The cabman trembled; we stepped on 
board; our lightsome luggage was speedily whisked away 
by the crew; our berths had been secured by the previous 
agency of Hutchison; and a couple of tickets, on which 
were written, ")1r. Serjeant Lankin," ")11'. Titmarsh" 
(Lankin's, by the way, incomparably the best and comfort- 
a blest sleeping place), were pinned on to two of the curtains 
of the beds in a side cabin when 've descended. 
'Yho was on board? There were Jews, with Sunday pa- 
pers and fruit; there were couriers and servants struggling 
about; there were those bearded foreign visitors of England, 
who always seem to decline to shave or wash themselves 
on the day of a voyage, and, on the eve of quitting our 
country, appear inclined to carry away as much as possible 
of its soil on their hands and linen; there were parties 
already cosily established on deck under the awning; and 
steady going travellers for'ard, sn10king already the 
pleasant morning cigar, and watching the phenomena of 
departure. 
I The bell rings: they leave off bawling, "
lnybody else 
for the shore?" The last grape and B
ll' s Lt:fe merchant 
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has scuffled over the plank: the ,1ohns of the departing no- 
bility and gentry line the brink of the quay, and touch their 
hats; Hutchison touches his hat to lne-to 'ine, Heaven 
bless him! I turn round inexpressibly affected and de- 
lighted, and ,,,holn do I see but Captain Hicks! 
"Hallo! Y01t here?" says Hicks, in a tone which seelllS 
to luean, "Confound yon, you are everywhere." 
Hicks is one of those young men who seenl to be every- 
where a great deal too often. 
Ho,v are they always getting leave from their regiluents? 
If they are not ,vanted in this country (as wanted they can- 
not be, for you see thelu sprawling over the railing in Rot- 
ten Ro,v all day, and shaking their heels at eyery Lall in 
town),-if they are not wanted in this country, I say, why 
the deuce are they not sent off to India, or to Deillerara, 
or to Sierra Leone, by Jove?-the farther the better; and 
I should wish a good un w holesolne cliluate to try , elU and 
lnake 'em hardy. Here is this Hicks, then-Captain Lan- 
celot Hicks, if you please-whose life is nothing but break- 
fast, slnoking, riding-school, billiards, luess, polking, bil- 
liards and sllloking again, and da capo, pulling do,vn his 
moustaches, and going to take a tour after the inlmense 
labours of the season. 
"How do you do, Captain Hicks?" I say. "'Yhere are 
you going? " 
"Oh, I anl going to the \Vhine," says Hicks; "every- 
body goes to the 'Vhine." The 1Vhine, indeed! I dare 
say he can no lllore spell properly than he can speak. 
" 'Vho is on board-anybody?" I ask, with the air of a 
luan of fashion, "To WhOlU does that Í111111ense pile of 
luggage belong-under charge of the lady's Inaid, the 
courier, and the British footInan?" A large white K is 
painted on all the boxes. 
"How the deuce should 1 know?" says Hicks, looking, 
as I fancy, both red and angry, and strutting off with his 
great cavalry lurch and swagger: whilst IUY friend the Ser- 
jeant looks at hiln lost in adlniration, and surveys his shin- 
ing little boots, his chains and breloques, his whiskers and 
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alnbrosial llloustaches, his gloves and other dandifications, 
with a pleased wonder-as the ladies of the Sultan's hare III 
surveyed that great lady froln Park Lane who paid thenl a 
visit; or the simple subjects of :ThIontezuma looked at one 
of Cortez's heavy dragoons. 
"That must be a Inarquis at least," ,vhispers Lankin, 
who consults llle on points of society, and is pleased to 
have a great opinion of Iny experience. 
I burst out in a scornful laugh. " Tlla.t!" I say-" He 
is a captain of dragoons, and his father is an attorney in 
Bedford Ro.w. The ,vhiskers of a rottuier, my good Lan- 
kin, grow as long as the beard of a Plantagenet. It don't 
require nluch noble blood to learn the polka. If you ,vere 
younger, Lankin, ,ve n1Ïght go for a shilling a night, and 
dance every evening at :Th:L Laurent's Casino, and skip about 
in a little tinle as ,veIl as that fellow'. Only we despise 
the kind of thing, you know-only we're too grave, and 
too steady." 
" And too fat," whispers Lankin, with a laugh. 
"Speak for yourself, you lllaypole," says 1. "If you 
can't dance yourself, people can dance rOluld you-put a 
wreath of fl.o,vers upon your old poll, stick you up in a vil- 
lage green, and so make use of you." 
"I should gladly be turned into anything so pleasant," 
Lankin answers; "and so, at least, get a chance of seeing 
a :pretty girl llO.W and then. They don't show in Pump 
Court, or at the University Club where I dine, You are a 
lucky fellow, TitInarsh, and go about in the world. As 
for nle, I never-" 
"And the judges' wives, you rogue?" I say. "'V ell, 
no Hlan is satisfied; and the only reason I have to be angry 
with the Captain yonder is that, the other night, at :Thirs. 
Perkins's, being in conversation with a channing young 
creature, who knows all Iny favourite passages in Tenny- 
son, and takes a most delightful little line of opposition in 
the Church controversy -just as we ,vere in the very closest, 
dearest, pleasantest part of the talk, cmues up young .Hot- 
spur yonder, and whisks her away in a polka. \Vhat have 
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you and I to do with polkas, Lankin? He took her down 
to supper-what have you and I to do ,vith suppers?" 
" Our duty is to leave thenl alone," said the philosophical 
Serjeant. "And now about breakfast-shall we have 
sOIne?" And as we spoke, a savoury little procession of 
stewards and stewards' boys, with drab tin dish-covers, 
passed frOIn the caboose, and descended the stairs to the 
cabin. The vessel had passed Greenwich by this time, 
and had worked its way out of the Inast-forest which guards 
the approaches of our city. 


The owners of those innumerable boxes, bags, oil-skins, 
guitar-cases, whereon the letter K was engraven, appeared 
to be three ladies, ,vith a slim gentlelnan of two or three 
and thirty, ,vho was probably the husband of Olle of theIne 
He had numberless shawls under his arln and guardian- 
ship. He had a strap full of l\furray's Handbooks and 
Continental Guides in his keeping; and a little collection 
of parasols and u1nbrellas, bound together, and to be car- 
ried in state before the chief of the party, like the lictor's 
fasces before the consul. 
The chief of the party was evidently the stout lady. 
One parasol being left free, she waved it about, and corn- 
Inanded the luggage and the menials to and fro. " Horace, 
we will sit there," she exclaiIned, pointing to a comforta- 
ble place on the deck. Horace went and placed the 
shawls and the Guidebooks. "Hirsch, avy vou conty les 
bagages? tron t sett 1norso ong too?" The German courier 
said, "Oui, luiladi," and bowed a rather sulky assent. 
"Bowman, you ,vill see that Finch is cOlnfortable, and send 
her to me.," The gigantic Bowman, a gentleman in an un- 
dress uniform, with very large and splendid armorial but- 
tons, and with traces of the powder of the season stilllin- 
gering in his hair, bows, and speeds upon IllY lady's errand. 
I recognise Hirsch, a well-known face upon the European 
high-road, where he has travelled with Inany acquaintances. 
'Vith wh01n is' he Inaldng the tour now?-::\Ir. Hirsch is 
acting as courier to Mr. and }Irs. Horace Milliken. They 
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ha,"e not been Iuarried Inany nlonths, and they are travel- 
ling, Hirsch says, ,vith a contraction of his bushy eye- 
brows, with n1iladi, 1\lrs. Milliken's manlma. And who is 
her ladyship? Hirsch's brow contracts into deeper fur- 
rows. "It is l\1iladi Gigglehury, " he says, "Mr. Did- 
lllarsh. Berhabs you kno,v her." He scowls round at her, 
as she calls out loudly, "Hirsch, Hirsch! " and obeys that 
Slllllluons. 


It is the great Lady K.icklebury of Pocklington Square, 
about w hOll1 I reluenl bel' 1\11'8. Perkins made so luuch ado 
at her last ball; and ,vhom old Perkins conducted to sup- 
per. \Yhen Sir Tholuas ICicklebury died (he was one of 
the first tenants of the Square), who does not remeluber 
the scutcheon ,vith the coronet ,vith t,vo balls, that flanled 
over No. 36? Her son was at Eton then, and has subse- 
quently taken all honorary degree at Oxford, and been an 
Ol'nament of Platt's and the Oswestry Club. lIe fled into 
St. Jalnes's froIll the great house in Pocklington Square, 
and froin St. JaIl1es's to Italy and the Mediterranean, 
w here he has been for SOille tÍ1ne in a ,vholesolue exile. 
Her eldest daughter's Inarriage with Lord Roughhead ,,"as 
talked about last year; but Lord Roughhead, it is known, 
lllarried J\tIiss Brent; and HOrace Milliken, very llluch to 
his surprise, found hiulself the affianced husband of Miss 
Lavinia Kicklebury, after an agitating
 evening at Lady 
PolkÍInore's, when 1\liss Lavinia, feeling herself faint, 
went out on to the leads (the terrace, Lady PolkiInore 'Will 
call it) on the arill of 1\11'. Milliken. They were Inarried 
in January-it's not a bad Illatch for 1\liss Jr.-Lady 
Kicklebury goes and stops for six months of the year at 
Pigeoncot with her daughter and son-in-law; and now that 
they are COllIe abroad, she comes too. She must be with 
J"avinia under the present CirCUl11stances. 
\Vhen I anI arin-in-al'lll, I tell this story glibly off to 
Lankin, who is astonished at my knowledge of the world, 
and says, "'Yhy, TitInarsh, you kno,v everything." 
"I do know a few things, Lallkill, IllY boy," is Illy au- 
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swer. "A man don't live in society, and pretty good so- 
ciety, let me tell you, for nothing." 
The fact is, that all the above details are known to 
almost any luan in our neighbourhood. Lady Kicklebury 
does not lueet with 'Us luuch, and has greater folks than we 
can pretend to be at her parties. But we know about themo 
She'll condescend to come to Perkins's, with whose firm she 
banks; and she 1'nay overdraw lwl' account; but of that, of 
course, I kno,v nothing. 
When Lankin and I go downstairs to breakfast, we find, 
if not the best, at -least the Inost conspicuous places in occu- 
pation of Lady Kicklebury's party, and the hulking Lon- 
don footman luaking a darkness in the cabin, as he stoops 
through it bearing cups and plates to his enlployers. 


[vVhy do they always put Juud into coffee on board 
steaIners? \Vhy does the tea generally taste of boiled 
boots? vVhy is the Inilk scarce and thin? And why do 
they have those bleeding legs of boiled Inutton for dinner? 
I ask why? In the stealners of other nations you are ,veIl 
fed. Is it impossible that Britannia, who confessedly rules 
the waves, should attend to the victuals a little, and that 
l11eat should be well cooked under a Union Jack? I just 
put in this question, this most interesting question, in a 
momentous paren thesis
 and resume the tale. ] 


vYhen Lankin and I descend to the cabin, then, the 
tables are full of gobbling people; and, though there do 
seem to be a couple of places near Lady Kicklebury, ilnnle- 
diately she sees our eyes directed to the inviting gap, she 
slides out, and with her anlple robe covers even Inore than 
that large space to which by art and nature she is entitled, 
and calling out, "Horace, Horace!" and nodding, and 
winking, and pointing, she causes her son-in-la,v to extend 
the wing on his side. 'Ve are cut off that chance of a 
breakfast. We shall have the tea at its third water, and 
those two damp black mutton-chops, which nobody else 
will take, will fall to our cold share, 
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At this Ininute a voice, clear and sweet, froin a tall lady 
in a black veil, says, "Mr. TitInarsh," and I start and 
murmur an ejaculation of respectful surprise, as I recog- 
nise no :less a person than the Right Honourable the 
Countess- of Knightsbridge, taking her tea, breaking np 
little bits of toast .with her sliln fingers, and sitting be- 
tween a Belgian horse-dealer and a German violoncello- 
player, who was a cOllyé after the opera-like any other 
mortal. 
I whisper her Ladyship's natHe to Lankin. The Ser- 
jeant looks towards her with curiosity and awe. Even he, 
in his Plunp Court solitude, has heard of that star of fash- 
ion-that adrnired aillongst luen, and even wonlen-that 
Diana severe yet simple, the accolnplished Aurelia of 
ICnightsbridge. Her husband has but a slnall share of Iter 
qualities. Ho,v should he? The turf and the foxchase 
are his delights-the smoking-rooln at the Travellers'- 
nay, shall we say it?-the ilhllninated arcades of Vauxhall, 
and the gambols of the dishevelled Terpsichore. Knights- 
bridge has his faults-ah! even the peerage of England is 
not exelllpt fronl then1- 'Vith Diana for his wife, he flies 
the halls where she sits severe and serene, and is to be 
found (shrouded in sIl1oke, 'tis true) in those caves where 
the contrite chÍInney-s,veep sings his terrible death-chant, 
or the Bacchanalian judge adlnillisters a satiric la,v. Lord 
JCnightsbridge has his faults, then; but he has the gout at 
Rongetnoirbourg, near the Rhine, and thither his wife is 
hastening to Ininister to hiIn. 
"I have done," says Lady Knightsbridge with a gentle 
bo,v, as she rises; "you lnay have this place, 1\11'. Tit- 
marsh; and I anl sorry Iny breakfast is ovèr: I should have 
prolonged it had I thought that you were coming to sit by 
Ine. Thank yon-Iny glove," (Such an absurd little 
glove, by the ,vay.) "'Y e shall lneet on the deck when 
you have done." 
And she llloves away with an august curtsey. I can't 
tell ho,v it is, or ,vhat it is, in that lady: but she says, 
"l{o,v do you do?" as nobody else knows how to say it. 
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In all her actions, Inotions, thoughts, I would wager there 
is the same cabn grace and hal'Inony. She is not very 
handsolne, being very thin, and rather sad-looking. She 
is not very ,vitty, being only up to the conversation, what- 
ever it may be; and yet, if she ,vere in black serge, I think 
one could not help seeing that she 'vas a Princess, and 
Serene Highness; and if she were a hundred years old, she 
could not be but beautiful. I saw her perfol'lning her de- 
vot ions in Antwerp Cathedral, and forgot to look at any- 
thing else there ;-so calm ana pure, such a sainted figure 
hers seemed. 


'Vhen this great lady did the present writer the honour 
to shake his hand (1 had the honour to teach writing and 
the rudiInents of Latin to the young and intelligent Lord 
Viscount PÜulico), there seemed to be a commotion in the 
Kicklebury party-heads were nodded together, and turned 
towards Lady Knightsbridge; in whose honour, when Lady 
Kicklebury had sufficiently reconnoitred her with her eye- 
glass, the baronet's lady rose and swept a reverential curt- 
sey, backing until she fell up against the cushions at the 
stern of the boat. Lady Knightsbridge did not see this 
salute, for she did not acknowledge it, but ,valked away 
slimly (she seems to glide in and out of a 1'00111), and dis- 
appeared up the stair to the deck. 
Lankin and I took our places, the horse-dealer making 
roon1 for us; and I could not help looking, with a little air 
of trÌlunph, over to the Kicklebury faction, as much as to 
say, "You fine folks, with your large footman and super- 
cilious airs, see what we can do." 
As I looked-smiling, and nodding, and laughing at me, 
in a knowing, pretty way, and then leaning to n1anllua as 
if in explanation, what face should I see but that of the 
young lady at Mrs. Perkins's, with WhOlll I had had that 
pleasant conversation which had been interrupted by the 
demand of Captain Hicks for a dance? So, then, that was 
l\Iiss Kicklebury, about whonl l\Iiss Perkins, IllY young 
friend, has so often spoken to nle (the young ladies ,vere in 
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conversation when I had the happiness of joining thenl; 
and Miss P. went away presently to look to her guests)- 
that is Miss Fanny Kicklebury. 
A sudden pang shot athwart my bosoln. Lankin might 
have perceived it, but the honest Serjeant was so awe- 
stricken by his late interview with the Countess of Knights- 
bridge, that his n1Ìnd was unfit to grapple with other sub- 
jects-a pang of feeling (which I concealed under the grin 
and graceful bow wherewith 
Iiss :Fanny's salutations ,vere 
ackno,vledged) to}'e my heart-strings-as I thought of-I 
need not say-of HICKS. 
He had danced with her, he had supped with her-he 
was here, on board the boat. .\Vhere ,vas that dl'agoon? 
I looked round for hÍ1n. In quite a far corner-but so 
that he could cOlulnand the Kickle bury party, I thought- 
he was eating his breakfast, the great healthy oaf, and con- 
sUlning one broiled egg after another. 
In the course of the afternoon, all parties, as it may be 
supposed, elnerged upon deck again, and IVliss Fanny and 
her malnma began ,valking the quarter-deck, with a quick 
pace, like a couple of post-captains. 'Vhen Miss Fanny 
saw me, she stopped and smiled, and recognised the gen- 
tleman who had amused her so at 
Irs. Perkins's. \Vhat 
a dear, sweet creature Eliza Perkins was! They had been 
at school together. She was going to write to Eliza every- 
thing that happened in the voyage. 
" Eve'NJfhinr;?" I said, in my particularly sarcastic 
Inanner. 
"Wen, everything that 'vas worth telling. There was 
a great nUluber of things that were very stupid, and of peo- 
ple that were very stupid. Everything that YO'll say, 
Ir. 
TitIuarsh, I am sure I may put down. You have seen Mr. 
Titmarsh's funny books, maluma?" 
Maluma said she had heard-she had no doubt they were 
very amusing. " \Vas not that-ahem- Lady Knights- 
bridge, to WhOIll I saw you speaking, sir?" 
" Yes; she is going to nurse Lord Knightsbridge, ,vho 
has the gout at Rougetnoirbourg." 
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"Indeed! how very fortunate! what an extraordinary 
coincidence! 'Ve are going too," said Lady Kicklebury. 
I reillarked "that everybody was going to Rougetnoir- 
bourg this year; and I heard of two gentlemen-Count 
Carambole and Colonel Cannon-who had been obliged to 
sleep there on a billiard-table for want of a bed." 
"My son Kicklebury-are you acquainted ,vitI] Sir 
Thomas Kicklebury? " her ladyship said, with great stateli- 
ness-" is at Noirbourg, and will take lodgings for us. 
The springs are partIcularly recommended for IllY daugh- 
ter, 
irs. Milliken; and, at great personal sacrifice, laIn 
going thither myself: but what will not a mother do, Mr. 
Titmarsh? Did I understand you to say that you haye the 
-the enü'ée at Knightshridge Húuse? The parties are not 
what they used to be, I alll told. Not that I have any 
knowledge. I aln but a poor country baronet's widow, 
Mr. Titmarsh; though the Kickleburys date from Henry 
III., and my faillily iJ not of 
e IllOst nodern Í1 the coun- 
try. You have heard of General Guff, IllY father, perhaps? 
aide-de-camp to the Duke of York, and wounded by his 
Royal Highness's side at the bombardIllent of Valenciennes. 
1fTe lllove in our own 8jJllere." 
"Mrs. Perkins is a very kind creature," I said, "and it 
.was a very pleasant ball. Did you not think so, Miss 
Kicklebury? " 
"I thought it odious," said Miss Fanny. "I mean, it 
was pleasant until that-that stupid luan-what was his 
nalne-calne and took Ine away to dance with hÏ1n." 
" What! don't you care for a red coat and moustaches?" 
I asked. 
"I adore genius, Mr. TitIllarsh," said the young lady, 
with a IllOSt killing look of her beautiful blue eyes, "and 
I have everyone of your works by heart-all, except the 
last, which I can't endure. I think it's wicked, positively 
,vicked-lllY darling Scott I-how can you? And are you 
going to make a ChristInas-book this year?" 
"Shall I t
 11 you about it?" 
"Oh, do tell us about it," said the lively, channing 
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creature, clapping her hands: and we began' to talk, being 
near Lavinia (Mrs. Milliken) and her husband, who was 
ceaselessly occupied in fetching and carrying books, bis- 
cuits, pillo,vs, and cloaks, scent-bottles, the Italian grey- 
hound, and the thousand and one necessities of the pale 
and interesting bride. Oh, how she did fidget! how she 
did grumble! how she altered and twisted her position! 
and how she did lnake poor Milliken trot! 
After 
Iiss Fanny and I had talked, and I had told her 
Iny plan, ,vhich she pronounced to be delightful, she con- 
tinued-" I never was so provoked in lny life, Mr. Tit- 
marsh, as when that odious man caIne and interrupted that 
dear delightful conversation." 
"On your word? The odious man is on board the boat: 
I see hÌ1n smoking just by the funnel yonder, look! and 
looking at us." 
" He is very stupid," said Fanny; "and all that I adore 
is intellect, dear Mr. Titlnarsh." 
" But why is he on board?" said I, with a fin sOllrÚ'e. 
"Why is he on board? Why is everybody on board? 
How do we nleet? (and oh, how glad I aln to meet you 
again !) Yon don't suppose that I know ho,v the horrid 
Inan came here?" 
" Eh! he lnay be fascinated by a pair of blue eyes, 
Jiss 
Fanny! Others have been so," I said. 
" Don't be cruel to a poor girl, you wicked, satirical 
creature," she said. "I think Captain Hicks odious- 
there! and I was quite angry when I saw him on the boat. 
Mamlna does not know him, and she was so angry with lne 
for dancing with him that night-though there was nobody 
of any particular mark at poor deal' Mrs. Perkins's-that 
is, except you, Mr. Titnlarsh." 
" And I aln not a dancing man," I said with a sigh. 
"I hate dancing men; they can do nothing but dance." 
" Oh yes, they can. Some of them can smoke, and some 
can ride, and some can even spell very well." 
" You wicked, satirical person. I'm quite afraid of 
you ! '
 



212 THE KICKLEBURYS ON THE RHINE. 


" And some of them call the Rhine the "Vhine,' " I said, 
giving an admirable iluitation of poor Hicks's drawling 
In anneI' . 
Fanny looked hard at me with a peculiar expression on 
her face. At last she laughed, "Oh, you wicked, ,vicked 
man," she said, "'v hat a capitallnimic you are, and so full 
of cleverness! Do bring up Captain Ilicks-isn't that his 
nalne?-and trot him out for us. Bring hinl up, and in- 
troduce, hinl to Inalnma: do no,v, go!" 


lVlanllna, in the meantiIne, had waited her tÌ1l1e, and was 
just going to step down the cabin stairs as Lady Knights- 
bridge ascended frOln them To dra 'v back, to Inake a 
11l0St profound curtsey, to exclailn, "Lady Knightsbridge! 
.L have had the honour of seeing your ladyship at-Iuun- 
hUln-huIll (this word I could not catch) House, "-all 
these feats were perfornled by Lady Kicklebury in one in- 
stant, and acknowledged ,vith the usual cahnness by the 
younger lady. 
"And may I hope," continues Lady Kicklebury, "that 
that nlost beautiful of all children-a lnother Inay say so- 
that Lord PÌ1nlico has recovered his hooping-cough? ,ve 
were so anxious about him. Our lnedical attendant is Ì\fr. 
Tophalu, and he used to come froin Knightsbridgß House 
to Pocklington Square, often and often. I am interested 
about the hooping-cough ]\Iy own dear boy had it ll10St 
severely; that dear girl, IllY eldest daughter, whom you see 
stretched on the bench-she is in a very delicate state, and 
only lately lnarried-not such a Inatch as I could have 
wished: but Mr. Milliken :is of a good family, distantly 
related to your ladyship's. A Milliken, in George the 
Third's reign, lnarried a Boltimore, and the BoltÌ1nores, I 
think, are your first cousins. They Inarried this year, and 
Lavinia is so fond of 11le, that she can't part with me, and 
I have come abroad just to please her. \Ve are going to 
Noirbourg I think I heard from my son that Lord 
Knightsbridge was at N oirbourg." 
"I believe I have had the pleasure of seeing Sir Thomas 
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J{icklebury at Knightsbridge House," Lady Knightsbridge 
said, with something of sadness. 
"Indeed! and Kicklebury had never told her! He 
laughed at her when she talked about great people: he told 
her all sorts of ridiculous stories when upon this theme. " 
But, at any rate, the acquaintance was made-Lady Kickle- 
bury would not leave Lady Knightsbridge; and even ill the 
throes of sea-sickness, and the secret recesses of the cabin, 
would talk to her about the world, Lord Pimlico, and her 
father, General Guff, late aide-de-camp to the Duke of 
York. 
That those throes of sickness ensued, I need not say. A 
short tÌ1ne after passing Ralnsgate, Serjeant Lankin, who 
had been exceedingly gay and satirical (in his cahn way; 
he quotes Horace, lny favourite bits, as an author, to lny- 
self, and has a quiet snigger; and, so to speak, alnontillado 
flavour, exceedingly pleasant)-Lankin, with a rueful and 
livid countenance, descended into his berth, in the which 
that six foot of serjeant packed himself, I don't know how. 
When Lady Knightsbridge went down, down went 
Kicklebury. 
lilliken and his wife stayed, and were ill 
together on deck. A palIn of glory ought to be awarded to 
that man for his angelic patience, energy, and suffering. 
It was he who went for 1\lrs. Milliken's lnaid, who wouldn't 
come to her mistress. It was he, the shyest of men, who 
stormed the ladies' cabin-that ll1aritÍlne hareln-in order 
to get her mother's bottle of salts, It was he who went 
for the brandy and water, and begged, and prayed, and be- 
sought his adored Lavinia to taste a leetle drop. Lavinia's 
reply was, "Don't-go away-don't tease, Horace," and so 
forth. And, when not wanted, the gentle creature sub- 
sided on the bench, by his wife's feet, and was sick in 
silence. 
[.Ll1enl.-In married life, it seems to lne, that it is ahnost 
always Milliken aJtd wife, or just the contrary. The angels 
minister to the tyrants; or the gentle, henpecked husband 
cowers before the superior partlet. If ever I marry, I 
know the sort of woman I will choose; and I won't try her 
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tenlper by over-indulgence, and destroy her fine qualities 
by a ruinous subserviency to her wishes. ] 
Little Miss Fanny stayed on deck, as well as her sister, 
and looked at the stars of Heaven, as they began to shine 
there, and at the Foreland lights as we passed thein. I 
would have talked with her; I would have suggested im- 
ages of poesy and thoughts of beauty; I would have whis- 
pered the word of sentiment-the delicate allusion-the 
breathing of the soul that longs to find a congenial heart- 
the sorro,vs and aspirations of the wounded spirit, stricken 
and sad, yet not quite despairing; still knowing that the 
- hope-plant lurked in its crushed ruins-still able to gaze 
on the stars and the ocean, and love their blazing sheen, 
their boundless azure. I would, I say, have taken the op- 
portunity of that stilly night to lay bare ro her the treasures 
of a heart that, I alU happy to say, is young still; but cir- 
CUlustances forbade the frank outpouring of IllY poet soul: 
in a "rord, I was obliged to go and lie down on the flat of 
lilY back, and endeavour to control other eillotions which 
struggled in my breast. 
Once, in the night-watches, I arose, and caIne on deck; 
the vessel ,vas not, lllethought, pitching luuch; and yet- 
and yet Neptune ,vas inexorable. The placid stars looked 
down, but they gaye lue no peace. Lavinia Milliken 
see1ned asleep, and her Horace, in a death-like torpor, 
'was huddled, at her feet. Miss Fanny had quitted the lar- 
board side of the ship, and had gone to starboard; and I 
thought that there was a gelltlelnan beside her, but I could 
not see very clearly, and returned to the horrid crib, where 
Lankin was asleep, and the Gerlnan fiddler underneath hiIn 
was snoring like his own violoncello. 
In the luorning we were all as brisk as bees. We were 
in the snlooth 'waters of the lazy ScheId. The stewards 
began preparing breakfast with that matutinal eagerness 
which they always show. The sleepers in the cabin were 
roused froln their horse-hair couches by the stewards' boys 
nudging, and pushing, and flapping table-cloths over theln. 
I shaved and luade a neat toilette, and caIne upon deck just 
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as we layoff that little Dutch fort, which is, I dare say, 
described in Murray's Guidebook, and abo-ç.t which I had 
some rare. banter with poor Hicks and Lady Kicklebury, 
whose sense of humour is certainly not very keen. He 
had, somehow, joined her ladyship's party, and they were 
looking at the fort and its tricoloured flag-that floats famil- ; 
iar in Vandevelde's pictures-and at the lazy shipping, , 
and the tall roofs, and dumpy church towers, and flat pas- 
tures, lying before us in a Cuyp-like haze. 
I åln sorry to say, I told them the most awful fibs about 
that fort. How it had been defended by the Dutch patriot, 
Van Swammerdam, against the united forces of the Duke 
of Alva and ßilarshal Turenne, whose leg was shot off as he 
was leading the last unsuccessful assault, and who turned 
round to his aidø-de-camp and said, "Allez dire au Pren1Íer 
Consul, que je meurs avec regret de ne pas avoir assez fait 
pour la France!" which gave Lady Kicklebury an opportu- 
nity to placeJ' her story of the Duke of York, and the bOln- 
bardlnent of Valenciennes; and caused young Hicks to look 
at me in a puzzled and appealing manner and hint that I 
,vas "chaffing! " 
"Chaffing, indeed! " says I, with a particularly arch eye- 
twinkle at Miss Fanny. "I wouldn't nlake ftill of you, 
Captain Hicks! If you doubt my historical accuracy, look 
at the' Biographie Universelle.' I say-look at the' Bio- 
graphie U ni verselle.' " 
He said, "Oh-ah-the 'Biogwaphie U niverselle' nlay 
be all vewy well, and that; but I never can Inake out 
whether you are joking or not, somehow; and I always 
fancy you are going to cawickachaw me. Ha ha ! " And 
he laughed-the good-natured dragoon laughed, and fancied 
he had made a joke. 
I entreated hÜn not to be so severe upon me; and again 
he said, "Haw haw!" and told me "I mustn't expect to 
have it all11ty own 1vay, and, if I gave a hit, I must expect 
a Punch in return. Ha\v haw!" Oh, you honest young 
Hicks! 
Everybody, indeed, ,!as in high spirits. The fog cleared 
I-Vol. 24 
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off, the sun shone, the ladies chatted and laughed, even 
1\1rs. l\1illiken ,vas in good humour (" My wife is all intel- 
lect," l\iilliken says, looking at her ,vith adn1iration), and 
talked with us freely and gaily. She was kind enough to 
say that it was a great pleasure to meet with a literary and 
well-informed person-that one often lived with people 
that did not cOinprehend one. She asked if my companion, 
that tall gentlelnan-l\lr. Serjeant Lankin, was he?-was 
literary. And ,vhen I said that Lankin knew 1110re Greek, 
and Inore Latin, and n10re la,v, and l110re history, and il10re 
everything, than all the passengers put together, she vouch- 
safed to look at hiIn with interest, and enter into a conver- 
sation with IllY nlodest friend, the Serjeant. Then it was 
that her adoring husband said" his Lavinia was all intel- 
lect" ;-and Lady I{icklebury saying that" she was not a 
literary ,vornan; that in he?' day few acquireillen ts ,vere 
requisite for the British felnale; but that she kne.w tILe 
spi'rit of the age, and her duty as a n
othe1'," and that" La- 
vinia and Fanny had had the best masters, and the best 
education which money and constant maternal solicitude 
could iInpart." If our Inatrons are virtuous, as they are, 
and it is Britain's boast, pernÜt me to say that they cer- 
tainly know it. 
The conversation growing powerfully intellectual under 
1\lrs. l\1illiken, poor Hicks naturally becalne uneasy, and 
put an end to literature by adn1Íring the ladies' head- 
dresses. "Cab-heads, hoods, what do you call 'em?" he 
asked of l\fiss Kicklebury. Indeed, she and her sister 
wore a couple of those blue silk over-bonnets, which have 
lately becmlle the fashion, and which I never should have 
mentioned but for the young lady's reply. 
"Those hoods!" she said-" we call those hoods Uglies, 
Captain Hicks." 
Oh, how pretty she looked as she said it! The blue eyes 
looked up under the blue hood, so archly and gaily; ever 
so lnany dilnples began playing about her face; her little 
voice rang so fresh and sweet, that a heart which has never 
loved a tree or flower but the vegetable in question was 
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sure to perish-a heart worn down and sickened by repeated 
disappointInent, Illockery, faithlessness-a heart whereof 
despair is an accustomed tenant, and in whose desolate and 
lonely depths dwel1s an abiding gloom, began to throb once 
more-began to beckon Hope from the window-began to 
admit sunshine-began to-O Folly, Folly! 0 Fanny! 0 
Miss K., how lovely you looked as you said, " We call 
those hoods U glies !" Ugly, indeed! 


This is a chronicle of feelings and characters, not of 
events and places, so nluch. All this time our vessel ,vas 
making rapid way up the river, and we saw before us the 
slim towers of the noble cathedral of Antwerp soaring in 
the rosy sunshine. Lankin and I had agreed to go to the 
Grand Laboureur, on the Place de Meir. They giye you a 
particular kind of jaIn-tarts there-called Nuns' tarts, I 
think-that I relllelnber, these twenty years, as the very 
best tarts-as good as the tarts which we ate when we were 
boys. The Laboureur is a dear old quiet comfortable ho- 
tel; and there is no man in England who likes a good din- 
ner better than Lankin. 
"'Vhat hotel do you go to?" I asked of Lady Kickle.. 
bury. 
" We go to the Saint Antoine, of course. Everybody 
goes to the Saint Antoine," her ladyship said. "We propose 
to rest here; to do the Rubens's; and to proceed to Cologne 
to-morro\v. Horace, call Finch and Bowman; and your 
courier, if he ,vill have the condescension to ,vait upon 1ìW, 
will perhaps look to the baggage." 
"I think, Lankin," said I, "as everybody seems going to 
the Saint Antoine, we Inayas well go, and Dot spoil the 
party. " 
"I think I'll go too," says Hicks; as if lte belonged to 
the party. 
And oh, it was a great sight when we landed, and at . 
every place at which we paused afterwards, to see Hirsch 
over the Kicklebury baggage, and hear his polyglot male- 
dictions at the porters! If a man sometiines feels sad and 
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lonely at his bachelor condition, if S01ne feelings of envy 
pervade his heart, at seeing beauty on another's arIn, and 
kind eyes directed towards a happier mug than his own- 
at least there are some consolations in travelling, when a 
fellow has but one little portIllanteau or bag which he can 
easily shoulder, and thinks of the innun1erable bags and 
trunks which the married luan and the father drags after 
him. The lllarried Briton on a tour is but a luggage over- 
seer; his luggage is his lllorning thought, and his nightly 
terror. '\Vhen he floats along the Rhine he has one eye on 
a ruin, and the other on his luggage. When he is on the 
railroad he is al ways thinking, or ordered by his wife to 
think, "Is the luggage safe?" It clings round hÏ1n. It 
never leaves hiln (except when it does leave him, as a trunk 
or two will, and Inake hiIn doubly Iniser&.ble). His carpet- 
bags lie on his chest at night, and his wife's forgotten 
bandbox haunts his turbid dreallls. 
I think it was after she found that Lady Kicklebury pro- 
posed to go to the Grand Saint Antoine that Lady Knights- 
bridge put herself with her lnaid into a carriage and went 
to the other inn. We saw her at the cathedral, where she 
kept aloof from our party. l\Iilliken went up the to,ver, 
and so did l\lfiss Fanny. I anl too old a traveller to lllount 
up those immeasurable stairs, for the purpose of lllaking 
lllyself dizzy by gazing upon a vast lllap of low countries 
stretrhed beneath llle, and waited with 
lrs. lVlilliken and 
her Inother below. 
'Vhen the tower-cliInbel's descended we asked Miss 
Fanny and her brother ,vhat they had seen. 
"'Ve saw Captain Hicks up there," relnarked l\t1illiken. 
" And I am very glad you didn't come, Lavinia, IllY love. 
The excitelnent would have been too llluch for you, quite 
too l1luch." 
All this while Lady ICicklebury was looking at Fanny, 
and Fanny was holding her eyes down; and I knew that 
between her and this poor Hicks there could be nothing 
serious, for she had laughed at hÏ1n and InÎlnicked him to 
Ine half a dozen thnes in the course of the day. 
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'Ve "do the Rubens's,,-ø as Lady Kicklebury says; we 
trudge from cathedral to picture-gallery, from church to 
church. 'Ve see the calm old city, with its towers and 
gables, the bourse, and the vast town-hall; and I have 
the honour to give Lady Kicklebury my arm during these 
peregrinations, and to hear a hundred particulars regarding 
her ladyship's life and falnily. How Milliken has been 
recently building at Pigeoncot; how he will have two thou- 
sand a year more when his uncle dies; how she had per- 
emptorily to put a stop to the assiduities of that unprinci- 
pled young man, Lord Roughhead, whom Lavinia always 
detested, and who married }\tliss Brent out of sheer pique. 
It was a great escape for her darling Lavinia. Roughhead 
is a most ,vild and dissipated young lnan, one of Kickle-. 
bury's Christchurch friends, of whom her son has too 
many, alas! and she enters into many particulars respect- 
ing the conduct of Kicklebury-the unhappy boy's s1110k- 
ing, his love of billiards, his fondness for the turf; she 
fears he has already injured his income, she fears he is 
even now playing at N oirbourg; she is going thither to 
wean hiIn, if possible, from his companions and his gaieties 
-what may not a nlother effect? She only wrote to him 
the day before they left London to announce that she was 
marching on him with her fanlily. He is in many respects 
like his poor father-the saIne openness and frankness, the 
same easy disposition, alas! the same love of pleasure. 
But she had reforlned the father, and will do her utmost 
to call back her dear n1isguided boy. She had an ad v an- 
tageous matchJor him in view-a lady not beautiful in per- 
son, it is true, but possessed of every good principle, and a 
very, very handsome fortune. It was under pretence of 
flying from this lady that Kicklebury left town. But she 
knew better. 
I say young men will be young men, and sow their wild 
oats; and think to myself that the invasion of his mamma 
will be perhaps Inore surprising than pleasant to young Sir 
Thomas Kicklebury, and that she possibly talks about her- 
self and her family, and her virtues, and her daughters, a 
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little too much; but she will make a confidant of nle, and 
all the time ,ve are doing the Rubens's she is talking of 
the pictures at Kicklebury, of her portrait by La"wrence, 
pronounced to be his finest work, of Lavinia's talent for 
drawing, and the expense of Jfanny's l11usic-masters; of 
her house in town (where she hopes to see l11e); of her 
parties which were stopped by the illness of her butler. 
She talks Kicklebury until I alll sick. And oh, Miss 
Fanny, all of this I endure, like an old fool, for an occa- 
sional sight of your bright eyes and rosy face! 


[Another parenthesis. "'Ve hope to see you In town, 
l\ir. Titlnarsh." Foolish mockery! If all the people 
,vhom one has nlet abroad, and who have said" We hope 
to nleet you often in town," had but l1lade any the slightest 
efforts to realise their hopes by sending a simple line of in- 
vitation through the penny post, what an el10rlllOUS dinner 
acquaintance one would have had! But I mistrust people 
who say " 'Ve hope to see you in to,vn."] 


Lankin COlnes in at the end of the day, just before din- 
ner-tÍ1ne. He has paced the ,vhole town by hil11self- 
church, tower, and fortifications, and Rubens, and all. He 
is full of Egnlont and Alva. He is up to all the history 
of the siege, when Chassée defended, and the French at- 
tacked the place. After dinner we stroll along the quays; 
and, over the quiet cigar in the hotel court, J\lonsieur 
Lankin discourses about the Rubens pictures, in a way 
which shows that the learned Serjeant has an eye for pic- 
torial beauty as well as other beauties in this world, and 
can rightly admire the vast energy, the prodigal genius, 
the royal splendour of the King of Antwerp. In the lnost 
modest way in the world he has reillarked a student lnak- 
ing clever sketches at the l\Iuseuln, and has ordered a cou- 
ple of copies from him of the famous .Vandyke and the 
wondrous adoration of the Magi, "a greater picture," says 
he "than even the cathedral picture," in which opinion 
those may agree ,vho like. He says he thinks J\1iss Kickle- 
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bury is a pretty little thing, that all lny swans are geese, 
and that as for that old woman, with her airs and graces, 
she is the most intolerable old nuisance in the world, 
There is llluch good judglnent, but there is too lnuch sar- 
donic humour about Lankin. He cannot appreciate WOlnen 
properly. He is spoiled by being an old bachelor, and liv- 
ing in that dingy old PUllip Court; ,vhere, by the way, he 
has a cellar fit for a pontiff. 'Ve go to rest; they have 
given us humble lodgings high up in the building, which 
we accept like philosophers who travel with but a portlllan- 
teau apiece. The Kickleburys have the grand suite, as be- 
COlnes their dignity. Which, which of those twinkling 
lights ilhunines the chanlber of Miss Fanny? 
Hicks is sitting in the court too, smoking his cigar. He 
and Lankin 111et in the fortifications. Lankin says he is a 
sensible fellow, and See111S to know his profession. " Ev- 
ery luan can talk well about something," the Serjeant says. 
"And one man can about everything," says I, at which 
Lankin blushes; anG.. we take our flaring tallow candles and 
go to bed. He has us up an hour before the starting tilne, 
and we have that period to admire Herr Oberkellner, who 
swaggers as becomes the Oberkellner of a house frequented 
by ambassadors; ,vho contradicts us to our faces, and ,vhose 
own countenance is ornaulented ,vith yesterday's beard, of 
which, or of any part of his clothing, the graceful youth 
does not appear to have divested himself since last we left 
hhn. We recognise, somewhat dingy and faded, the elab- 
orate shirt-front which appeared at yesterday's banquet. 
Farewell, Herr Oberkellner, may we never see your hand- 
some countenance, washed or unwashed, shaven or un- 
shorn, again! 
Here come the ladies-" Good-morning, Miss Fanny." 
"I hope you slept well, Lady Kicklebury? " " A trelnen- 
dous bill?" "No wonder; how can you expect otherwise, 
when you have such a bad dinner?" Hearken to Ilirsch's 
comminations over the luggage. Look at the honest Bel- 
gian soldiers and that fat Freyschütz on guard, his rifle in 
one hand, and the other hand in his pocket. Captain Hicks 
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bursts into a laugh at the sight of the fat Freyschütz, ancl 
says, "By Jove, Titmarsh, you must cawickachaw him." 
And we take our seats at length and at leisure, and the 
railway trumpets blow, and (save for a brief halt) we never 
stop till night, trumpeting by green flats and pastures, by 
broad canals and olel towns, through Liége and Verviers s 
through Aix and Cologne, till we are landed at Bonn at 
 
nightfall. 
\Ve all have supper, or tea-we have become pretty in. 
timate-,ve look at the strangers' book, as a Inatter of 
course, in the great room of the Star Hotel. \Vhy, every- 
body is on the Rhine! Here are the names of half one's 
acquain tance. 
"I see Lord and Lady Exborough are gone on," says 
Lady Kicklebury, whose eye fastens naturally on her kin- 
dred aristocracy. "Lord and Lady Wyebridge and suite, 
Lady Zedland and her family." 
"Hallo! here's Cutler of the Onety-oneth, and 
Iacl\Iull 
of the Greens, en 'route to Noirbourg," says Hicks confi- 
dentially. "Know 1\IacMull? Devilish good fellow-such 
a fellow to smoke." 
Lankin, too, reads and grins. " vVhy, are they going 
the Rhenish circuit?" he says, and reads:- 
Sir Thomas l\Iinos, Lady Minos, nebst Begleitung, aus 
England. 
Sir John Æacus, mit Familie und Dienerschaft, aus 
England. 
Sir Roger Rhadamanthus. 
Thomas Smith, Serjeant. 
Serjeant Brown and 1\I1's. Brown, ans England. 
Serjeant Tomkins, Anglais. Madame Tomkins, Mesde- 
moiselles Tomkins. 
l\Ionsieur Kewsy, Conseiller de S. M. la Reine d' Angle- 
terre. 1\lrs. Kewsy, three Miss Kewsys. 
And to this list, Lankin, laughing, had put down his 
own name, and that of the reader's obedient servant, under 
the august autograph of Lady Kicklebury, who signed for 
herself, her son-in-law, and her suite. 
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Yes, we all flock the one after the other, we faithful 
English folks. We can buy Harvey Sauce, and Cayenne 
Pepper, and .l\'Iorison's Pills, in every city in the world. 
\Ve carry our nation everywhere with us; and are in our 
island, wherever we go. Toto divisos ol'be-always sepa- 
rated froin the people in the Inidst of wholn we are. 


'Vhen we came to the steamer next morning, the castled 
crag of Drachenfels rose up in the sunrise before, and 
looked as pink as the cheeks of l\laster Jacky, when they 
have been just \vashed in the morning. Ho\v that rosy 
light, too, did bécome Miss Fanny's pretty dimples, to be 
sure! How good a cigar is at the early da\vn! Illlaintain 
that it has a flavour which it does not possess at later 
hours, and that it partakes of the freshness of all Nature. 
And wine, too; wine is never so good as at breakfast-only 
one can't drink it, for tipsiness's sake 
See! there is a young fellow drinking soda-water and 
brandy already. He puts down his glass with a gasp of 
satisfaction. It is evident that he had need of that forti- 
fier and refresher. He puts do\vn the beaker and says, 
"How are you, Titmarsh? I was so cut last night. My 
eyes, wasn't I! Not in the least; that's all." 
It is the youthful descendant and heir of an ancient line: 
the noble Earl of Gl'inlsùy's son, Viscount Talboys. He is 
travelling with the Rev. Baring Leader, his tutor; who, 
having a great natural turn and liking towards the aris- 
tocracy, and having inspected Lady Kicklebury's cards on 
her trunks, has introduced hilnself to her ladyship already, 
and has inquired after Sir Thomas Kickle bury, w hOin he 
remembers perfectly, and whom he had often the happi- 
ness of meeting when Sir Thomas was an undergraduate at 
Oxford. There are fe\v characters more amiable, and de- 
lightful to watch and contelnplate, than some of those 
:!liddle-aged Oxford bucks who hang about the University, 
and live with the young tufts. Leader can talk racing and 
boating with the fastest young Christchurch gentleman. 
Leader occasionally rides to cover with Lord Talboys; is a 
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good shot, and seldom walks out without a setter or a 
spaniel at his heels. Leader kno,vs the "Peerage" and the 
"Racing Calendar" as well as the Oxford cram-books. 
I Leader comes up to town and dines with Lord Grimsby. 
Leader goes to Court every two years. He is the greatest 
swell in his common-room. He drinks claret, and can't 
stand port wine any longer, and the old fellows of his Col- 
lege adlnire him, and pet him, and get all their knowledge 
of the world and the aristocracy from him. I admire those 
kind old dons 'v hen they appear, affable and jaunty, men 
of the world, members of the Camford and Ox bridge Club, 
upon the London pavement. I like to see them over the 
Morning Post in the comlnon-room; with a "Ha, I see Lady 
Rackstraw has another daughter."-"Poppleton there has 
been at another party at X- House, and YOlt weren't 
asked, IllY boy."-" Lorù Coverdale has got a large party 
staying at Coverdale. Did you know him at Christchurch? 
He was a very handsonle man before he broke his nose 
fighting the bargeman at Iilley: a light ,veight, but a beau- 
tiful sparrer," etc. Let nle add that Leader, although he 
does love a tuft, has a kind heart: as his mother and sis- 
ters in Yorkshire know; as all the village knows too-which 
is proud of his position in the great world, and ,velcomes 
him very kindly when he comes down and takes the duty 
at Christmas, and preaches to them one or two of "the 
very sermons which Lord Grimsby was good enough to 
like, when I delivered them at Talboys." 
"You are not acquainted with Lord Talboys?" Leader 
asks, with a dégagé air. "I shall have much pleasure in 
introducing you to him. Talboys, let me introduce you to 
Lady Kicklebury. Sir Thomas KicklebUl'y was not at 
Christchurch in your time; but you have heard of him, I 
daresay. Your son has left a reputation at Oxford." 
"I should think I have, too. He walked a hundred 
miles in a htmdred hours. They said he bet that he'd drink 
a hundred pints of beer in a hundred hours; but I don't 
think he could do it-not strong beer; don't think any 
man could. The beer here isn't worth a-" 
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"1\ly dear Talboys," says Leader, with a winning smile, 
"I suppose Lady Kicklebury is not a judge of beer-and 
what an unromantic subject of conversation here, under 
the castled crag immortalised by Byron." 
"\Vhat the deuce does it 11lean about peasant girls with 
dark blue eyes, and hands that offer corn and wine?" asks 
Talboys. " I've never seen any peasant girls, except the 
-ugliest set of women I ever looked at." 
"The poet's licence. I see, Milliken, you are Inaking a 
charming sketch. You used to draw when you ,vere at 
Brazennose, 
Iilliken; and play-yes, you played the vio- 
loncello. " 
IVIr. Milliken still possessed these accomplishments. He 
was taken up that very evening by a soldier at Coblentz, 
for luaking a sketch of Ehrenbreitstein. 1\1rs. l\Iilliken 
sketches, illlluensely too, and writes poetry: such dreary 
pictures, such dreary poenls! but professional people are 
proverbially jealous; and I doubt ,vhether our fellow-pas- 
senger, the German, ,vould even allo,v that l\lilliken could 
play the violoncello. 
Lady Kicklebury gives 1\iiss Fanny a nudge ,vhen Lord 
Talboys appears, and orders her to exert all her fascina- 
tions. How the old lady coaxes, and she ,vheedles! She 
pours out the Talboys pedigree upon hhn; and asks after 
his aunt, and his Inother's family. Is he going to Noir- 
bourg? How delightful! There is nothing like British 
spirit; and to see an English matron well set upon a young 
man of large fortune and high rank, is a great and curious 
sigh t. 
And yet, somehow, the British doggedness does not al- 
ways answer. " Do you kno'w that old woman in the drab 
jacket, Titmarsh?" IllY hereditary legislator asks of me. 
"What the devil is she bothering 'Ine for, about IllY aunts, 
and setting her daughter at me? I ain't such a fool as 
that. I ain't clever, Titmarsh; I never said I ,vas. I 
never pretend to be clever, and that-but why does that 
old fool bother 'I1W, hay? Heigho! 1'IU devlish thirsty. 
I was devlish cut last night. I think I Inust haye another 
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go-off. Hallo you! Kellner! Garsong ! Ody soda, Oter 
petty vare do dyvee de Conac. That's your sort; isn't it, 
Leader? " 
"You will speak French well enough if you practise," 
says Leader ,vith a tender voice; "practice is everything. 
Shall we dine at the table d'hôte? Waiter! put down 
the name of Viscount Talboys and Mr. Leader, if you 
please, " 
The boat is full of all sorts and conditions of men. 
For'ard, there are peasants and soldiers: stumpy, placid- 
looking little 'warriors for the lllost part, smoking feeble 
cigars, and looking quite harmless under their enormous 
hehnets. 4. poor, stunted, dull-looking boy of sixteen, 
staggering before a black-striped sentry-box, with an enor- 
mous musket on his shoulder, does not seeln to me a mar- 
tialor awe-inspiring object. Has it not been said that we 
carry our prejudices everywhere, and only admire what ,ve 
are accustomed to admire in our own country? 
Yonder walks a handsome young soldier who has just 
been marrying a wife. How happy they seeIn! and how 
pleased that everybody should remark their happiness. It 
is a fact that in the full sunshine, and before a couple of 
hundred people on board the Joseph Miller steamer, the 
soldier absolutely kissed 1\11's. Soldier, at which the sweet 
Fanny ICicklebury was made to blush. 
\Ve were standing together looking at the various groups: 
the pretty peasant woman (really pretty for once), with the 
red headdress and fluttering ribbons, and the child in her 
arms; the jolly fat old gentlen1an (who little thought he 
would ever be a frontispiece in this life), and who was 
drinkin g Rhine wine before noon, and turning his back 
upon all the castles, towers, and ruins, which reflected 
their crumbling peaks in the water; upon the handsome 
young students who caIne with us from Bonn, . with their 
national colours in their caps, with their picturesque looks, 
their yellow ringlets, their budding moustaches, and with 
cuts upon almost everyone of their noses, obtained in duels 
at the university-most picturesque are these young fel- 
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lows, indeed-but, ah, why need they have such black 
hands? 
N ear us is a type, too, a man who adorns his own tale, 
and points his own moral. " Yonder, in his carriage, sits 
the Count de Reineck, who won't travel without that dis- 
mal old chariot, though it is shabby, costly, and clumsy, 
and though the wicked Red Republicans come and smoke 
under his very nose-yes, l\Iiss Fanny, it is the lusty 
young Germany, pulling the nose of the worn-out old 
world. " 
"Law, what do you Ineån, 1\lr. Titlnarsh?" crIes the 
dear Fanny. 
"And here comes 
Iademoiselle de Reineck, with her 
companion-you see she is wearing out one of the faded 
silk gowns which she has spoiled at the Residenz during 
the season, for the Reinecks are econolnical, though they 
are proud, and forced, like many other insolvent grandees, 
to do and to wear shabby things." 
"It is very kind of the young countess to call her com- 
panion 'Louise,' and to let Louise call her ' Laure'; but if 
faces may be trusted-and we can read in one countenance 
conceit and tyranny, deceit and slyness in another
dear 
Louise has to suffer some hard raps froln dear Laure; and, 
to judge fronl her dress, I don't think poor IJollÏse has her 
salary paid very regularly." 
" What a comfort it is to live in a country where there is 
neither insolence nor bankruptcyalnong the great folks, 
nor cringing nor flattery among the sinall. Isn't it, Miss 
Fanny? " 
}Iiss Fanny says that she can't understand whether I am 
joking or serious, and her mamma calls her away to look 
at the ruins of \Yigginstein. Everybody looks at vViggin- 
stein-you are told in :rv[urray to look at 'Vigginstein. 


Lankin, who has been standing by, with a grin every 
now and then upon his sardonic countenance, COlnes up and 
says, "Titmarsh, ho,v can you be so impertinent? " 
"Impertinent! as how? " 
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"The girl must understand what you lnean: and you 
shouldn't laugh at her own mother to her. Did you ever 
see anything like the way in ,vhich that horrible WOlnan 
is following the young lord about?" 
"See! You see it every day, my dear fellow; only the 
trick is better done, and Lady Kicklebury is rather a 
clumsy practitioner. See! why, nobody is better aware of 
the springs which are set to catch him than that young fel- 
low himself, who is as knowing as any veteran in May 
Fair. And you don't suppose that Lady Kicklebury fan- 
cies that she is doing anything lnean, or anything wrong? 
Heaven bless you! she never did anything wrong in her 
life. She has no idea but that everything she says, and 
thinks, and does is right. And no doubt she never did rob 
a church: and was a faithful wife to Sir Tholnas, and pays 
her tradeSlnen. Confound her virtue! It is that which 
makes her so ,vonderful-that brass armour in which she 
walks iInpenetrable-not knowing what pity is, or charity; 
crying sometimes when she is vexed, or thwarted, but 
laughing never-cringing, and don1Îneering by the same 
natural instinct-never doubting about herself above all. 
Let us rise, and revolt against those people, Lankin. Let 
us war with theIn, and sn1Îte them utterly. It is to use 
against these, especially, that Scorn and Satire were in- 
vented." 
" And the animal you attack," says Lankin, "is provided 
with a hide to defend him-it is a COffilnon ordinance of 
na ture. " 


And so we pass by to,ver and town, and float up the 
Rhine. 'Ve don't describe the river. \Vho does not know 
it? How you see people asleep in the cabins at the most 
picturesque parts, and angry to be a wakened when they 
fire off those stupid guns for the echoes! It is as familiar 
to nlllnbers of people as Greenwich; and ,ve know the 
lnerits of the inns along the road as if they were the Tra- 
falgar or the Star and Garter. How stale everything grows! 
If we were to live in a garden of Eden now, and the gate 
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were open, we should go out, and tramp forward, and push 
on, and get up early in the morning, and push on again- 
anything to keep moving, anything to get a change, any- 
thing but quiet for the restless children of Cain. 


So many thousands of English folks have been at Rou- 
getnoirbourg in this and past seasons, that it is scarcely 
needful to alter the name of that pretty little gay wicked 
place. There were so many British barristers there this 
year that they called the Hôtel des Quatre Saisons the 
Hotel of Quarter Sessions. There were judges and their 
,vives, serjeants and their ladies, Queen's counsel learned 
in the law, the northern circuit and the ,vestern circlút- 
there were officers of half-pay and full-pay, militaryoffi- 
cers, naval officers, and sheriffs' officers. There were peo- 
ple of high fashion and rank, and people of no rank at all 
-there were men and WOlnen of reputation, and of the 
two kinds of reputation-there were English boys playing 
cricket-English pointers putting up the German par- 
tridges, and English guns knocking them down-there were 
women whose husbands, and men whose wives were at 
home- there was High Church and Low Church-England 
turned out for a holiday, in a word. Ho\v much farther 
shall we extend our holiday ground, and where shall we 
camp next? A winter at Cairo is nothing now. Perhaps 
ere long we shall be going to Saratoga Springs, and the 
Americans coming to Margate for the summer. 
Apartments befitting her dignity and the number of her 
family had been secured for Lady Kicklebury by her duti- 
ful son, in the same house in which one of Lankin's friends 
had secured for us much humbler lodgings. Kicklebury 
received his mother's advent with a great deal of good hu- 
mour; and a wonderful figure the good-natured little bar- 
onet was when he presented himself to his astonished 
friends, scarcely recognisable by his own parent and 
is- 
tel's, and the staring retainers of their house. 
" 
rercy, Kicklebury! ha ve you become a Red Repub- 
lican?" his mother asked. 
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"I can't find a place to kiss you," said IVIiss Fanny, 
laughing to her brother; and he gave her pretty cheek such 
a scrub with his red beard, as made SOlne folks think it 
would be very pleasant to be 
liss Fanny's brother. 
In the course of his travels, one of Sir Thomas Kickle- 
bury's chief amuselnents and cares had been to cultivate 
this bushy auburn ornalnent. He said that no luan could 
pronounce German properly without a beard to his jaws; 
but he did not appear to have got luuch beyond this pl'e- 
lin1Ínary step to learning; and, in spite of his beard, his 
honest English accent caIne out, as his jolly English face 
looked forth from behind that fierce and bristly decoration, 
perfectly good-hlunoured and unnlÍstakable. 'Ve try our 
best to look like foreigners, but 1ve can't. Every Italian 
mendicant or Pont N euf beggar knows his Englishn1an in 
spite of blouse, aud beard, and slouched hat. "There is a 
peculiar highbred grace about us," I whisper to Lady 
Kicklebury, "an aristocratic je ne sais quoi, 1vhich is not 
to be found in any but Englishluen; and it is that which 
Inakes us so immensely liked and adluired all over the 
Continent." Well, this may be truth or joke-this may be 
a sneer or a sÍInple assertion: our vulgarities and our inso- 
lences luay perhaps lnake us as reluarkable as that high 
breeding which we aSSlune to possess. It may be that the 
continental society ridicules and detests us as ,ve ,valk 
dOlllÍneering over Europe-but, after all, which of us 
would denationalise hiluself? who ,vollldn't be au English- 
man? Come, sir, COSlllopolite as you are, passing all your 
,vinters at Rome or at Paris; exile by choice, or poverty, 
from your own country; preferring easier manuel'S, cheaper 
pleasures, a simpler life: are you not still proud of your 
British citizenshil), and would you like to be a Frenchman? 
Kicklebury has a great acquaintance at Noirbourg, and 
as he walks into the great concert-room at night, introduc- 
ing his mother and sisters there, he seems to look about 
,vith a little anxiety lest all of his acquaintance should 
recognise him. There are some in that most strange and 
lllotley company with whom he had rather not exchange 
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salutations under present circumstances. Pleasure-seekers 
from every nation in the world are here, sharpers of both 
sexes, wearers of the stars and cordons. of every court in 
Europe, Russian princesses, Spanish grandees, Belgian, 
French, and English nobles, every degree of Briton, from 
the ambassador who has his congé, to the London appren- 
tice who has come out for his fortnight's lark. Kicklebury 
knows them all, and has a good-natured nod for each. 
" \Vho is that lady with the three daughters who saluted 
you, Kickle bury?" asks his mother. 
"That is our Ambassadress at X., ma'aill. I saw her 
yesterday buying a penny toy for one of her little children 
in Frankfort Fair." 
Lady Kickle bury looked towards Lady X.: she makes 
Her Excellency an undeveloped curtsey, as it were; she 
waves her plumed head (Lady K. is got up in great style, 
in a rich déJeune'l' toilette, perfectly regardless of expense); 
she salutes the alnbassadress with a sweeping gesture from 
her chair, and backs before her as before royalty, and 
turns to her daughters large eyes full of meaning, and 
spreads out her silks in state. 
"And ,vho is that distinguished-looking man who just 
passed, and who gave you a reserved nod?" asks her lady- 
ship. "Is that Lord X. ? " 
Kicklebury burst out laughing. "That, ma'aln, is 1\1r. 
Higmore, of Conduit Street, tailor, draper, and habit- 
maker-and I owe hiIn a hundred pound." 
"The insolence of that sort of people is really intoler- 
able," says Lady Kicklebury. "There must be SOine dis- 
tinction of classes. They ought not to be allowed to go 
every.where. And who is yonder, that lady with the two 
boys and the-the very high cOlnplexion?" Lady ICickle- 
bury asks. 
"That is a Russian princess: and one of those little 
boys, the one who is sueking a piece of barley-sugar, plays, 
and wins five hundred louis in a night." 
"Kicklebury, you do not play? Promise your mother 
you do not! Swear to me at this moment you do not! 
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Where are the horrid gambling-roolus? There at that door 
where the crowd is? Of course I shall never enter them! " 
"Of course not, ma' am," says the affectionate son on 
duty. " And if you come to the balls here, please don't 
let Fanny dance with anybodr, until you ask nle first; you 
understand? Fanny, you will take care." 
"Yes, Tom," says Fanny. 
"What, Hicks, how are you, old fellow? How is Platts? 
'Vho would have thought of you being here? 'Vhen did 
you come? " 
"I had the pleasure of travelling with Lady Kicklebury 
and her daughters in the London boat to Antwerp," says 
Captain Hicks, luaking the ladies a bow, Kicklebury in- 
troduces Hicks to his mother as his lUOSt particular friend 
-and he whispers Fanny that" he's as good a fellow as 
ever lived, Hicks is." Fanny sayg "he seems very kind 
and good-natured; and-and Captain Hicks waltzes very 
well," says Miss Fanny with a blush, "and I hope I may 
have him for one of my partners." 
What a Babel of tongues it is in this splendid hall with 
gleaming marble pillars, a ceaseless rushing whisper as if 
the band were playing its luusic by a waterfall! The Brit- 
ish lawyers, are all got together, and IUY friend Lallkin, on 
his arrival, has been carried off by his brother serjeants 
and beCOlnes oncë luore a lawyer. " 'V ell, brother Lankin," 
says old Sir Tholnas l\Iinos, with his venerable kind face, 
"rou have got your rule, I see." And they fall into talk 
about their law matters, as they always do, wherever they 
are-at a club, in a ball-rooIn, at a dinner-table, at the 
top of ChiInborazo. SOlue of the young barristers appear 
as bucks with uncomluon splendour, and dance and hang 
about the ladies. But they have not the easy languid 
deuce-lnay-care air of the young bucks of the Hicks and 
Kicklebury school-they can't put on their clothes with 
that happy negligence; their neckcloths sit quite differently 
on them, sOluehow; they become very hot when they dance, 
and yet do not spin round near so quickly as those London 
youths, who have acquired experience in corpore vili, and 
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learned to dance easily by the practice of a thousand 
casinos. 
Above the Babel tongues and the clang of the music, as 
you listen in the great saloon, you hear from a neighbour- 
ing rOOlll a certain sharp ringing clatter, and a hard clear 
voice cries out, "Zero rouge," or "Trente-cinq noir. Illl- 
pair et passe"; and then there is a pause of a couple of 
minutes, and then the voice says, "Faites Ie J eu Mes- 
sieurs. Le Jeu est fait, Rien ne va plus "-and the sharp 
ringing clatter recomluences. You know ,vhat that room 
is? That is Hades. That is where the spirited proprietor 
of the establishment takes his toll, and thither the people 
go who pay the Inoney which supports the spirited propri- 
etor and this fine palace and gardens. Let us enter Hades, 
and see what is going on there. 
Hades is not an unpleasant place. l\'Iost of the people 
look rather cheerful. You don't see any frantic gall1blers 
gnashing their teeth or dashing down their last stakes. 
The winners ha ve the lllOst anxious faces; or the poor 
shabby fellows who have got systems, and are pricking 
down the alternations of red and black on cards, and don't 
seelll to be playing at all. On fête days the country people 
come in, Inen and ,vornen, to gamble, and they seem to be 
excited as they put down their hard-earned florins with 
trelnbling rough hands, and watch the turn of the wheel. 
But what you call the good cOlnpany is very quiet and easy. 
A nlan loses his mass of gold, and gets up and walks off, 
without any particular Inark of despair. The only gentle- 
man ,vhom I saw at Noh'bourg who seemed really affected 
was a certain Count de 
Iustacheff, a Russian of enorlllOUS 
wealth, who clenched his fists, beat his breast, cursed his 
stars, and absolutely cried with grief, not for losing money, 
but for neglecting to win, and play upon a coup de vingt, a 
series in ,vhich the red was turned up twenty tinles run- 
ning: which series had he but played, it is clear that he 
Inight have broken 
I. Lenoir's bank, and shut up the 
gambling-house, and doubled his own fortune-when he 
,vould have been no happier, and all the balls and luusic, 
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all the newspaper-rooms and parks, all the feasting and 
pleasure of this delightful Rougetnoirbourg would have 
been at an end. 
For though he is a wicked gambling prince, Lenoir, he is 
beloved in all these regions; his establishment gives life to 
the town, to the lodging-house and hotel-keepers, to the 
milliners and hackney-coachmen, to the letters of horse- 
flesh, to the huntsmen and gardes-de-chasse; to all these 
honest fiddlers and trulnpeters who play so delectably. 
vVere Lenoir's bank to break, the whole little city would 
shut up; and all the N oirbourgers wish him prosperity, 
and benefit by his good fortune. 
Three years since the Noirbourgers underwent a mighty 
panic. There caIne, at a time when the chief Lenoir was 
at Paris, and the reins of government were in the hands of 
his younger brother, a company of adventurers frOln Bel- 
gium, ,vith a capital of three hundred thousand francs, and 
an infallible systelli for playing rouge et noir, and they 
boldly challenged the bank of Lenoir, and sate down be- 
fore his croupiers, and defied him. They called themselves 
in their pride the Contrebanque de NOÏ1'bourg: they had 
their croupiers and punters, even as Lenoir had his: they 
had their rouleaux of napoleons, stamped with their COIl- 
trebanquish seal :-and they began to play. 
As when two mighty giants step out of a host and en- 
gage, the armies stand still in expectation, and the puny 
privates and commonalty remain quiet to witness the COlli- 
bat of the tremendous champions of the war: so it is said 
tlÌat ,vhen the Contrebanque arrived, and ranged itself be- 
fore the officers of Lenoir-rouleau to rouleau, bank-note 
to bank-note, war for ,val', controlment for controlment- 
all the minor pun tel'S and gaIn bIers ceased their peddling 
play, and looked on in silence round the verdant plain, 
where the great combat was to be decided. 
Not used to the vast operations of ,val', like his elder 
brother, Lenoir junior, the lieutenant, telegraphed to his 
absent chief the news of the mighty enemy who had come 
down upon him, asked for instructions, and in the Inean- 
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while met the foeman like a man. The Contrebanque of 
Noirbourg gallantly opened its campaign. 
The Lenoir bank was defeated day after day, in numer- 
ous savage encounters. The tactics of the Contreballquist 
generals were irresistible: their infernal system bore down 
everything before it, and they marched onwards terrible, 
and victorious, as the l\Iacedonian Phalanx. Tuesday, a 
loss of eighteen thousand florins; 'Vednesday, a loss of 
twel ve thousand florins; Thursday, a loss of forty thousand 
florins-night after night the young Lenoir had to chron- 
icle these disasters in luelancholy despatches to his chief. 
vVhat was to be done? Night after llight the Noir- 
bourgers retired hOllle doubtful and disconsolate; the hor- 
rid Contrebanquists gathered up their spoils and retired to 
a victorious supper. How was it to end? Far away at 
Paris, the elder Lenoir answered these appeals of his 
brother by sending reinforcements of money. Chests of 
gold arrived for the bank. The Prince of N oirbourg bade 
his beleaguered lieutenant not to lose heart: he himself 
never for a moment blenched in this trying hour of danger. 
The Contrebanquists still went on victorious. Rouleau 
after rouleau fell into their possession. At last the news 
came. The Emperor has joined the Grand Army. Lenoir 
himself had arrived fr0111 Paris, and was Ollce more among 
his children, his people. The daily combats continued: 
and still, still, though Napoleon was with the Eagles, the 
abominable Contrebanquists fought, and conquered. And 
far greater than Napoleon, as great as Ney hÏ1nself under 
disaster, the bold Lenoir never lost courage, never lost 
good-humour, was affable, was gentle, was careful of his 
subjects' pleasures and cOlnforts, and met an ad verse fort- 
une with a dauntless smile. 
\Vith a devilish forbearance and coolness, the atrocious 
Contrebanque-like Polypheillus, ,vho only took one of his 
prisoners out of the cave at a tilHe, and so ate thenl off at 
leisure-the horrid Contrebanquists, I say, contented them- 
selves with winning so much before dinner, and so luuch 
before supper-say five thousand florins for each meal. 
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They played and won at noon: they played and won at 
eventide. They of N oirbourg went home sadly evel'Y 
night: the invader ,vas carrying all before hÏ111. vVhat 
must have been the feelings of the great Lenoir? What 
were those of 'Vashington before Trenton, when it seemed 
all up with the cause of American Independence; what 
those of the virgin Elizabeth, when the Armada ,vas sig- 
nalled; what those of 
Iiltiades, when the multitudinous 
Persian bore down on l\Iarathon? The people looked on at 
the combat, and saw their chieftain stricken, bleeding, fall- 
ing, fighting still. 
At last there came one day when the Contrebanquists 
had won their allotted sum, and were about to leave the 
tables which they had swept so often. But pride and lust 
of gold had seized upon the heart of one of their vainglori- 
ous chieftains; and he said, "Do not let us go yet-let us 
win a thousand florins more!" So they stayed and set the 
bank yet a thousand florins. The Noirbourgers looked on, 
and trembled for their prince. 
Some three hours after.wards-a shout, a lnighty shout 
was heard around the windows of that palace: the town, 
the gardens, the hills, the fountains took up and echoed 
the jubilant acclaÏ1n. Hip, hip, hip, hurrah, hurrah, hur- 
rah! People rushed into each other's arms; men, women, 
and children cried and kissed each other. Croupiers, who 
never feel, who never tremble, who never care whether 
black wins or red loses, took snuff from each other's boxes, 
and laughed for joy; and Lenoir the dauntless, the IN- 
VINCIBLE Lenoir, wiped the drops of perspiration from his 
calm forehead, as he drew the enemy's last rouleau into his 
till. He had conquered. The Persians were beaten horse 
and foot-the Armada had gone down. Since Wellington 
had shut up his telescope at vVaterloo, when the Prussians 
came charging on to the field, and the guard broke and 
fled, there had been no such heroic endurance, such utter 
defeat, such signal and crowning victory. Vive Lenoir! I 
am a Lenoirite. I have read his newspapers, strolled in 
his gardens, listened to his music, and rejoiced ill his vic- 
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tory: I alll glad he beat those Contrebanquists. Dissipati 
sunt. The game is up with them. 
The instances of this man's luagnanin1Ïty are numerous, 
and worthy of Alexander the Great, or Harry the Fifth, 
or Robin Hood. l\Iost gentle is he, and thoughtful to the 
poor, and nlerciful to the vanquished. \Vhen JerenlY Did- 
(ller, who had lost twenty pounds at his table, lay in in- 
glorious pawn at his inn-when O'Toole could not leave 
N oirbourg until he had received his remittances fronl Ire- 
land-the noble Lenoir paid Diddler's inn bill, advanced 
O'Toole money upon his well-known signature, franked 
both of them back to their native country again; and has 
never, wonderful to state, been paid fronl that day to this. 
If you will go play at his table, you lnay; but nobody 
forces you. If you lose, pay with a cheerful heart. Dulce 
est des'ipe1'e in loco. This is not a treatise of morals. Friar 
Tuck was not an exemplary ecclesiastic, nor Robin Hood a 
Inodel111an; but he ,vas a jolly outlaw: and I daresay the 
Sheriff of Nottinghaln, whose money he took, rather 
relished his feast at Robin's green table. 


And if you lose, ,vorthy friend, as possibly you will, at 
Lenoir's pretty gaInes, console yourself by thinking that it 
is nluch better for you in the end that you should lose, 
than that you should ,vin. Let lne, for my part, make a 
clean breast of it, and o,vn that your htunble servant did, 
on one occasion, win a score of napoleons, and beginning 
with a stun of no less than five shillings. But until I had 
lost them again I ,vas so feverish, excited, and uneasy, 
that I had neither delectation in reading the most exciting 
French noveb, nor pleasure in seeing pretty landscapes, 
nor appetite for dinner. The lnoluent, however, that grace- 
less money was gone, equanimity was restored: Paul Féval 
and Eugèlle Sue began to be terrifically interesting again; 
and the dinners at Noirboul'g, though by no 111eans good 
culinary specimens, were perfectly sufficient for my easy 
and tranquil mind. Lankin, ,vho played only a lawyer's 
rubber at whist, luarked the salutary change in his friend's 
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condition; and, for my part, I hope and pray that every 
honest reader of this volulne who plays at 1\1. Lenoir's table 
will lose every shilling of his winnings before he goes away. 
Where are the gamblers whom we have read of? Where 
are the card-players whom we can remember in our early 
days? At one time almost every gentleman played, and 
there were whist-tables in every lady's drawing-room. 
But trumps are going out along with numbers of old-world 
institutions; and, before very long, a black-leg will be as 
rare an aninlal as a knight in arlllour. 
There was a little dwarfish, abortive counter-bank set up 
at N oirbourg this year, but the gentlelnen soon disagreed 
among themselves; and, let us hope, were cut off in detail 
by the great Lenoir. And there was a Frenchman at our 
inn who had \von two napoleons per day for the last six 
weeks, and who had an infallible system, whereof he 
kindly offered to connfiunicate the secret for the considera- 
tion of a hundred louis; but there caIne one fatal night 
when the poor Frenchman's system could not make head 
against fortune, and her wheel went over him, and he dis- 
appeared utterly. 


'Vith the early morning everybody rises and makes his 
or her appearance at the Springs, where they partake of 
water with a wonderful energy and perseverance. They 
say that people get to be fond of this water at last; as to 
what tastes cannot men accustom themselves? I drank 
a couple of glasses of an abominable sort of feeble salts in 
a state of very gentle effervescence; but though there was 
a very pretty girl who served it, the drink was abominable, 
and it was a marvel to see the various topers, who tossed 
off glass after glass which the fair-haired little Hebe de- 
livered sparkling from the well. 
Seeing my wry faces, old Captain Carver expostulated, 
with a jolly twinkle of his eye, as he absorbed the contents 
of a sparkling crystal beaker. " Pooh! take another glass, 
sir: you'll like it better and better every day. It refreshes 
you, sir: it fortifies you: and as for liking it-gad! I re- 
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melnber the time when I didn't like claret. Times are al- 
tered now, ha! ha! 1\Jlrs. Fantail, madam, I wish you a 
very good morning. How is Fantail? He don't come to 
drink the water: so much the worse for bim." 
To see 1\lrs. Fantail of an evening is to behold a magnifi- 
cent sight. She ought to be shown in a room by herself; 
and, indeed, would occupy a moderate-sized one with her 
person and adornments. Marie Antoinette's hoop is not 
bigger than Mrs. Fantail's flounces. Twenty men taking 
hands (and, indeed, she likes to have at least that number 
about her) would scarcely encompass her. Her chestnut 
ringlets spread out in a halo round her face: she must 
want two or three coiffeurs to arrange that prodigious head- 
dress; and then, when it is done, ho.w can she endure that 
- extraordinary gown? Her travelling bandboxes must be as 
large as omnibuses. 
But see 1\lrs. Fantail in the Inorning, having taken in all 
sail; the chestnut curls having disappeared, and two lÜnp 
bands of brown hair ovel' her lean, sallow face; and you 
see before you an ascetic, a nun, a \VOlnan worn by mortifi- 
cations, of a sad yello\v aspect, drinking salts at the well: 
a vision quite different from that l'apturous one of the 
previous night's ball-roon1. No wonder Fantail does not 
come out of a morning; he had rather not see such a Re- 
becca at the well. 
Lady Kicklebury caIne for some mornings pretty regu- 
larly, and was very civil to 1\Jlr. Leader, and made .l\liss 
Fanny drink \vhen his lordship took a cup, and asked Lord 
Talboys and his tutor to dinner. But the tutor came, and, 
blushing, brought an excuse froln Talboys; and poor :llIilli- 
ken had not a very pleasant evening after Mr. Baring 
Leader rose to go away. 
But though the water was not good, the sun was bright, 
the music cheery, the landscape fresh and pleasant, and it 
was always amusing to see the vast varieties of our hlunan 
species that congregated at the Springs, and trudged up 
and down the green allées. One of the ganlbling conspira- 
tors of the roulette table it was good to see here, in his pri.. 
J-Vol. 24 
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vate character, drinking down pints of salts like any other 
sinner, having a homely wife on his arln, and between theln 
a poodle on which they lavished their tenderest affection. 
You see these people care for other things besides trUl11pS; 
and are not ahvays thinking about black and red :-as even 
ogres are represented, in their histories, as of cruel natures, 
and licentious appetites, and, to be sure, fond of eating 
In ell and women; but yet it appears that their ,vives often 
respected theIn, and they had a sincere liking for their 
OWll hideous children. And, besides the card-players, 
there are band-players: every now and then a fiddle from 
the neighbouring orchestra, or a disorganized bassoon, will 
step down and drink a glass of ,vater, and jump back into 
his rank again. 
Then COlne the burly troops of English, the honest law- 
yers, 111erchants, and gentlemen, with their wives and 
buxoln daughters, and stout sons that, almost grown to the 
height of 111anhood, are boys still, \vith rough wideawake 
hats and shooting-jackets, full of lark and laughter. A 
jj"rench boy of sixteen has had des passions ere that tilDe, 
yery likely, and is already particular in his dress, an ogler 
of the WOluen, and preparing to kill. Adolphe says to Al- 
phonse-" Là voilà, cette charmante 1\Iiss Fanni, la belle 
Kickleburi; je te dOllne, Ina parole, elle est fraîche COlnme 
uue rose; la crois-tu riche, Alphonse?" "Je me range, 
llion ami, vois- tu; la vie de garçon IDe pèse. 1\Ia parole 
d'honneur! je me range." 
And he gives 1\Iiss Fanny a killing bow, and a glance 
which seeins to say, "Sweet Anglaise, I know that I have 
won your heart." 
Then besides the young French buck, whOin we will 
willingly suppose harmless, you see specÌ1nens of the 
French raff, who goes a1lX eaux; gambler, speculator, sen- 
timentalist, duellist, travelling with madallle, his wife, at 
whom other raffs nod and wink fallliliarly. This rogue is 
lunch more picturesque and civilised than the similar per- 
son in our own country: whose nlallners betray the stable; 
who never reads anything but Bell's Life; and \vho is 
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much more at ease in conversing with a gromn than with 
his employer. Here come 
{r. 1
oucher and ßIr. Fowler: 
better to gamble for a score of nights with honest 1\'Ionsieur 
Lenoir, than to sit down in private once with those gentle- 
men. But we have said that their profession is going 
down, and the number of Greeks daily diminishes. They 
are travelling with Mr. Bloulldell, who 'was a gentleman 
once, and still retains about hÎ1n SOllle faint odoul' of that 
time of bloom; and Bloundell has put hinlself 011 young 
Lord Talboys, and is trying to get some money out of that 
YOlmg nobleman. But the English youth of the present 
day is a wideawake youth, and male or female artifices are 
expended pretty much in vain on our young travelling com- 
panion. 
Who come yonder? Those two fellows whom we Inet at 
the table-d'hôte at the Hotel de Russie the other day: 
gentlemen of splendid costume, and yet questionable ap- 
pearances, the eldest of whom called for the list of wines, 
and cried out loud enough for all the company to hear, 
"Lafitte, six florins. ' Arry, shall we 'ave S0111e Lafitte? 
You don't mind? No nlore do I then. I say, waiter, let's 
'ave pint of ordinaire." Truth is stranger than fiction. 
You good fellow, wherever you are, why did you ask' Arry 
to 'ave that pint of ordinaire in the presence of your obedi- 
ent servant? How could we do otherwise than chronicle 
the speech? 
And see: here is a lady who is doubly desirous to be put 
into print, who encourages it and invites it. It appears 
that on Lankin's first arrival at Noirbourg with his travel- 
ling companion, a certain sensation was created in the little 
society by the rumour that an emissary of the faluous Mr. 
Punch had arrived in the place; and, as we were smoking 
the cigar of peace on the lawn after dinner, looking on at 
the benevolent pretty scene, 
Irs. Hopkins, l\fiss Hopkins, 
and the excellent head of the family, walked many tinles 
up and down before us; eyed us severely face to face, and 
then walking a way, shot back fierce glances at us in the 
Parthian manner'; and at length, at the third or fourth 
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turn, and when ,ve could not but overhear so fine a voice, 
1\1rs. Hopkins looks at us steadily, and says, "I'm sure he 
nlay put ME in if he likes: I don't n1Ïnd." 
Oh, ma'aln! Oh, 1\1:1's. Hopkins! how should a gentle- 
Ulan, \v ho had never seen your face or heard of you before, 
\vant to put YO'lt in? \Vhat interest can the British public 
have in you? But as you \vish it, and court publicity, 
here you are. Good luck go with you, Inadaln. I have 
forgotten your realnanle, and should not know you again 
if i saw you. But \vhy could not you leave a lnan to take 
his coffee and s1110ke his pipe in quiet? 
'Ye could never have tiIne to Inake a catalogue of all the 
portraits that figure in this 1110tley gallery. Aillong the 
tra vellers in Europe, who are daily lllllltiplying in nunlLers 
and increasing in splendour, the United States' dandies 
Inust not be on1Ìtted, They seenl as rich as the J\iilor of 
old days; they crowd in European capitals; they have 
elbowed out people of the old country froln Inany hotels 
which \ve used to frequent; they adopt the French fashion 
of dressing rather than ours, and they grow handsoll1er 
beards than English beards: as SOlne plants are found to 
flourish and shoot up prodigiously when introduced into a 
new soil. The ladies seem to be as \vell dressed as Pari- 
sians, and as handsonle; though sOll1ewhat 1110re delicate, 
perhaps, than the native English roses. They drive the fin- 
est carriages, they keep the grandest houses, they frequent 
the grandest conlpany -and, in a word, the Broad way 
Swell has no\v taken his station and asserted his dignity 
al110ngst the grandees of Europe. He is fond of asking 
Count Reineck to dinner, and Gräfinn Laura will conde- 
scend to look kindly upon a gentleman who has millions 
of dollars. Here comes a pair of N ew Yorkers. Behold 
their elegant curling beards, their vel vet coats, their deli- 
cate primrose gloves and canlbric handkerchiefs, and the 
aristocratic beauty of their boots. Why, if you had sixteen 
quarterings, you could not have sll1al1er feet than those; 
and if you wer(l descended from a line of kings you could 
not smoke better or bigger cigars. 



THE KICKLEBURYS ON THE RHINE. 243 


Lady Kickle bury deigns to think very ,veIl of these 
young luen, since she has seen thenl in the cOlnpany of 
grandees and heard how rich they are. "\"ho is that very 
stylish-looking wOlnan, to whom 1\11'. "\Vashington 'Valker 
spoke just now?" she asks of Kicklebury. 
J{.icklebury gives a twinkle of his eye. "Oh, that, 
mother! that is 
ladame La Prince sse de l\Iogador-it's a 
French ti tIe." 
"She danced last night, and danced exceedingly well; I 
relnarked her. There's a very high-bred grace about the 
Princess." 
"Yes, exceedingly. \Ve'd better COlne on," says Kickle- 
bury, blushing rather as he returns the Princess's nod. 
It is wonderful how large Kicklebury's acquaintance is. 
He has a ,vord and a joke, in the best Gerlnan he can mus- 
ter, for everybody-for the high well-born lady, as for the 
Gennan peasånt luaiden, who stood for the lovely portrait 
which faces this page; as for the pretty little washer- 
woman, who conles full sail down the streets, a basket on 
her head, and one of 
Irs. Fantail's wonderful go,vns swell- 
ing on each arm. As ,ve were going to the Schloss-Garten 
I caught a sight of the rogue's grinning face yesterday, 
close at little Gretel's ear under her basket; but spying 
out his mother advancing, he dashed down a by-street, and 
when we came up with her, Gretel was alone. 
One but seldom sees the English and the holiday visitors 
in the ancient parts of Noirbourg; they keep to the streets 
of new buildings and garden villas which have sprung up 
under the magic influence of :1\1. IJenoir, under the ,vhite 
towers and gables of the old Gerlnan town. The Prince 
of Trente et Quarante has quite overcome the old serene 
sovereign of Noirbourg, whom one cannot help fancying a 
prince like a prince in a Christlnas pantomhne-a burlesque 
prince with twopence-halfpenny for a revenue, jolly and 
irascible, a prime-minister-kicking prince, fed upon fabu- 
lous plum-puddings and enormous pasteboard joints, by 
cooks and valets ,vith large heads ,vhich never alter their 
grin. Not that this portrait is froll the life. Perhaps he 
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has no life. Perhaps there is no prince in the great white 
tower that we see for n1Ïles before ,ve enter the little town. 
Perhaps he has been Inediatised, and sold his kingdom to 
1\ionsieur Lenoir. Before the palace of Lenoir there is a 
grove of orange-trees in tubs; which Lenoir bought from 
another German prince, 1vho went straightway and lost the 
money, which he had been paid for his wonderful orange- 
trees, over Lenoir's green tables, at his roulette and Trente 
et Quarante. A great prince is Lenoir in his way; a gen- 
erous and InagnanÏ1110us prince. You Inay come to his 
feast and pay nothing, unless you please. You Inay 1valk 
in his gardens, sit in his palace, and read Lis thousand 
newspapers. You may go and play at whist in his small 
drawing-rooms, or dance and hear concerts in his grand 
saloon-and there is not a penny to pay. His fiddlers and 
trulllpeters begin trlunpeting and fiddling for you at the 
-- early dawn-they twang and blow for you in the afternoon, 
they pipe for you at night that you may dance-and there 
is nothing to pay-Lenoir l)ays for all. Give hiIn but the 
chances of the table, and he will do all this and 1110re. It 
is better to Ii ve under Prince Lenoir than a fabulous old 
Gerlnan Durchlaucht, ,vhose cavalry ride wicker horses 
with petticoats, and whose prÎ1ne Ininister has a great 
pasteboard head. Vi ve Ie Prince Lenoir! 
There is a grotesque old caryed gate to the palace of the 
Durchlaucht, from which you could expect none but a pan- 
tomime procession to pass. The place looks asleep; the 
courts are grass-grown and deserted. Is the Sleeping 
Beauty lying yonder, in the great white tower? 'Yhat is 
the little army about? It seenlS a shaIn anny: a sort of 
grotesque military. The only charge of infantry was this: 
one day when passing through the old town, looking for 
sketches. Perhaps they becolne croupiers at night. 'Vhat 
can such a fabulous prince want with anything but a sham 
army? 1\:1y favourite walk was in the ancient quarter of 
the town-the dear old fabulous quarter, away from the 
noisy actualities of life and Prince Lenoir's llew palace- 
out of eye and earshot of the dandies and the ladies in 
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their grand best clothes at the promenades-and the rat- 
tling whirl of the roulette wheel-and I liked to wander in 
the glum old gardens under the palace wall, and imagine 
the Sleeping Beauty within there. 
SOlne one persuaded us one day to break the charln, and 
see the interior of the palace. I aln sorry we did. There 
was no Sleeping Beauty in any chalnber that 'we sa,v; nor 
any fairies" good or lnalevolent. There was a shabby set 
of clean old roonls, which looked as if they had belonged 
to a prince hard put to it for Inoney, and whose tin crown 
je.-wels would not fetch luore than King Stephen's panta- 
loons. A fugitive prince, a brave prince struggling ,vith 
the stornlS of fate, a prince in exile may be poor; but a 
prince looking out of his own palace '\vindows, with a 
dressing-gown out at elbo,vs, and dunned by his subject 
washer'\voluan-I say this is a painful object. "'Then they 
get shabby they ought not to be seen. " Don't you think 
so, Lady Kicklebury?" Lady ICicklebury evidently had 
calculated the price of the carpets and hangings, and set 
thenl justly do,vn at a lo'\v figure. "These German prin- 
ces," she said, "are not to be put on a level with English 
noblelnen." "Indeed," we ans'\ver, "there is nothing so 
perfect as England; nothing so good as our aristocracy; 
nothing so perfect as our institutions." "N othing! 
'iwtl/ hzr; !" says J.Jady IC. 
An English princess was once brought to reign here; and 
almost the whole of the little court was kept upon her 
dowry. The people still regard her nallle fondly; and they 
show, at the Schloss, the rOOlns which she inhabited. Her 
old Looks are still there-her old furniture brought froln 
home; the presents and keepsakes Rent by her falnilyare 
as they were in the princess's lifetÍlne: the very clock has 
the nalne of a 'Vindsor Inaker on its face; and portraits 
of all her nUlnerous race decorate the hOluely walls of the 
no,v empty chambers. There is the benighted old king, 
his beard hanging down to the star on his breast; and the 
first gentleman of Europe-so lavish of his portrait every- 
where, and so chary of showing his royal person-all the 
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stalwart brothers of the now all but extinct generation are 
there; their quarrels and their pleasures, their glories and 
disgraces, enemies, flatterers, detractors, admirers,-all 
now buried. Is it not curious to think that the King of 
Trumps now virtually reigns in this place, and has deposed 
the other dynasty? 
Very early one lnorning, wishing to have a sketch of the 
White Tower in which our English princess had been iIn.. 
prisoned, I repaired to the gardens, and set about a work, 
which, when cOlnpleted, will no doubt have the honour of 
a place on the line at the Exhibition; and, returning hOlne- 
wards to breakfast, musing upon the strange fortunes and 
inhabitants of the qneer, fantastic, melancholy place, be- 
hold, I caIne suddenly upon a couple of persons, a Illale 
and a felnale; the latter of whom wore a blue hood or 
" ugly," and blushed very much on seeing me. The man 
began to laugh behind his moustaches, the which cachinna- 
tion was checked by an appealing look from the young 
lady; and he held out his hand and said, "How d'ye do, 
TitInarsh? Been out making some cawickachaws, hay?" 
I need not say that the youth before nle ,vas the heavy 
dragoon, and the maiden was Miss Fanny Kicklebury. Or 
need I repeat that, in the course of my blighted being, I 
never loved a young gazelle to glad me with its dark þlue 
eye, but when it canle to, etc., the usual disappointment 
was sure to ensue? There is no necessity why I should 
allude to lny feelings at this most manifest and outrageous 
case. I gave a withering glance of scorn at the pair, and, 
with a stately salutation, passed on. 

Iiss Fanny came tripping after me. She held out her 
little hand with such a pretty look of deprecation, that I 
could not but take it; and she said, "1\lr. Titmarsh, if 
you please, I ,vant to speak to yon, if you please"; and, 
choking with emotion, I bade her speak on. 
"l\ly brother knows all about it, and highly approves of 
Captain Hicks," she said, with her head hanging down; 
"and oh, he's very good and kind; and I know him much 
better now than I did when we were on board the steamer." 
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I thought how I had n1Îll1Îcked him, and what an ass I 
had been. 
"And you know," she continued, "that you have quite 
deserted IDe for the last ten days for your great acquaint- 
ances. " 
"I have been to play chess ,vith Lord Knightsbridge, 
who has the gout." 
" And to drink tea constantly ,vith that American lady; 
and you have written verses in her albuIn, and in Lavinia's 
album; and as I sa,,' that you had quite thrown IIle off, 
why I-UlY brother approves of it highly; and-and Cap- 
tain IIicks likes yon very nluch, and says you allHlse him 
very much-indeed he does," says the arch little wretch. 
And then she added a postscript, as it ,vere to her letter, 
which contained, as usual, the point which she wished to 
urge :- 
"You-won't break it to Inamma-will you be so kind? 
l\Iy brother will do that" -and I proluised her; and she 
ran a,vay, kissing her hand to Iue. And I did not say a 
word to Lady Kicklebury, and not above a thousand people 
at Noirbourg knew that Miss Kicklebury and Captain 
Hicks were engaged. 


And now let those ,vho are too confident of their virtue 
listen to the truthful and melancholy story which I have 
to relate, and hUInble themselves, and bear in Inind that 
the most perfect alnong us are occasionally liable to fall. 
Kicklebury was not perfect. I do not defend his practice. 
He spent a great deal more time and 11loney than was good 
for hÏ1n at 1\1. Lenoir's gaming-table, and the only thing 
which the young fellow never lost ,vas his good-hunlour. If 
Fortune shook her swift wings and fled away froill hinl, he 
laughed at the retreating pinions, and you saw hilu danc- 
ing and laughing as gaily after losing a rouleau as if he 
was Inade of money, and really had the five thousand a 
year which his mother said was the alnount of the Kickle- 
bury property. But ,vhell her ladyship's jointure, and the 
young ladies' allowances, and the interest of nlortgages 
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were paid out of the five thousand a year, I grieve to say 
that the gallant Kicklebury's incolne was to be counted by 
hundreds and not by thousands; so that, for any young 
lady who wants a carriage (and who can live without one?) 
our friend the baronet is not a desirable specimen of bach- 
elors. Now, whether it was that the presence of his 
mamma interrupted his pleasures, or certain of her ways 
did not please hiIn, or that he had lost all his Inoney at 
roulette and could afford no lllore, certain it is, that after 
about a fortnight's stay at N oirbourg, he went off to shoot 
with Count Einhorn in vVestphalia; he and Hicks parting 
the dearest of friends, and the baronet going off on a pony 
which the captain lent to hÍ1n. Between him and Milliken, 
his brother-in-law, there was not much sympathy: for he 
pronounced Mr. 
Iilliken to be what is called a muff; and 
had never been fallÜliar with his elder sister Lavinia, of 
whose poelns he had a Inean opinion, and who used to tease 
and worry hÍln by teaching hÌ1n French, and telling tales 
of hÍ1n to his manlma, when he was a schoolboy home for 
the holidays. Whereas, between the baronet and l"Iiss 
Fanny there seemed to be the closest affection: they 
walked together every morning to the waters; they joked 
and laughed with each other as happily as possible. Fanny 
was abnost ready to tell fibs to screen her brother's mal- 
practices from her maInma; she. cried when she heard of 
his mishaps, and that he had lost too 11luch Inoneyat the 
green table; and when Sir Tholnas went away, the good 
little soul brought him five louis, which was all the nloney 
she had, for you see she paid her mother handsomely for 
her board; and when her little gloves and Inilliner's bills 
were settled-how HUlch was there left out of two hundred 
a year? And she cried when she heard that Hicks hacllent 
Sir Thomas money, and ,vent up and said, "Thank you, 
Captain Hicks," and shook hands with the Captain so 
eagerly, that I thought he was a lucky fellow who had a 
father a wealthy attorney in Bedford Row. Heigh-ho! I 
saw how matters ,vere going. The birds must sing in the 
spring- time, and the flowers bud. 



. 


THE KICKLEB'GRYS ON THE RHINE. 249 


Mrs. Milliken, in her character of invalid, took the ad- 
vanta,ge of her situation to have her husband constantly 
about her, reading to her, or fetching the doctor to her, or 
,vatching her whilst she ,vas dozing, and so forth; and 
Lady Kicklebury found the life ,vhich this pair led rather 
nlore nlonotonous than that sort of existence which she 
liked, and would leave thenl alone with Fanny (Captain 
Hicks not uncolnnlonly con1Îng in to take tea with the 
three), whilst her ladyship went to the Redoute to hear the 
Inusic, or read the papers, or playa galne of ,vhist there. . 
The newspaper room at N oirbourg is next to the roulette 
rOOln, into which the doors are always open; and Lady K. 
would COlne, with newspaper in hand, into this play-room, 
sOlnetilnes, and look on at the galnesters. I have men- 
tioned a little Russian boy, a little ilnp, with the most 
mischievous intelligence and good-humour in his face, who 
was suffered by his parents to playas much as he chose, 
and who pulled bonbons out of one pocket and napoleons 
out of the other, and seelned to have quite a diabolical luck 
at the table. 
Lady Kicklebul'Y's terror and interest at seeing this boy 
were extrelne. She watched hilll and watched him, and he 
seelned always to win; and at last her ladyship put down 
just a florin-only just one florin-on one of the nUlubers 
at roulette which the little Russian Ï1np was backing. 
NUlnber twenty-seven came up, and the croupiers flung 
over three gold pieces and five florins to Lady Kicklebury, 
which she raked up ,vith a trelubling hand. 
She did not play any more that night, but sate in the 
play-room, pretending to I'ead the l'.intes newspaper: but 
you could see her eye peering over the sheet, and always 
fixed on the little iUlp of a Russian. He had very good 
luck that night, and his winning Inade her very savage. 
As he retired, rolling his gold pieces into his pocket and 
sucking his barley-sugar, she glared after hiln with angry 
eyes; and went hOIne, and scolded everybody, and had no 
sleep. I could hear her scolding. Our aparhllents in the 
Tissisch House overlooked Lady Kicklebury's suite of 
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r00111S; the great windows were open in the autunln. Yes; 
I could hear her scolding, and see some other people sit
 
ting whispering in the elnbrasure, or looking out on the 
harvest moon. 
The next evening Lady KickIe bury shirked a way from 
the concert; and I saw her in the play-room again, going 
J.ound and round the table; and, lying in alnbush behind 
the Jou'/"nal des Débats, I Inarked how, after looking 
stealthily round, IllY lady whipped a piece of money under 
the croupier's elbow, and (there having been no coin there 
previously) I saw a florin on the Zero. 
She lost that, and walked a way. Then she caIne back 
and put down two florins on a nUIllber, and lost again, 
and becalne very red and angry; then she retreated, and 
canle back a third time, and a seat being vacated by a 
player, Lady Kicklebury sate down at the verdant board. 
Ah Ine! She had a pretty good evening, and carried off a 
little money again that night. The next day was Sunday: 
she gave two florins at the collection at church, to Fanny's 
surprise at 111alllma's liberality. On this Hight of course 
there was no play. Her ladyship wrote letters, and read 
a serl11on. 
But the next night she was back at the table; and ,von 
very plentifully, until the little Russian sprite Inade his 
appearance, when it seenled that her luck changed. She 
began to bet upon hinl, and the young Calmuck lost too. 
Her ladyship's telnper went along with her money: first 
she backed the Cahnuck, and then she played against him. 
"\Vhen she played against hiln, his luck turned, and he 
began straightway to ,vin. She put on lllore and l110re 
money as she lost: her winnings went: gold came out 
of secret pockets. She had but a florin left at last, and 
tried it on a nU1l1ber, and failed. She got up to go away. 
I watched her, and I watched 1\'11'. Justice Æacus, too, 
who put down a napoleon when he thought nobody was 
looking. 
The next day Iny Lady Kicklebury walked over to the 
rooney-changers, where she changed a couple of circular 
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notes. She was at the table that night again: and the 
next night, and the next night, and th.e next. 
By about the fifth day she was like a wild wonlan. She 
scolded so that Hirsch, the courier, said he should retire 
fro III Inonsieur's service, as he was not hired by Lady 
RickIe bury: that Bowman gave warning, and told another 
foobnan in the building that he wouldn't stand the old cat 
no longer, blow him if he would: that the lnaid (who was 
a Kicklebury girl) and Fanny cried: and that 
Irs. l\Iilli- 
ken's Inaid, Finch, cOlnplained to her mistress, who or- 
dered her husband to remonstrate with her mother. l\Iilli- 
ken remonstrated with his usualn1Ïldness, and, of course, 
was routed by her ladyship. }Irs. l\Iilliken said, "Give 
Ine the daggers," and caIne to her husband's rescue. A 
battle royal ensued; the scared l\Iilliken hanging about his 
blessed Lavinia, and entreating and inlploring her to be 
calnl. :\-Irs. }Iilliken 
vas caln1. She asserted her dignity 
as lnistress of her own falnily, as conti'oller oÎ her own 
household, as wife of her adored husband; and she told 
her malnma, that ,vith her or hers she lnust not interfere; 
that she knew her duty as a child, but that she also knew 
it as a wife, as a- The rest of the sentence ,vas 
drowned, as Milliken, rushing to her, called her his soul's 
angel, his adored blessing. 
Lady Kicklebury remarked that Shakspeare ,vas very 
right in stating how lnuch sharper than a thankless tooth 
it is to have a serpent child. 
lVII's. 
Iilliken said the conversation could not be carried 
on in this lnanner; that it was best her malnma should 
now kno,v, once for all, that the ,vay in which she assumed 
the cOllul1and at Pigeoncot was intolerable; that all, the 
servants had given warning, and it was with the greatest 
difficulty they could be soothed; and that, as their living 
together only led to quarrels and painful recrÍ1ninations 
(the calling her, after her forbearance, a serpent child, was 
an expression which she ,vould hope to forgive and forget), 
they had better part. 
Lady Kicklebury wears a front, and, I lllake no doubt, a 
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complete jasey; or she certainly would have let dowñ her 
back hair at this minute, so overpo,vering ,vere her feel- 
ings, and so bitter her indignation at her daughter's black 
ingratitude. She intimated some of her sentiinents by 
ejaculatory conjurations of evil. She hoped her daughter 
Inight not feel what ingratitude was; that she n1Îght never 
ha ve children to turn on her and bring her to the grave 
,vith grief. 
"Bring nle to the grave with fiddlestick!" 1\1rs. l\lilli- 
ken said with some asperity. "And, as we are going to 
part, mainlua, and as Horace has paid everything on the 
journey as yet, and 've have only brought a very few cir- 
cular notes with us, perhaps you ,vill have the kindness to 
give hÎ1n your share of the travelling expenses-for you, 
for Fanny, and your two servants whom you 'would bring 
with you; and the man has only been a perfect hindrance 
and great useless log, and our courier has had to do every- 
tldng. Your share is no, v eighty-two pounds." 
Lady Kicklebury at this gave three screams, so loud that 
even the resolute Lavinia stopped in her speech. Her 
ladyship looked wildly: "Lavinia! Horace! :Fanny, IUY 
child," she said, "colue here, and listen to your Inother's 
shanle. " 
" 'Vhat?" cried Horace, aghast. 
"I am ruined! I aln a beggar ! Yes; a beggar. I have 
lost all-aU at yonder dreadful table." 
"How do you nlean all? Ho,v much is all?" asked 
Horace. 
" All the Inoney I brought ,vith 1l1e, HOl'ace. I intended 
to have paid the ,vhole expenses of the journey: yours, 
this ungrateful child's-everything. But a week ago, hav- 
ing seen a lovely baby's lace dress at the lace-shop; and- 
and-won enough at ,vh-wh-whoo-ist to pay for it, all but 
two-two florins-in an evililloinent I went to the roulette- 
table-and lost-every shilling; and now, on my knees be- 
fore you, I confess IUY shaIne." 
I anl not a tragic painter, and certainly ,von't attempt to 
depict this harrowing scene. But ,vhat could she mean by 
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saying she wished to pay everything? She had but two 
twenty-pound notes; and how she was to have paid all the 
expenses of the tour with that small sunl, I cannot con- 
jecture. 
The confession, however, had the effoot of mollifying 
poor }Iilliken and his wife; after the la tter had learned 
that her Inamma had no money at all at her London bank- 
ers', and had overdrawn her account there, Lavinia con- 
sented that Horace should advance her fifty pounds upon 
her ladyship's solelnn promise of repayment. 
And nuw it was agreed that this highly respectable lady 
should return to England, quick as she might: somewhat 
sooner than all the rést of the public did; and leave 
Ir. 
and }Irs. Horace l\Iilliken behind her, as the waters were 
still considered highly salutary to that most interesting in- 
valid. And to England Lady Kicklebury went; taking 
advantage of Lord. Talboys' return thither to place herself 
under his lordship's protection: as if the enormous Bow- 
man was not protector sufficient for her ladyship; and as 
if Captain Hicks would have allowed any mortal man, any 
German student, any French tourist, any Prussian whis- 
kerado, to do a harm to l\Iiss Fanny! For though Hicks is 
not a brilliant or poetical genius, I anl bound to say that 
the fellow has good sense, good manners, and a good heart; 
and with these qualities, a cOlnpetent stun of money, and a 
pair of exceedingly handsome n1oustaches, perhaps the poor 
little 1\lrs. Lancelot Hicks may be happy. 


No accident befell Lady Kicklebury on her voyage 
hOlnewards; but she got one more lesson at Aix-la-Cha- 
pelle, which may serve to make her ladyship more cautious 
for the future: for, seeing Madame la Princesse de Moga- 
dol' enter into a carriage on the railway, into which Lord 
Talboys followed, nothing ,vould content Lady Kicklebnry 
but to rush into the carriage afteJ;' this noble pair; and the 
vehicle turned out to be what is called on the German 
lines, and ,vhat I wish were established in England, the 
Ra'llc}
 Co'ujJé. Having seated himself in this vehicle, and 
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looked rather sulkily at my lady, Lord Talboys began to 
slnoke, which, as the son of an English earl, heir to Inany 
thousands per annun1, Lady ICicklebury perlnitted hÏ1n to 
do. And she introduced herself to l\Iadalne la Princesse 
de l\fogador, mentioning to Her Highness that she had the 
pleasure of Ineeting 1\fadallle la Princesse at Rougetnoir- 
bourg; that she, Lady !{., was the nlother of the.Chevalier 
de ICicklebury, ,vho had the advantage of the acquaintance 
of l\Iadanle la Princesse, and that she hoped l\Iadanle la 
Princesse had enjoyed her stay at the waters. To these 
ad vances the Princess of l\fogador returned a gracious and 
affable salutation, exchanging glances of peculiar lneaning 
,vith two highly resppctable bearded gentlelnen \vho trav- 
elled in her suite; and, when asked by n1ilady ,vhereabouts 
Her Highness's residence was at Paris, said that her hotel 
,vas in the Rue Notre Danle de Lorette, where Lady 
Kicklebury hoped to have the honour of waiting upon l\fa- 
danle la Princesse de l\[ogador. 
But when one of the bearded gentlelnen called the Prin- 
cess by the fanÜliar nanle of Fifine, and the other said 
"Veux-tu fUlner, l\logador?" and the Princess actually 
took a cigar and began to sll1oke, Lady Kicklebury .was 
aghast, and trelnbled; and presently I.Jord Talboys burst 
into a loud fit of laughter. 
"What is the cause of your lordship's anluseluent?" 
asked the dowager, looking very lnnch frightened, and 
blushing like a nlaiden of sixteen. 
"Excuse ille, Lady ICicklebury, but I can't help it," he 
said. " You've been talking to your opposite neighbour- 
she don't understand a word of English-and calling her 
princess, and highness, and sbe's no nlore a princess than 
you or 1. She is a little nlÌlliner in the street she nlen- 
tioned, and she dances at l\Iabille and Château Rouge." 
Hearing these two familiar names, the Princess looked 
hard at Lord Talboys, but he never lost countenance; and 
at the next station Lady Kicklebury rushed out of the 
smoking-carriage and returned to her own place; where, I 
dare say, Captain Hicks and Miss Fanny were delighted 
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once more to have the advantage of her company and con- 
versation. And so they went back to England, and the 
Kickleburys were no longer seen on the Rhine. If her 
ladyship is not cured of hlmting after great people, it will 
not be for want of warning; but ,vhich of us in life has 
not had many warnings; and is it for lack of them that we 
stick to our little failings still? 


'Vhen the Kickleburys were gone, that merry little Rou- 
getnoirbourg did not seem the same place to me, somehow. 
The sun shone stil1, but the wind came down cold from the 
purple hills; the band played, but their tunes were stale; 
the promenaders paced the alleys, but I knew all their 
faces: as I looked out of my windo,vs in the Tissisch House 
upon the great blank casements lately occupied by the 
Kickleburys, and remembered what a pretty face I had 
seen looking thence but a few days back, I cared not to 
look any longer; and though 
Irs. Milliken did invite me 
to tea, and talked fine arts and poetry over the meal, both 
the beverage and the conversation seemed very weak and 
insipid to me, and I fell asleep once in my chair opposite 
that highly cultivated being. "Let us go back, Lankin," 
said I to the Serj ean t, and he was nothing loth; for most 
of the other serjeants, barristers, and Queen's counsel 
were turning homewards by this time, the period of term 
time summoning them all to the Temple. 


So we went straight one day to Biberich on the Rhine, 
and found the little town full of Britons, all trooping home 
like ourselves. Everybody comes, and everybody goes 
away again, at about the same time. The Rhine innkeep- 
ers say that their customers cease with a single day alnlost: 
-that in three days they shall have ninety, eighty, a hun- 
dred guests; on the fourth, ten, or eight. \Ve do as our 
neighbours do. Though we don't speak to each other 
Inuch when we are out a-pleasuring, we take our holiday 
in common, and go back to our work ill gangs. Little 
Biberich was so full that Lankin and I could not get rooms 
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at the large inns frequented by other persons of fashion, 
and could only procure a room between us, "at the German 
House, where you find English cOlllfort," says the adver- 
tisement, "with German prices." 
But oh, the English comfort of those beds! How did 
Lallkin ll1anage in his, ,vith his great long legs? Ho,v did 
I toss and tumble in nline, which, small as it ,vas, I was 
not destined to enjoy alone, but to pass the night in conl- 
pany with anthropophagous wretched reptiles, who took 
their horrid l11eal off an English Christian! I thought the 
nlorning would never come; and when the tardy da,Vll at 
length arrived, and as I was in IUY first sleep, drean1Íng of 
l\iiss Fanny, behold I was wakened up by the Serjeant, 
already dressed and shaven, and who said, "Rise, Tit- 
nlarsh, the stealner will be here in three-quarters of an 
hour. " And the lllodest gentleluan retired, and left l11e to 
dress. 


The next morning we had passed by the rocks and tow- 
ers, the old familiar landscapes, the gleanling towns by the 
river-side, and the green vineyards cOlllbed along the hills, 
and when I woke up it ,vas at a great hotel at Cologne, and 
it was not sunrise yet. 
Deutz lay opposite, and over Deutz the dusky sky was 
reddened. The hills ,vere veiled in the 111Íst and the grey. 
The grey river flo,ved underneath us; the steamers were 
roosting along the quays, a light keeping watch in the 
cabins here and there, and its reflections quivering in the 
water. As I look, the sky-line towards the east grows 
redder and redder. A long troop of grey horsemen winds 
down the river road, and passes oyer the bridge of boats. 
You Inight take theln for ghosts, those grey horsemen, so 
shadowy do they look; but you hear the tralnple of their 
hoofs as they pass over the planks. Every n1Ïnute the 
dawn twinkles up into the twilight; and over Deutz the 
heaven blushes brighter. The quays begin to fill with 
men: the carts begin to creak and rattle, and wake the 
sleeping echoes. Ding, ding, ding, the steal11ers' bells be- 
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gin to ring: the people on board to stir and wake: the 
lights lllay be extinguished, and take their turn of sleep: 
the active boats shake thelllselves, and push out into the 
river: the great bridge opens, and gives thenl passage: the 
church bells of the city begin to clink: the cavalry trum- 
pets blow frolll the opposite bank: the sailor is at the 
wheel, the porter at his burthen, the soldier at his lllusket, 
and the priest at his prayers. . . . 
And lo! in a flash of crÎlllson splendour, with blazing 
scarlet clouds running before his chariot, and heralding his 
luajestic approach, God's sun rises upon the '\vorld, and all 
nature wakens and brightens. 
o glorious spectacle of light and life! 0 beatific synlbol 
of Power, Love, Joy, Beauty! Let us look at thee with 
hUlllble wonder, and thankfully acknowledge and adore. 
'Vhat gracious forethought IS it-'\vhat generous and loving 
provision, that deigns to prepare for our eyes and to soothe 
our hearts with such a splendid nlol'ning festival! 
"or 
these Inagnificent bounties f Heaven to us let us be thank- 
ful, even that we can feel thankful (for thanks surely is 
the noblest effort, as it is the greatest delight, of the gentle 
soul)-and so, a grace for this feast let all say who partake 
of it. 
See! the nlÎst clears off Drachenfels, and it looks out 
froln the distance, and bids us a friendly farewell. Fare- 
,veIl to holiday and s\lnshine; farewell to kindly sport and 
pleasant leisure! Let us say good-bye to the Rhine, friend. 
Fogs, and cares, and labour are awaiting us by the Thanles; 
and a kind face or two looking out for us to cheer and bid 
us ,velcome. 
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ROSE AND THE RING; 


OR, 


THE HISTORY OF PRINCE GIGLIO 
AND PRINCE BULBO. 


A FIRESIDE P ANTOMIl\IE FOR GREAT AND SMALL 
CHILDREN. 


By MR. M. A. TITMARSH. 




PRELUDE. 


IT happened that the undersigned spent the last Christ- 
mas season in a foreign city 'where there 'were Inany Eng- 
lish children. 


In that city, if you wanted to give a child's party, you 
could not even get a luagic-Ialltern or buy 1welfth-Night 
characters-those funny painted pictures of the King, the 
Queen, the Lover, the Lady, the Dandy, the Captain, and 
so on-with which our young ones are wont to recreate 
thelnselves at this festive tÍ1ne. 


l\iy friend Miss Bunch, ,vho was governess of a large 
fanlÏly that lived in the Plano Nobile of the house inhab- 
ited by nlyself and 111Y young charges (it was the Palazzo 
Poniatowski at Rome, and 
iessrs. Spillmal1n, two of the 
best pastrycooks in Christendolu, have their shop on the 
ground floor): I\liss Bunch, I say, begged Ine to draw a set 
of Twelfth-Night characters for the aluuselnent of our young 
people. 


She is a lady of great fancy and droll iInagination, and 
having looked at the characters, she and I COlllposed a his- 
tory about theIn, which was recited to the little folks at 
night, and served as our fireside pantoll1Ï1ne. 


Our juvenile audience was anulsed by the adventures of 
Giglio and Bulbo, Rosalba and Angelica. I am bound to 
say the fate of the Hall Porter created a considerable sen- 
sation; and the wrath of Countess Gruffanuff was received 
with extreme pleasure. 
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If these children are pleased, thought I, why should not 
others be amused also? In a few days Dr. Birch's young 
friends will be expected to reassenlble at Rodwell Regis, 
1vhere they will learn everything that is useful, and under 
the eyes of careful ushers continue the business of their 

 little lives. 


But, in the meanwhile, and for a brief holiday, let us 
1augh and be as pleasant as we can. And you elder folk 
-a little joking, and dancing, and fooling will do even 
- you no harm. The author wishes you a merry Christmas, 
and welcomes you to the Fireside Pantolnime. 
M. A. TITl\IARSH. 


December, 1.854. 



THE ROSE AND THE RING. 


I. 


SHOWS HOW THE ROYAL FAMILY SATE DOWN TO 
BREAKFAST. 


THIS is Valoroso XXIV., King of Paflagonia, seated with 
his Queen and only child at their royal breakfast-table, and 
recei ving the letter which announces to His lVlajesty a pro- 
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posed visit from Prince Bulbo, heir of PadeHa, reigning 
King of Crim Tartary. Remark the delight upon the InOll- 
arch's royal features. He is so absorbed in the perusal of 
the King of Crim Tartary's letter that he allows his eggs 
to get cold, and leaves his august muffins untasted. 
K-Vol. 24 
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" 'Vhat! that wicked, brave, delightful Prince Bulbo!" 
cries Princess Angelica; "so handsonle, so accolnplished, 
so witty-the conqueror of Rinlboinbalnento, ,vhere he slew 
ten thousand giants!" 
"Who told you of hiln, Iny dear? " asks His Majesty. 
" A little bird," says Angelica. 
"Poor Giglio! " says Inanuua, pouring out the tea. 
"Bother Giglio! " cries Angelica, tossing up her head, 
,vhich rustled with a thousand curl-papers. 
"I wish," grow Is the K ing-" I wish Giglio was . . ." 
"\Vas better? Yes, dear, he is better," says the Queen. 
"Angelica's little Inaid, Betsinda, told Ine so when she 
came to nlY rOOln this nlorning with nlY early tea." 
" You are always drinking tea," said the 1l10narch, with 
a scowl. 
"It is better than drinking port or brandy and water," 
replies Her IVlajesty. 
" Well, 'well, nlY dear, I only said you were fond of 
drinking tea," said the King of Paflagonia, with an effort 
as if to cOllunand his telnper. " Angelica! I hope you have 
plenty of ne,v dresses; your nÜlliner's bills are long enough. 
l\iy dear Queen, you Inust see and have SOllIe parties. I 
prefer dinners, but of course you will be for balls. Your 
everlasting blue velvet quite tires me: and, Iny love, I 
should like you to have a new necklace. Order one. Not 
Inore than a hundred or a hundred and fifty thousand 
pounds. " 
" And Giglio, dear?" says the Queen. 
" GIGLIO MAY GO TO THE-" 
"Oh, sir," screalUS Her l\fajesty. "Your own nephew! 
our late King's only son." 
"Giglio may go to the tailor's, and order the bills to be 
sent in to Glulnboso to pay. Confound hÏ1n! I Inean bless 
his dear heart. He need want for nothing; gi ve him a 
couple of guineas for pocket-nloney, my dear; and you Inay 
as well order yourself bracelets while you are about the 
necklace, l\Irs. 'T." 
Her Majesty, or Mrs. V., as the Inonarch facetiously 
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called her (for even royalty will have its sport, and this 
august family were very much attached), embraced her 
husband, and, twining her arm rOlmd her daughter's waist, 
they quitted the breakfast-room in order to make all things 
ready for the princely stranger. 
When they were gone, the smile that had lighted up the 
eyes of the husband and fatheï. fled-the pride of the King 
fled-the MAN was alone. Had I the pen of a G. P. R. 
James, I would describe Valoroso's torments in the choic- 
est langnage; in which I would also depict his flashing 
eye, his distended nostril-his dressing-gown, pocket- 
handkerchief, and boots. But I need not say I have 
not the pen of that novelist; suffice it to say, Valoroso was 
alone. 
He rushed to the cupboard, seizing froin the table one of 
the many egg-cups with which his princely board was 
served for the matin meal, drew out a bottle of right Nantz 
or Cognac, filled and emptied the cup several times, and 
laid it down with a hoarse" Ha, ha, ha! now Valoroso is a 
man again! " 
" But oh! " he went on (still sipping, I ain sorry to say), 
"ere I was a king, I needed not this intoxicating draught; 
once I detested the hot brandy wine, and quaffed no other 
fount but nature's rill. It dashes not more quickly o'er 
the rocks tlJan I did, as, with blunderbuss in hand, I 
brushed away the early luorning de,v, and shot the par- 
tridge, snipe, or antlered deer! Ah 1 well may England's 
dranlatist relnark, , Uneasy lies the head that wears a 
crown!' Why did I steal my nephew's, my young Gi- 
glio's-? Steal! said I? no, no, no, not steal, not steal. 
Let nle withdraw that odious expression. I took, and on 
my manly head I set, the royal crown of Paflagonia; I 
took, and with my royal arm I wield, the sceptral rod of 
Paflagonia; I took, and in my outstretched hand I hold, 
the royal orb of Paflagonia! Could a. poor boy, a sni veI- 
ling, drivelling boy-was in his nurse's arms but yester- 
day, and cried for sugar-plums and puled for pap-bear 
up the awful weight of crown, orb, sceptre? gird on the 


.,., 
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sword my royal fathers wore, and meet in fight the tough 
CrÜnean foe? " 
And then the monarch went 011 to argue in his own lllind 
(though we need not say that blank verse is not arglunent) 
that ,vhat he had got it was his duty to keep, and that, if 
at one time he had entertained ideas of a certain restitu- 
tion, ,vhich shall be nameless, the prospect by a ce'J'tain 
1JZarl'iage of uniting two crowns and two nations which had 
been engaged in bloody and expensive 'val'S, as the Pafla- 
gonians and the Crimeans had been, put the idea of Giglio's 
restoration to the throne out of the question: nay, 'were his 
o'\vn brother, King Savio, alive, he ,vould certainly will 
away the crown frOln his own son in order to bring about 
such a desirable union. 
Thus easily do we deceive ourselves! Thus do we fancy 
w hat we wish is right! The !{ing took courage, read the 
papers, finished his Inuffins and eggs, and rang the bell for 
his Prime l\iinister. The Queen, after thinking whether 
she should go up and see Giglio, who had been sick, 
thought, "Not now. Business first; pleasure afterwards. 
I will go and see dear Giglio this afternoon; and now r 
will drive to the jeweller's, to look for the necklace and 
bracelets." The Princess went up into her own rOOln, and 
inade Betsinda, her maid, bring out all her dresses; and as 
for Giglio, they forgot hiIn as much as I forget what I had 
for dinner last Tuesday t,vel vemonth. 
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I I. 


HOW KING V ALOROSO GOT THE CROWN, AND PRINCE 
GIGLIO WENT WITHOUT. . 


P AFLAGONIA, ten or twenty thousand years ago, appears 
to have been one of those kingdoms where the laws of suc- 
cession were not settled; for when King Savio died, leav- 
ing his brother Regent of the kingdom, and guardian of 
Savio's orphan infant, this unfaithful regent took no sort 
of regard of the late lllonarch's will; had hiIllself pro- 
clailned sovereign of Paflagonia under the title of King 
Valoroso XXIV., had a lnost splendid coronation, and or- 
dered all the nobles of the kingdom to pay hÜn hOlnage. 
So long as Valoroso gave theIll plenty of balls at Court, 
plenty of Inoney and lucrative places, the Pafl.agonian no- 
bility did not care who was king; and as for the people, in 
those early times, they ,vere equally indifferent. The 
Prince Giglio, by reason of his tender age at his royal 
father's death, did not feel the loss of his crown and eln- 
pire. As long as he had plenty of toys and sweetIneats, a 
holiday five times a week, and a horse and gun to go out 
shooting when he grew a little older, and, above all, the 
COlnpany of his darling cousin,. the King's only child, poor 
Giglio was perfectly contented; nor did he envy his uncle 
the royal robes and sceptre, the great hot uncolllfortable 
throne of state, and the enormous cumbersome crown in 
which that monarch appeared from morning till night. 
King Valoroso's portrait has been left to us; and I think 
you will agree with 111e that he must have been sometimes 
1'othm' tired of his velvet, and his diamonds, and his ermine, 
and his grandeur. I shouldn't like to sit in that stifling 
robe with such a thing as that on my head. 
No doubt, the Queen must have been lovely in her youth, 
for though she grew rather stout in after life, yet her 
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features, as shown in her portrait, are certainly pleasing. 
If she was fond of 'flattery, scandal, cards, and fine clothes, 
let us deal gently with her infirmities, ,vhich, after all, 


=. 
j
 
 ill'lll Ïj! ! l j lllljlfl l l!l
l l f I J 
. I
' ,
: \,' ' I !' ' 
 I ( ' . ll l' tf il ( 
'I I 
' I 
I '\
 '


11:1,'lli' '01 I 1i,;1 "I " 
, ; . f, 
7
& " I .11 
\i
 I, 1 1 : 1 1 J l ilill
 i, I 1 1I 1 III 
, 
I 
.
I?f;at
. \ß I t
i 

I) I .I I ill lll l l l l l' I 
I!
!' :
 
 ,!IJ 

 It
 :f!)lf , " "",

II Ü!r.:
.

..ç I I " 
 II
II
JI IfJ j :\ 
'
Ir" 'J"5:
J..J
'1/

;
:l,H;;llt l dl !l111' f /f I",J\) II " r 
,f ( 
T. ::
 ,.
'"
, ,J 

 'Illtl 1,1. 111" I? I r 
. 

 ",
&
'
II
 

". \. " '
 l r'

JII: 
 

\ 
,


I


, -
:
 

t 
"!ih I ,
_.
'
" 
11



'.


'-t E 
'
":;'" \:
 
 
"'


II " I 1 1 1\f' I ' r .-" '
 I I 
i,
6)
i

 
 6)
i

 
 i'l. 
 'J!ai 

 ,... 7
" . 
 ' 'q 

).. ' 1 : 
'\ \
 

 ,"" "' -"I '" 'J
 ,
"""" I 
· m: .:', .\,"- "

1&;\\ " 
.\!
'
 " 
 "llijt " 1 
; 1 '

"'" ,'\\ '

' 
 \\.
I, .. 4.- W, '1'_ U>>, P l 
 II ' I 
I l!!J?rr Æ!!iÌ';; 
 rl'
:ß,
lt:.."*
: :P: '1' rI 
I. " ' , 
t ;11 i ll ' Il ij 
. ":tr
-'" 
 ,., . f/ II - '
 f 
II '.. W I 
I "'Ð1.IUII":'
 '" ir :,
.;) I · I{ 
 r 
 Ir!I
/J 
.! 
; I :I,lJ'{! 1 tl
 "
', '"
I 
/tí;'Jt
M
 I \ "I.
'II t.ll 
 
1,1 ' I U'1 " 
f ' .;,' "'" 
 '(t.':, "
\ 
\'4
fJ- I 
 ,

 'I,:;' .
 I 
) tIÞ:.- 'fl' . ",,,,..," _ .:.

 ... .t. , .,. 
:1,: .... 'It t i, 
, þf :: å 
,
'l\

i
H:'


':
':\ Q
',
t: ,II, I
:, 
.1, 
I fi ' 
 1 ,
r j,',q,\\,' I --J. I. 
 
;'!':, I :!ä l, ' 
t/ J ,t'A1ll
\.f




! ;IMt
f

 

 1:
' I 'd ' 
, '" ';-...ft, try I' ,ll'" '! ,.",'. [.
 
J,/ P, I ' 
:'11 
'Ì'} ." f. ;: 

( /: '
IP 1#., ..'..
!
, ." I",! I ' 
, J . /,;.-.-.-,: ,if.;,:,
': ç;

' 
... \ " "
 : I: I 
, "" _ 
 .I! 
..: '.. 
.i{f"t! ,fi}.",...- " "" .".......' 
, '
 
 - "'/4
 :;;- ,?!t,*9.:':
 . ,,

 , . 
fT - ....!


 
__....""",'
.,.d1 ,r// '."'Q:
'.v .
1 
".,,:,/ 
:.-..;.. :f..:';'
 
 '- 
 
\Qy.p . 
:;;\)'r:r. 
 " 
, , , "" - .,-'- - --- _ ':'
 
\\
't' I '1: ("
'illii.
!,, I 
, ,.: -' - - " ,'" . 


'f\r"J
'
'Itì.N" '.': 
É " . 
 _____, 

 -t' .

'
":. "
"l
 - - 

 
( --=- 
 
- , 

 : 
-?

=<.- 

' 


may be no greater than our own. She was kind to her 
nephew; and if she had any scruples of conscience about 
her husband's taking the young Prince's cro,vn, consoled 
herself by thinking that the King, though a usurper, was 
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a most respectable man, and that at his death Prince Giglio 
,vould be restored to his throne, and share it with his 
cousin, whom he loved so fondly. 


The 
rime l\iinister was Glumboso, an old statesman, 
who most cheerfully swore fidelity to ICing Valoroso, and 
in 'v hose hands the lllonarch left all the affairs of his king- 
dom. All Valoroso wanted ,vas plenty of money, plenty 
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of hunting, plenty of flattery, and as little trouble as possi- 
ble. As long as he had his sport, this monarch cared little 
how his people paid for it: he engaged in some wars, and 
of course the Paflagonian newspapers announced that he 
gained prodigious victories: he had statues erected to him- 
self in every city of the en1pire; and of course his pictures 
placed everywhere, and in all the print-shops: he was 
Valoroso the !tlagnanimous, Valoroso the Victorious, Valo- 
roso the Great, and so forth;-for even in these early early 
times courtiers and people knew how to flatter. 
This royal pair had one only child, the Princess Angelica, 
'v ho, you may be sure, was a paragon in the courtiers' eyes, 
in her parents', and in her own. It was said she had the 
longest hair, the largest eyes, the slimmest waist, the 
smallest foot, and the most lovely complexion of any young 
lady in the Paflagonian dominions. Her accomplishments 
were announced to be even superior to her beauty; and gov- 
ernesses used to shalne their idle pupils by telling them 
what Princess Angelica could do. She could play the lnost 
difficult pieces of music at sight. She could answer anyone 
of "1\Iangnall's Questions." She knew every date in the 
history of Paflagonia, and every other country. She knew 
French, English, Italian, Gerlnan, Spanish, Hebrew, Greek, 
Latin, Cappadocian, Samothracian, Ægean, and Crill1 Tar- 
tar. In a word, she was a most accomplished young crea- 
ture; and her governess and lady-in-waiting was the severe 
Countess Gruffanuff. 
'V ould you not fancy, from this picture, that Gruffanuff 
must have been a person of the highest birth? She looks 
so haughty that I should have thought her a Princess at 
the very least, with a pedigree reaching as far back as the 
Deluge. But this lady was no better born than many other 
ladies who give themselves airs; and all sensible people 
laughed at her absurd pretensions. The fact is, she had 
been maid-servant to the Queen when her Majesty was only 
Princess, and her husband had been head footman; but 
after his death or disappearance, of which you shall hear 
presently, this Mrs. Gruffanuff, by flattering, toadying, and 
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wheedling her royal mistress, becanle a favourite with the 
Queen (who was rather a weak woman), and Her Majesty 
gave her a title, and lllade her nursery governess to the 
Princess. 
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And now I must tell you about the Princess's learning 
and accomplishnlents, for which she had such a ,vonderful 
character. Clever Angelica certainly was, but as idle as 
possible. Play at sight, indeed! she could play one or two 
pieces, and pretend that she had never seen them before; 
She could answer half a dozen" 1\langnall's Questions"; but 
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then you must take care to ask the right ones. As for her 
languagfls, she had masters in plenty, but I doubt whether 
she knew more than a few phrases in each, for all her pre- 
tence; and as for her embroidery and her drawing, she 
showed beautiful specimens, it is true, but who did the1n? 
This obliges me to tell the truth, and to do so I must go 
back ever so far, and tell you about the Fairy Blackstick. 
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I I I. 


TELLS WHO THE FAIRY BLACKSTICK WAS, AND WHO 
WERE EVER SO l\IANY GRAND PERSONAGES 
E- 
SIDES. 


BETWEEN the kingdollls of Paflagonia and Criln Tartary, 
there lived a nlysterious personage, who was known in those 
countries as the Fairy Blackstick, fronl the ebony wand or 
crutch which she carried; on which she rode to the moon 
sOlnetimes, or upon other excursions of business or pleasure, 
and with which she perforlned her ,vonders, 
vVhen she was young, and had been first taught the art 
of conjuring by the necronlancer, her father, she was 
always practising her skill, whizzing about frolll one king- 
dOln to another upon her black stick, and conferring her 
fairy favours upon this Prince or that.. She had scores of 
royal godchildren; turned nUluberless wicked people into 
beasts, birds, millstones, clocks, pumps, bootjacks, unl- 
brellas, or other absurd shapes; and, in a ,vord, ,vas one of 
the 1110st active and officious of the ,vhole College of fairies. 
But after two or three thousand years of this sport, I 
suppose Blackstick grew tired of it. Or perhaps she 
thought, "'Vhat good anl I doing by sending this Princess 
to sleep for a hundred years? by fixing a black p..iddillg on 
to that booby's nose? by causing dialllonds aud pearls to 
drop fronl one little girl's lllouth, and vipers and toads 
from another's? I begin to think I do as lnuch harm as 
good by lny perfol'1nances. I lnight as ,veIl shut 111Y incan- 
tations up, and allo,v things to take their natural course. 
"There were nlY two young goddaughters, King Savio's 
wife, and Duke PadeHa's wife, I gave thenl each a present, 
,vhich was to render theln charming in the eyes of their 
husbands, and secure the affection of those gentleulell as 
long as they lived. 'Vhat good did lny Rose and my Ring 
do these two WOlnell? None on earth. Froln having all 
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their whims indulged by their husbands, they became ca- 
pricious, lazy, ill-humoured, absurdly vain, and leered and 
languished, and fancied themselves irresistibly beautiful, 
when they were really quite old and hideous, the ridicu- 
lous creatures! They used actually to patronise me when 
I went to pay them a visit-nw, the Fairy Blackstick, who 
knows all the wisdom of the necrOluancers, and who could 
have turned thelll into baboons, and all their diamonds into 
strings of onions, hy a single ,vave of IllY rod!" So she 
locked up her books in her cupboard, declined further Inagi- 
cal performances, and scarcely used her wand at an except 
as a cane to walk about with. 
So when Duke PadeHa's lady had a little son (the Duke 
was at that time only one of the principal noblemen in Crinl 
Tartary), Blackstick, although invited to the christening, 
would not so luuch as attend; but lnerely sent her cOlnpli- 
Inents and a silver papboat for the baby, which was really 
not worth a couple of guineas. About the sanle time the 
Queen of Paflagonia presented His Majesty with a son and 
heir; and guns were fired, the capital illuminated, and no 
end of feasts ordained to celebrate the young Prince's birth. 
It was thought the fairy, who was asked to be his god- 
mother, would at least have presented hinl with an invisi- 
ble jacket, a flying horse, a Fortunatus's purse, or some 
other valuable token of her favour; but instead, Blackstick 
went up to the cradle of the child Giglio, when everybody 
was admiring him and complimenting his royal papa ,and 
mamma, and said, "l\fIy poor child, the best thing I can send 
".. you is a little 1nisfortztne" j and this was all she wonld 
utter, to the disgust of Giglio's parents, who died very soon 
after, when Giglio's uncle took the throne, as we read in 
Chapter I. 
In like Inanner, ,vhen Cavolfiore, King of Crim Tartary, 
had a christening of his only child, Rosalba, the Fairy 
Blackstick, who had been invited, was not more gracious 
than in Prince Giglio's case. 'Vhilst everybody was expa- 
tiating over the beauty of the darling child, and congratu- 
lating its parents, the Fairy Blackstick looked very sadly 
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at the baby and its mother, and said, "My good woman 
(for the Fairy was very familiar, and no more minded a 
Queen than a washerwolnan)-lny good woman, these peo- 
ple 'v ho are following you will be the first to turn against 
you; and as for this little lady, the best thing I can wish 
her is a little 1nisf01.tune." So she touched Rosalba with 
her black wand, looked severely at the courtiers, motioned 
the Queen an adieu with her hand, and sailed slowly up 
into the air out of window. 
\Vhen she was gone, the Court people, who had been 
awed and silent in her presence, began to speak. " vVhat 
an odious Fairy she is (they said)-a pretty Fairy, indeed! 
Why, she went to the King of Paflagonia's christening, and 
pretended to do all sorts of things for that falnily; and 
what has happened-the Prince, her godson, has been 
turned off his throne by his uncle. \Vould we allow our 
sweet Princess to be deprived of her rights by any enemy? 
Never, never, never, never!" 
And they all shouted in a chorus, ".Never, never, never, 
never!" 
Now, I should like to know, and how did these fine 
courtiers show their fidelity? One of King Cavolfiore's 
vassals, the Duke Padella just mentioned, rebelled against 
the King, who went out to chastise his rebellious subject. 
"Anyone rebel against our beloved and august lVlonarch!" 
cried the courtiers; "anyone resist hÏ1n? Pooh! He is 
invincible, irresistible. He will bring home Padella a pris- 
oner, and tie hilll to a donkey's tail, and drive hiIn round 
the town, saying, 'This is the way the Great Cavolfiore 
treats rebels.' " 
The King went forth to vanquish Padella; and the poor 
Queen, who was a very tÎ1nid, anxious creature, grew so 
frightened and ill, that I aln sorry to say she died; leaving 
injunctions with her ladies to take care of the dear little 
Rosalba.-Of course they said they would. Of course they 
vowed they would die rather than any harln should happen 
to the Princess. At first the CI'i1n T(('J'ta)' Court Journal 
stated that the King was obtaining great victories over the 
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audacious rebel: then it was announced that the troops of 
the infamous PadeHa were in flight: then it was said that 
the royal arnlY would soon come up with the enemy, and 
then-then the news came that King Ca volfiore was vau- 
quished and slain by His Majesty, King Padella the First! 
At this news, half the courtiers ran off to pay their duty 
to the conquering chief, and the other half loan away, lay- 
ing hands on all the best articles in the palace; and poor 
little Rosalba was left there quite alone-quite alone; and 
she toddled from one rOOln to another, crying, "Countess r 
Duchess! " (only she said" Tountess, Duttess," not being 
able to speak plain) "bring lne my lnutton sop; my Royal 
Highness hungy! Tountess! Duttess!" And she went 
froln the private apartments into the throne room and no- 
body was there;-and thence into the ball-room and nobody 
,vas there;-and thence into the pages' rOOln and nobody 
was there;-and she toddled down the great staircase 
into the hall and nobody was there;-and the door was 
open, and she went into the court, and into the garden, and 
thence into the wilderness, and thence into the forest 'v here 
the wild beasts live and ,vas never heard of any III ore ! 


A piece of her torn mantle and one of her shoes were 
found in the wood in the mouths of two lionesses' cubs, 
whom King PadeHa and a royal hunting party shot-for he 
was King now, and reigned over CrÏ1n Tartary. "So the 
poor little Princess is done for," said he; "well, what's 
done can't be helped. Gentlemen, let us go to luncheon! " 
And one of the courtiers took up the shoe and put it in hiil 
pocket. And there was an end of Rosalba! 
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IV. 


HOW BLACKSTICK WAS NOT ASKED TO THE PRIN- 
CESS ANGELICA'S CHRISTENING. 


vV HEN the Princess Angelica was born, her parents not 
only did not ask the Fairy Blackstick to the christening 
party, but gave orders to their porter absolutely to refuse 
her if she called. This porter's name was Gruffanuff, and 
he had been selected for the post by their Royal Highnesses 
because he was a very tall fierce man, who could say" Not 
at home" to a tradesman or an unwelcome visitor with a 
rudeness which frightened most such persons a way. He 
was the husband of that Countess whose picture we have 
just seen, and as long as they were together they quarrelled 
frOlll morning till night. N ow this fellow tried his rude- 
ness once too often, as you shall hear. For the Fairy 
Blackstick coming to call upon the Prince and Princess, 
who were actually sitting at the open drawing-room win- 
dow, Gruffanuff not only denied them, but made the most 
odious vulgar sign as he was going to slam the door in the 
Fairy's face! "Git away, hold Blackstick!" said he. "I 
tell you, l\faster and Missis ain't at home to you;" and he 
was, as we have said, going to slaIn the door. 
But the Fairy, with her wand, prevented the door being 
shut; and Gruffanuff came out again in a fury, swearing in 
the most abominable way, and asking the Fairy" whether 
she thought he was a going to stay at that there door hall 
day? " 
" You a1'e going to stay at that door all day and all night, 
and for many a long year," the Fairy said, very majesti- 
cally; and Gruffanuff, coming out of the door, straddling 
before it with his great calves, burst out laughing, and 
cried "Ha, ha, ha! this is a good un! Ha-ah-w hat's 
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this? Let me down-O-o-H'm!" and then he ,vas 
-dulnb! 
For, as the Fairy waved her wand over him, he felt him- 
self rising off the ground, and fluttering up against the 
door, and then, as if a screw ran into his stomach, he felt 
a dreadful pain there, and was pinned to the door; and 
then his arms flew up over his head; and his legs, after 
writhing about wildly, twisted under his body; and he felt 
cold, cold, growing over hÎ111, as if he was turning into 
Inetal; and he said, "O-o-H'ln!" and could say no Inore, 
because he was dlullb. 
Re 'was turned into Inetal! He was, froin being bl'azen, 
bl'ass! He was neither Illore nor less than a knocker! 
And there he was, nailed to the door in the blazing SUlll- 
mer day, till he burned almost red-hot; and there he ,vas, 
nailed to the door all the bitter ,vinter nights, till his brass 
nose was dropping with icicles. And the postInan came 
and rapped at hi1n, and the vulgarest boy with a letter 
caIne and hit hin1 up against the door. And the King and 
Queen (Princess and Prince they were then) coming home 
fronl a walk that evening, the King said, "Rullo, lny dear! 
you have had a new knocker put on the door. Why, it's 
rather like our porter in the face! \Vhat has becolne of 
that boozy vagabond?" And the housemaid caIne and 
scrubbed his nose with sand-paper; and once, when the 
Pl'incess Angelica's little sister ,vas born, he ,vas tied up 
in an old kid glove; and, another night, some lal-king 
young men tried to wrench hÎ1n off, and put him to the 
most excruciating agony ,vith a turnscre,v. And then the 
Queen had a fancy to have the colour of the door altered; 
and the painters dabbed hÏ1n over the Inouth and eyes, and 
nearly choked hiln, as the). painted hin1 pea-green. I war- 
rant he had leisure to repent of having been rude to the 
Fairy Blackstick! 


As for his wife, she did not miss hiln; and as he was 
always guzzling beer at the public-house, and notoriously 
quarrelling with his wife, and in debt to the tradesmen, it 
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was supposed he had run away from all these evils, and 
emigrated to Australia or Alnerica. And when the Prince 
and Princess chose to become King and Queen, they left 
their old house, and nobody thought of the porter any 
more. 
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v. 


HOW PRINCESS ANGELICA TOOK A LITTLE 1\IAID, 


ONE day, when the Pl'incess Angelica was quite a little 
girl, she was walking in the garden of the palace, with 

Irs. Gruffanuff, the goyerness, holding a parasol over her 
head, to keep her sweet cOlnplexion fronl the freckles, and 
Angelica was carrying a bun, to feed the s,vans and ducks 
in the royal pond. 
They had not reached the duck-pond, ,vhen there caIne 
toddling up to thelu such a funny little girl! She had a 
great quantity of hair blo,ving about her chubby little 
cheeks, and looked as if she had not been washed or cOlubed 
for ever so long. She wore a ragged bit of a cloak, and 
had only one shoe on, 
" You little wretch, ,vho let you in here?'
 asked Grnffa- 
nuff. 
"Div me dat bun," said the little girl, "me vely hungy." 
"Hungry! what is that?" a
ked Pl'incess Angelica, and 
gave the child the bun. 
"Oh, Princess!" says Gruffanuff, "how good, how kind, 
how truly angelical you are! See, your l\lajesties," she 
said to the King and Queen, who now came up, along ,vith 
their nephew', Prince Giglio, "how kind the Princess is! 
She met this little dirty wretch in the garden-I can't tell 
how she caIne in here, or why the guards di"d not shoot her 
dead at the gate I-and the dear darling of a Princess has 
given her the whole of her bun!" 
"I didn't want it," said Angelica. 
"But you are a darling little angel all the sanIe," says 
the governess 
" Yes; I know lam," said Angelica. " Dirty little girl, 
don't you think I am very pretty?" Indeed, she had on 
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the finest of little dresses and hats; and, as her hair was 
carefully curled, she really looked very well. 
"Oh, pooty, pooty!" says the little girl, capering about, 
laughing, and dancing, and lnunching her bun; and as she 
ate it she began to sing, "Oh, what fUll to have a plum bun! 
ho"r I wis it never was done!" At which, and her funny 
accent, Angelica, Giglio, and the l{ing and Queen began to 
laugh very lnerrily. 
" I can dance as well :as sing," says the little girl "I 
can dance, and I can sing, and I can do all sorts of ting." 
And she ran to a flower-bed, and pulling a fe,v polyan- 
thuses, rhododendrons, and other flowers, nlade herself a 
little wreath, and danced before the King and Queen so 
drolly and prettily, that everybody was delighted. 
"\Vho was your mother-who were your relations, little 
girl?" said the Queen. 
The little girl said, "Little lion was my brudder; great 
big lioness lny nludder; neber heard of any udder." And 
she capered away on her one shoe, and everybody was ex- 
ceedingly diverted. 
So Angelica said to the Queen, "M
unma, lny parrot flew 
away yesterday out of its cage, and I don't care any lnore 
for any of lny toys; and I think this funny little dirty child 
will anUlse me. I will take her hOlne, and give her some 
of myoId frocks." 
"Oh, the generous darling! " says Gruffanuff. 
" \Vhich I have WOI'n ever so nlany tÏ1nes, and aln quite 
ti!"3d of," Angelica ,vent on; "and she shall be Iny little 
maid. Will you COlne hOlne with 111e, little dirty girl? " 
The child clapped her hands, and said, "Go home ,vith 
you-yes! You pooty Princess !-Have a nice dinner, and 
wear a new dress! " 
And they all laughed again, and took hOlne the child to 
the palace, where, when she ,vas washed and combed, and 
had one of the Princess's frocks given to her, she looked as 
handsome as Angelica, alnlost. Not that Angelica ever 
thought so; for this little lady never imagined that any- 
body in the world could be as pretty, as good, or as clever 
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as herself. In order that the little girl should not become 
too proud and conceited, 1\11'8. Gruffanuff took her old 
ragged mantle and one shoe, and put thenl into a glass box, 
with a card laid upon them, upon which was written, 
"These were the old clothes in which little Betsinda was 
found when the great goodness and admirable kindness of 
her Royal Highness the Princess Angelica received this lit- 
tle outcast." And the date was added, and the box locked 
up. 
For a while little Betsinda was a great favourite with 
the Princess, and she danced, and sang, and Inade her lit- 
tle rhymes, to anUlse her mistress. But then the Princess 
got a Inonkey, and afterwards a little dog, and afterwards 
a doll, and did not care for Betsinda any more, who became 
very Inelancholy and quiet, and sang no more funny songs, 
because nobody cared to hear her. And then, as she grew 
older, she was made a little lady's-maid to the Princess; 
and though she had no wages, she worked and mended, and 
put Angelica's hair in papers, and was never cross when 
scolded, and was al,vays eager to please her n1Ïstress, and 
was always up early and to beel late, and at hand 'v hen 
wanted, and in fact became a perfect little maid. So the 
two girls grew up, and, when the Princess came out, Bet- 
sinda was never tired of waiting on her; and lnade her 
dresses better than the best Inilliner, and was useful in a 
hundred ways. Whilst the Princess was having her nlas- 
tel's, Betsinda would sit and watch theln; and in this way 
she picked up a great deal of learning; for she was always 
awake, though her n1Ìstl'ess was not, and listened to the 
,vise professors when Angelica ,vas yawning or thinking of 
the next ball. And when the dancing-Inaster came, Bet- 
sinda learned along with Angelica; and when the music- 
master caIne, she watched hiIn, and practised the Princess's 
pieces when Angelica was a way at balls and parties; and 
when the drawing-master came, she took note of all he 
said and did; and the same with French, Italian, and all 
other languages-she learned thelu frOln the teacher who 
came to Angelica. vVhen the Princess was going out of an 
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evening she would say, "1t:1y good Betsillda, you may as 
well finish what I have begun." "Yes, Iniss," Betsinda 
would say, and sit down very cheerful, not to finish what 
Angelica begun, but to do it. 
For instance, the Princess would begin a head of a war- 
rior, let us say, and when it was begun it was sOlnething 
like this- 


But when it was done, the warrior was like this- 


- , ),. 
<-p;þJ 


(only handsomer still if possible), and the Princess put her 
nalne to the drawing; and the Court and King and Queen, 
and above all poor Giglio, admired the picture of all things, 
and said, "'Vas there ever a genius like Angelica?" So, I 
am sorry to say, was it with the Princess's embroidery and 
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other accomplishlnents; and Angelica actually believed that 
she did these things herself, and received all the flattery of 
the Court as if every word of it was true. Thus she began 
to think that there was no young WOlnan in all the world 
equal to herself, and that no young man was good enough 
for her. As for Betsinda, as she heard none of these 
praises, she was not puffed up by them, and being a most 
grateful, good-natured girl, she was only too anxious to do 
everything which might give her mistress pleasure. Now 
you begin to perceive that Angelica had faults of her own, 
and was by no means such a wonder of wonders as people 
represented lIeI' Royal Highness to be. 
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VI. 


HOW PRINCE GIGLIO BEHAVED HIMSELF. 


AND now let us speak about Prince Giglio, the nephew 
of the reigning monarch of Paflagonia. It has already been 
stated, in page 267, that as long as he had a Slnart coat to 
wear, a good horse to ride, and money in his pocket, or 
rather to take out of his pocket, for he ,vas very good- 
natured, my young Prince did not care for the loss of his 
crown and sceptre, being a thoughtless youth, not lnuch in- 
clined to politics or any kind of learning.. So his tutor had 
a sinecure. Giglio would not learn classics or lnathelnatics, 
and the Lord Chancellor of Paflagonia, Squaretoso, pulled 
a very long face because the Prince could not be got to 
study the Paflagonian laws and constitution; but, on the " 
other hand, the King's galnekeepers and hUIltslnen found 
the Prince an apt pupil; the dancillg-lnaster pronounced - 
that he was a most elegant and assiduous scholar; the First 
Lord of the Billiard Table gave the most flattering reports 
of the Prince's skill; so did the Groom of the Tennis Court; 
and as for the Captain of the Guard and Fencing l\faster, 
the valiant and 'l'eteran Count Kutasoff Hedzoff, he avowed - 
that since he ran the General of CrÏ111 Tartary, the dread- , 
ful Grlunbuskin, through the body, he never had encoun- 
tered so expert a swordsman as Prince Giglio. 
I hope you do not Ìlnagine that there ,vas any iInpropriety 
in the Prince and Princess walking together in the palace 
garden, and because Giglio kissed Angelica's hand in a po- 
lite lnanner. In the first place they are cousins; next, the 
Queen is walking in the garden too (you cannot see her, for 
she happens to be behind that tree), and Her l\iajesty 
al ways wished that Angelica and Giglio should lnarry: so 
did Giglio: so did Angelica sometimes, for she thought 
her cousin very handsome, brave, and good-natured: but 
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then you know she was so clever and knew so many things, 
and poor Giglio knew nothing, and had no conversation. 
vVhen they looked at the stars, what did Giglio kno,v of 
the heavenly bodies? Once, when on a sweet llight in a 
balcony where they were standing, Angelica said, "There 


is the Bear." "Where?" says Giglio. "Don't be afraid, 
Angelica! if a dozen bears COlne, I will kill theln rather 
than they shall hurt you." "Oh, you silly creature! " says 
she; "you are very good, but you are not very wise." 
\Vhen they looked at the flowers, Giglio was utterly unac- 
quainted with botany, and had never heard of Linnæus. 
vVhen the butterflies passed, Giglio knew nothing about 
theIn, being as ignorant of entomology as I am of algebra. 
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So you see, Angelica, though she liked Giglio pretty well, 
despised him on account of his ignorance. I think she 
probably valued he'ì' own lea'ì"ning rather too much; but to 
think too well of one's self is the fault of people of all ages 
and both sexes. Finally, when nobody else was there, 
Angelica liked her cousin well enough. 
King Valoroso was very delicate in health, and withal so 
fond of good dinners ('v hich were prepared for hÜn by his 
French cook l\farmitonio), that it was supposed he could 
not live long. Now the idea of anything happening to the 
King struck the artful Prime Minister and the designing 
old lady-in-waiting with terror. For, thought Glulnboso 
and the Countess, "when Prince Giglio marries his cousin 
and comes to the throne, what a pretty position we shall be 
in, Wh0111 he dislikes, and who have ahvays been unkind to 
hÜn. vVe shall lose our places in a trice; Gruffanuff will 
have to give up all the je,vels, laces, snuff-boxes, rings, 
and watches which belonged to the Queen, Giglio's mother; 
and Glumboso will be forced to refund two hundred and 
seventeen thousand millions nine hundred and eighty-seven 
thousand four hundred and thirty-nine pounds, thirteen 
shillings, and sixpence halfpenny, Inoney left to Prince 
Giglio by his poor dear father." So the Lady of Honour 
and the Prime l\linister hated Giglio because they had done 
hiIn a wrong; and these unprincipled people invented a 
hundred cruel stories about poor Giglio, in order to influ- 
ence the King, Queen, and Princess against him; how he 
was so ignorant that he could not spe
l the commonest 
words, 
nd actually wrote Valoroso Valloroso, and spelt 
Angelica with two l's; hovl he drank a great deal too lnuch 
wine at dinner, and was always idling in the stables with 
the grooms; how he owed ever so much Inoney at the pas- 
trycook's and the haberdasher's; how he used to go to 
sleep at church; how he ,vas fond of playing cards with 
the pages. So did the Queen like playing cards; so did 
the King go to sleep at church, and eat and drink too 
much; and, if Giglio owed a trifle for tarts, who owed him 
two hundred and seventeen thousand millions nine hundred 
L-Vol. 24 
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and eighty-seven thousand four hundred and thirty-nine 
pounds, thirteen shillings, and sixpence halfpenny, I should 
like'to know? Detractors and tale-bearers (in l1lY hUlnble 
opinion) had luuch better look at honze. All this backbit- 
ing and slandering had effect upon Princess Angelica, who 
began to look coldly on her cousin, then to laugh at hill1 and 
scorn him for being so stupid, then to sneer at hilll for hay- 
ing vulgar associates; and at Court balls, dinners, and so 
forth, to treat hilll so unkindly that poor Giglio became 
quite ill, took to his bed, and sent for the doctor. 
His Majesty King Valoroso, as we have seen, had his 
own reasons for disliking his neph
w; and as for those in- 
nocent readers who ask why?-I beg (with the perluission 
of their dear parents) to refer the In to Shakespeare's pages, 
where they will read why King John disliked Prince Ar- 
thur. 1Vith the Queen, his royal but 1veak-lnillded aunt, 
when Giglio was out of sight he was out of mind. While 
she had her whist and her evening parties, she cared for 
little else. 
I dare say two villains, who shall be nanleless, 1vished 
Doctor Pildrafto, the Court Physician, had killed Giglio 
right out, but he only bled and physicked hiIn so severely 
that the Prince was kept to his rOOln for severallnonths, 
and grew as thin as a post. 
'Vhilst he was lying sick in this way, there canle to the 
Court of Paflagonia a famous painter, whose nallle was 
Tomaso Lorenzo, and who was Painter in Ordinary to the 
J{ing of Crilll Tartary, PaHagonia's neighbour. Tomaso 
Lorenzo painted all the Court, who were delighted with his 
works; for even Countess Gruffanuff looked young anel 
Glumboso good-humoured in his pictures, "He flatters 
very llluch," some people said. " Nay!" says Princess 
Angelica, "I aln above flattery, and I think he did not 
make my picture handsollle enough, I can't bear to hear 
a man of genius unjustly cried down, and I hope my dear 
papa will make Lorenzo a knight of his Order of the Cu- 
cumber." 
The Princess Angelica, although the courtiers vowed Her 


, 
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Royal Highness could draw so bea
ttifully that the idea of 
her taking lessons was absurd, yet chose to have Lorenzo 
for a teacher, and it was wonderful, as long as she painted 
,in his studio, what beautiful pictures she nlade! Some of 
the performances were engraved for the Book of Beauty; 
others were sold for enormous SUlns at Charity Bazaars. 
She wrote the signatures lmder the drawings, no doubt, but 
I think I know \vho did the pictures-this artful painter, 
who had come with other designs on Angelicå than merely 
to teach her to draw. 
One day, Lorenzo showed the Princess a portrait of a 
young man in arlnour, with fair hair and the loveliest blue 
eyes, and an expression at once melancholy and interesting. 
"Dear Signor Lorenzo, who is this? " asked the Princess. 
"I never saw anyone so handsome," says Countess 
Gruflanuff (the old humbug). 
"That, " said the painter, "that, madam, is the portrait 
of my august young master, His Royal Highness Bulbo, 
Crown Prince of CrÎln Tartary, Duke of Acroceraunia, l\Iar- 
quis of Poluphloisboio, and Knight Grand Cross of the Or- 
der of the Pumpkin. That is the Order of the Pumpkin 
glittering on his manly breast, and received by His Royal 
Highness from his august father, His l\Iajesty King Padella 
I., for his gallantry at the battle of RiInbolnbamento, when 
he slew with his own princely hand the I(ing of Ograria 
and two hundred and eleven giants of the two hundred and 
eighteen who formed the King's bodyguard. The remain- 
der were destroyed by the brave CrÏ1n Tartar anny after an 
obstinate combat, in which the Crim Tartars suffered se- 
verely. " 
'Vhat a Prince! thought Angelica: so brave-so calm- 
looking-so young-what a hero! 
"He is as accomplished as he is brave," continued the 
Court Painter. "He knows all languages perfectly: sings 
deliciously: plays every instrument: composes operas which 
have been acted a thousand nights running at the Imperial 
Theatre of Crim Tartary, and danced in a ballet there be- 
fore the King and Queen; in which he looked so beautiful, 



290 


THE ROSE AND THE RING. 


that his cousin, the lovely daughter of the ICing of Circas- 
sia, died for love of him." 
"vVhy did he not marry the poor Princess?" asked An- 
gelica, with a sigh. 
"Because they ,vere ji1'st cousins, madaln, and the clergy 
forbid these unions," said the Painter. " And, besides, the 
young Prince had given his royal heart elsewlw]'e." 
"And to whom?" asked Her Royal Highness. 
"I anl not at liberty to mention the Princess's name," 
answered the Painter. 
" But you may tell me the first letter of it," gasped out 
the Princess. 
"That your Royal Highness is at liberty to guess," says 
Lorenzo. 
"Does it begin with a Z?" asked Angelica. 
The Painter said it wasn't a Z; then she tried a Y; then 
an X; then a 'V, and went so backwards through ahnost 
the whole alphabet. 
'Vhen she caIne to D, and it wasn't D, she grew very 
much excited; when she came to C, and it wasn't C, she 
was still more nervous; when she came to B, and it wasn't 
B, "0 dearest Gruffanuff," she said, "lend me your smell- 
ing-bottle!" and, hiding her head in the Countess's shoul- 
der, she faintly whispered, "Ah, Signor, can it be A?" 
"It was A; and though I Inay not, by Iny Royal l\ias- 
tel" s orders, tell your Royal Highness the Princess's nalue, 
who\Jl he fondly, madly, devotedly, rapturously loves, I 
may show you her portrait," says this slyboots: and leading 
the Princess up to a gilt frame, he drew a curtain which 
was before it. 
o goodness! the frame contained A LOOKIKG-GLASS! and 
Angelica saw her own face! 
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VII. 


HOW GIGLIO AND ANGELICA HAD A QUARREL. 


THE Court Painter of His Majesty the King of Crim 
Tartary returned to that monarch's dominions, carrying 
away a nUlnber of sketches which he had Inade in the Pafla- 
gonian capital (you know, of course, my dears, that the 
name of that capital is Blombodinga); but the most charm- 
ing of all his pieces was a portrait of the Princess Angelica, 
which all the Crim Tartar nobles came to see. vVith this 
work the King was so delighted, that he decorated the 
Painter with his Order of the PUlnpkin (sixth class), and 
the artist became Sir TOlnaso Lorenzo, !(. P., thenceforth. 
King Valoroso also sent Sir Tomaso his Order of the Cu- 
cumber, besides a handsome order for money, for he painted 
the King, Queen, and principal nobility while at Blombo- 
dinga, and becalne all the fashion, to the perfect rage of 
all the artists in Paflagonia, where the l{ing used to point 
to the portrait of Prince Bulbo, which Sir Tomaso had left 
behind him, and say, "vVhich among you can paint a pic- 
ture like that? " 
It hung in the royal parlour over the royal sideboard, and 
Princess Angelica could always look at it as she sat making 
the tea. Each day it seemed to grow handsolner and hand- 
somer, and the Princess grew so fond of looking at it, that 
she would often spill the tea over the cloth, at which 
her father and mother would wink. and wag their heads, 
and say to each other, "Aha! we see ho,v things are 
going." 
In the llleanwhile poor Giglio lay upstairs very sick in 
his chamber, though he took all the doctor's horrible llledi- 
cines like a good young lad; as I hope '!lOll do, my dears, 
when you are ill and mamma sends for the Inedical man. 
And the only person who visited Giglio (besides his friend 
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the captain of the guard, ,vho was almost always busy or 
on parade), was little Betsinda the houseluaid, who used to 
do his bedroolll and sitting-room out, bring him his gruel, 
and warlll his bed. 
'Vhen the little housemaid caIne to him in the morning 
and evening, Prince Giglio used to say, "Betsinda, Eet- 
sinda, how is the Princess Angelica? " 
And Betsillda used to answer, "The Princess is very 
,veIl, thank you, lllY Lord." And Giglio would heave a 
sigh, and think, if Angelica were sick, I alU sure 1 should 
not be very well. 
Then Giglio ,vould say, "Betsinda, has the Princess All- 
gelica asked for 111e to-day?" And Betsinda ,vould an- 
swer, "No, my Lord, not to-day"; or, "she "was very busy 
practising the piano ,vhen I saw her"; or, "she was writ- 
ing invitations for an evening party, and did not speak to 
me "; or lllake some excuse or other, not strictly consonant 
with truth: for Betsinda was such a good-natured creature, 
that she strove to do everything to prevent annoyance to 
Pl'ince Giglio, and even brought him up roast chicken and 
jellies from the kitchen (when the Doctor allowed them, 
and Giglio was getting better), saying, "that the Princess 
had lnade the jelly, or the bread-sauce, ,vith her own 
hands, on purpose for Giglio." 
'Vhen Giglio heard this he took heart and began to Inend 
hnillediately; and gobbled up all the jelly, and picked the 
la.st bone of the chicken-dru111sticks, merry-thought, sides'- 
bones, back, pope's nose, and all-thanking his dear An- 
gelica; and he felt so luuch better the next day, that he 
dressed and went downstairs, ,vhere, whom should he meet 
. but Angelica going into the dra wing-roonl? All the covers 
were off the chairs, the chandeliers taken out of the bags, 
the damask curtains uncovered, the work and things car- 
ried away, and the handsOlnest albums on the tables. An- 
gelica had her hair in papers: in a word, it ,vas evident 
there was going to be a party. 
" Rea vens, Giglio!" cries Angelica: "you here in such 
a dress! What a figure you are! " 
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" Yes, dear Angelica, I am COlne downstairs, and feel so 
well to-day, thanks to the fowl and the jelly." 
""\Vhat do I kno"w about fowls and jellies, that you allude 
to the III in that rude way?" says Angelica. 
"'Vhy, didn't-didn't you send thenl, Angelica dear?" 
says Giglio. 
"I send them indeed! Angelica dear! No, Giglio 
dear," says she, mocking hÜn, "1 was engaged in getting 
the rOOlllS ready for His Royal Highness the Prince of Criln 
Tartary, who is coming to pay nlY papa's Court a visit." 
" The - Prince - of - Crim - Tartary!" Giglio said, 
aghast. 
" Yes, the Prince of Crim Tartary," says Angelica, mock- 
ing hÎIn. "I dare say you never heard of such a country. 
'Vhat did you ever hear of? You don't kno,v whether Crim 
Tartary is on the Red Sea or on the Black Sea, I dare say." 
"Yes, I do, it's on the Red Sea," says Giglio, at which 
the Princess burst out laughing at hiDI, and said, "Oh, you 
ninny ! You are so ignorant, you are really not fit for so- 
ciety ! You know nothing but about horses and dogs, and 
are only fit to dine in a lness-room with my Royal father's 
hea viest dragoons. Don't look so surprised at me, sir: go 
and put your best clothes on to receive the Prince, and let 
me get the drawing-rooln ready." 
Giglio said, "Oh, Angelica, Angelica, I didn't think this 
of you. This wasn't your language to Ine when you gave 
Ine this ring, and I gave you mine in the garden, and you 
gave me that k-" 
But what k was we never shall know, for Angelica, 
in a rage, cried, "Get out, you saucy, rude creature! How 
dare you to remind me of your rudeness? As for your lit- 
tle trumpery twopenny ring, there, sir, there!" And she 
flung it out of the windo,v. 
"It was my mother's Inarriage-ring," cried Giglio. 
"I don't care whose marriage-ring it was," cries Angeli- 
ca. "Marry the person who picks it up if she's a woman; 
you shan't marry 1ne. And give me back 1ny ring. I've 
no patience with people who boast about the things they 



294 


THE ROSE AND THE RING. 


give away! 1 know who'll give me much finer things than 
you ever gave me. A beggarly ring indeed, not worth five 
shillings! " 
Now Angelica little knew that the ring which Giglio had 
gi ven her was a fairy ring: if a man wore it, it nlade all 
the women in love with hiIn; if a woman, all the gentle- 
men. The Queen, Giglio's mother, quite an ordinary-look- 
ing person, was adlnired immensely whilst she wore this 
ring, and her husband was frantic when she was ill But 
when she called her little Giglio to her, and put the ring 
on his finger, ICing Sa via did not seem to care for his wife 
so much any more, but transferred all his love to little 
Giglio. So did everybody love him as long as he had the 
ring; but when, as quite a child, he gave it to Angelica, 
people began to love and admire he'J'; and Giglio, as the 
saying is, played only second fiddle. 
" Yes," says Angelica, going on in her foolish ungrateful 
way. "1 know who'll give llle much finer things than your 
beggarly little pearl nonsense." 
" Very good, miss ! You may take back your ring too! " 
says Giglio, his eyes flashing fire at her, and then, as if his 
eyes had been suddenly opened, he cried out, "Ha! what 
does this 11lean? Is this the woman I have been in love 
with all my life? Have I been such a ninny as to throw 
away my regard upon you? Why-actually-yes-you 
are a little crooked!" 
" O
, you wretch! " cries Angelica. 
" And, upon nlY conscience, you-you squint a little." 
" Eh ! " cries Angelica. 
"And your hair is red-and you are marked with the 
smallpox-and wbat? you have three false teeth-and one 
leg shorter than the other! " 
" You brute, you brute, you!" Angelica screamed out: 
and as she seized the ring with one hand, she dealt Giglio 
one, two, three smacks on the face, and would have pulled 
the hair off his head had he not started laughing, and cry- 
Ing- 
I' Oh dear me, Angelica, don't pull out 1ny hair, it hurts! 
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You might remove a great deal of ymo' own, as I perceive, 
without scissors or pulling at all. Oh, ho, ho! ha, ha, ha! 
he, he, he!" 
And he neal:ly choked himself with laughing, and she 
with rage; ,vhen, with a low bO'w, and dressed in his Court 
habit, Count Ganlbabella, the first lord-in-waiting, entered 
and said, "Royal Highnesses! Their 1\iajesties expect you 
in the Pink Throne-room, where they await the arrival of 
the Prince of Crim Tartary." 
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VI I I. 


HOW GRUFFANUFF PICKED THE FAIRY RING UP, 
AND PRINCE BULBO CA1tIE TO COURT. 


PRIYCE BULBO'S arrival had set all the Court in a flut- 
tel': everybody was ordered to put his or her best clothes 
on: the footmen had their gala Ii veries; the Lord Chan- 
cellor his new wig; the Guards their last new tunics; and 
Countess Gruffanuff, you may be sure, was glad of an op- 
portunity of decorating her old person with her finest 
things.. She was walking through the court of the Palace 
on her way to wait flpon their l\Iajesties, ,vhen she spied 
something glittering on the pavement, and bade the boy in 
buttons who was holding up her train, to go and pick up 
the article shining yonder. He was an ugly little wretch, 
in some of the late groonl-porter's old clothes cut down, 
and much too tight for hinl; and yet, when he had taken 
up the ring (as it turned out to be), and was carrying it to 
llÍs mistress, she thought he looked like a little Cupid. He 
gave the ring to her; it was a trumpery little thing enough, 
but too small for any of her old knuckles, so she put it into 
her pocket. 
"Oh, mum!" says the boy, looking at her, "how-how 
beyoutiful you do look, mum, to-day, mum!" 
"And you, too, Jacky," she was going to say; but, look- 
ing down at him-no, he was no longer good-looking at all 
-but only the carroty-haired little Jacky of the morning. 
However, praise is welcome from the ugliest of men or 
boys, and Gruffanuff, bidding the boy hold up her train, 
walked on in high good-humour. The gnards saluted her 
with peculiar respect. Captain Hedzoff, in the ante-room, 
said, "My dear madam, you look like an angel to-day." 
And so, bowing and smirking, Gruffanuff went in and took 
her place behind her Roy
l Master and l\Iistress, who were 
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in the throne-rooln, awaiting the Prince of CrÍ1n Tartary. 
Princess Angelica sat at their feet, and behind the I{ing's 
chair stood Prince Giglio, looking very savage. 
The Prince of Criln Tartary made his appearance, at... 
tended by Baron Sleibootz, his chaulberlain, and followed 
by a black page carrying the most beautiful crown you ever 
saw! He was dressed in his travelling costume, and his 
hair, as you see, was a little in disorder. "I have ridden 
three hundred lniles since breakfast," said he, "so eager 
was I to behold the Prin-the Court and august family of 
Paflagonia, and I could not wait one minute before appear- 
ing in your Majesties' presences." 
Giglio, from behind the throne, burst out into a roar of 
contemptuous laughter; but all the Royal party, in fact, 
were so flurried, that they did not hear this little outbreak. 
" Your R. H. is welcome in any dress," says the I{.ing. 
"Glumboso, a chair for His Royal Highness." 
" Any dress his Royal Highness wears is a Court dress," 
says Princess Angelica, smiling graciously. 
" Ah! but you should see IllY other clothes," said the 
Prince. " I should have had then1 on, but that stupid car- 
rier has not brought thenl. 'Yho's that laughing? " 
It was Giglio laughing. " I was laughing," he said, "be- 
cause you said just now that you were in snch a hurry to 
see the Princess, that you could not wait to change your 
dress; and now you say you COlne in those clothes because 

"on have no others." 
" And ,vho are you? " says Prince Bulbo, very fiercely. 
"1\'[y father was King of this country, and I am his only 
son, Prince!" replies Giglio, ,vith equal haughtiness. 
"Ha!" said the King and Glumboso, looking very flur- 
ried; but the foriller, co'lecting himself, said, "Dear Prince 
Bulbo, I forgot to introduce to your Royal Highness my 
dear nephew, His Royal IIighness Prince Giglio! !Cnow 
each other! Embrace each other! Giglio, give His Royal 
Highness your hand!" and Giglio, giving his hand, 
squeezed poor Bulbo's until the tears ran out of his eyes. 
Glumboso now brought a chair for the royal visitor, and 
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placed it on the p]atforln on which the King, Queen, and 
Prince were seated; but the chair was on the edge of the 
platform, and as Bulbo sat down, it toppled over, and he 
with it, rolling over and over, and bellowing like a bull. 
Giglio roared still louder at this disaster, but it was 'with 
laughter; so did all the Court when Prince Bulbo got up; 
for though when he entered the rOOln he appeared not very 
ridiculous, as he stood up froln his fall for a mOlnent he 
looked so exceedingly plain and foolish, that nobody could 
help laughing at hinl. vVhen he had entered the rOOln, he 
was observed to carry a rose in his hand, which fen out of 
it as he tUlnbled. 
"l\Iy rose! my rose! " cried Bulbo; and his chan1berlain 
dashed forwards and picked it up, and gave it to the Prince, 
who put it in his waistcoat. Then people ,vondered why 
they had laughed; there 'was nothing particularly ridieu- 
lous in him. He was rather short, rather stout, rather 
red-haired, but, in fine, for a Prince, not so bad. 
So they sat and talked, the royal personages together, 
the Crim Tartar officers with those of Pa:B.agonia-Giglio 
very cOlnfortable with Gruffanuff behind the throne. He 
looked at her with such tender eyes, that her heart ,vas all 
in a flutter. "Oh, dear Prince," she said, "how could you 
speak so haughtily in presence of their Majesties? I pro- 
test I thought I should have fainted." 
"I should have caught you in lny arms," said Giglio, 
looking raptures. 
" \tVhy ,vere you so cruel to Prince Bulbo, dear Prince?" 
says Gruff. 
"Because I hate hiIn," says Gil. 
" You are jealous of hiIn, and still love poor Angelica," 
cries Gruffanuff, putting her handkerchief to her eyes. 
"I did, but I love her no more!" Giglio cried. "I de- 
spise her! \'Vere she heiress to t,venty thousand thrones, 
I ,vonld despise her and scorn her. But why speak of 
thrones? I have lost mine. I aln too weak to recover it 
-I am alone, and have no friend." 
"Oh, say not so, dear Prmce!" says Gruffanuff. 
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"Besides," says he, "I am so happy here behind the 
tkrone that I would not change my place, no, not for the 
throne of the world! " 
" \Vhat are you two people chattering about there? " says 
the Queen, who was rather good-natured, though not over- 
burthened ,vith wisdom. "It is time to dress for dinner. 
Giglio, show Prince Bulbo to his rOOln. Prince, if your 
clothes have not COlne, we shall be very happy to see you 
as you are." But when Prince Bulbo got to his bedroom, 
his luggage was there and unpacked; and the hairdresser 
conÜng in, cut and curled hinl entirely to his own satisfac- 
tion; and when the dinner-bell rang, the royal C0111pany 
had not to wait above five-and-twenty minutes until Bulbo 
appeared, during which time the King, who could not bear 
to wait, grew as sulky as possible. As for Giglio, he never 
left 
Iadalll Gruffanuff all this tÏ1ne, but stood with her in 
the embrasure of a window, paying her c0111pliments. At 
length the Grooln of the Chanl bel's announced His Royal 
Highness the Prince of Crim Tartary! and the noble COln- 
pany went into the royal dining-roolll. It was quite a 
small party; only the King and Queen, the Princess, whom 
l
ulbo took out, the two Princes, Countess Gruffanuff, 
Glunlboso the PrÍlne 
rinister, and Prince Bulbo's chaln- 
berlain, You lllay be sure they had a very good dinner- 
let every boy 01' girl think of what he or she likes best, and 
fancy it on the table. * 
The Princess talked incessantly all dinner-tÍlne to the 
Prince of CrÏ1nea, who ate an immense deal too much, and 
never took his eyes off his plate, except when Giglio, who 
was carving a goose, sent a quantity of stuffing and onion 
sauce into one of them. Giglio only burst out a-laughing 
as the Crimean Prince wiped his shirt- fron t and face with 
his scented pocket-handkerchief. He did not nlake Prince 
Bulbo any apology. \Vhen the Prince looked at hilli, 
Giglio would not look that way. \Vhen Prince Bulbo said, 
"Prince Giglio, lllay I have the honour of taking a glass of 
* Here a very pretty game may be played by an the children say- 
ing what they like best for dinner. 
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,vine with you?" Giglio wouldn't answer. All his talk 
and his eyes were for Countess Gruffanuff, who you lnay be 
sure ,vas pleased with Giglio's attentions- the vain old 
creature! \Vhen he was not .complimenting her, he ,vas 
Inaking fun of Prince Bulbo, so loud that Gruffanuff ,vas 
always tapping him with her fan, and saying-" Oh, you 
satirical Prince! Oh, fie, the Prince will hear!" " Vol ell, 
I don't lnind," says Giglio, louder still. The l{ing and 
Queen luckily did not hear; for Her l\iajesty was a little 
deaf, and the King thought so lnuch about his own dinner, 
and, besides, nlade such a dreadful noise, hobgobbling ill 
eating it, that he heard nothing else. After dinner, His 
l\iajesty and the Queen went to sleep in their arnl-chairs. 
This was the time when Giglio began his tricks with 
Prince Bulbo, plying that young gentlenlan with port, sher. 
ry, madeira, chalnpagne, luarsala, cherry-brandy, and pale 
ale, of all of ,vhich l\iaRter Bulbo drank without stint. 
But in plying his guest, Giglio was obliged to drink hinl- 
self, and,' I aln sorry to say, took nlore than was good for 
him, so that the young nlen were very noisy, rude, and fool- 
ish when they joined the ladies after dinner; and dearly 
did they pay for that Í1nprudence, as now, lny darlings, 
you shall hear! 
Bulbo went and sat by the piano, where Angelica was 
playing and singing, and he sang out of tune, and he upset 
the coffee when the footman brought it, and he laughed out 
of place, and talked absurdly, and fell asleep and snored 
horridly. Booh, the nasty pig! But as he lay there 
stretched on the pink satin sofa, Angelica still persisted in 
thinking hÏ1n the most beautiful of human beings. No 
doubt the magic rose ,vhich Bulbo wore caused this infatu- 
ation on Angelica's part; but is she the first young WOluan 
who has thought a silly fellow charming? 
Giglio must go and sit by Gruffanuff, whose old face he 
too every moment began to find Inore lovely. He paid the 
most outrageous compliments to her :-There never was 
such a darling-Older than he was?-Fiddle-de-dee! He 
would marry her-he would have nothing but her! 
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To marry the heir to the throne! Here was a chance! 
The artful hussy actually got a sheet of paper, and wrote 
upon it, "This is to give notice that I, Giglio, only son of 
Sa vio, King of Paflagonia, here by promise to marry the 
charming and virtuous Barbara Griselda, Countess Gruffa- 
nuff, and widow of the late Jenkins Gruffanuff, Esq." 
"vVhat is it you are writing, you charming Gruffy?" 
_ says Giglio, who was lolling on the sofa, by the writing- 
table. 
"Only an order for you to sign, dear Prince, for giving 
coals and blankets to the poor, this cold weather. Look! 
the King and Queen are both asleep, and your Royal High- 
ness's order will do." 
So Giglio, who was very good-natured, as Gruffy well 
knew, signed the order imInediately; and, when she had it 
in her pocket, you Inay fancy what airs she gave herself. 
She was ready to flounce out of the rOOln before the Queen 
herself, as now she was the wife of the 'rightful King of 
Paflagonia! She would not speak to Glumboso, whom she 
thought a brute, for depriving her dear h'llSban(l of the 
crO"wn! And when candles caIne, and she had helped to 
undress the Queen and Princess, she went into her own 
room, and actually practised on a sheet of paper, "Griselda 
Paflagonia," "Barbara Regina," "Griselda Barbara, Paf. 
. Reg.," and I don't know what signatures besides, against 
the day when she should be Queen, forsooth! 
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IX. 


HOW BETSINDA GOT THE WAR
IING-PAN. 


LITTLE Betsinda came in to put Gruffanuff's hair in pa- 
pers; and the Countess was so pleased, that, for a wonder, 
she complimented Betsinda. "Betsinda! " she said, "you 
dressed Iny hair very nicely to-day; I promised you a little 
present. Here are five sh-no, here is a pretty little ring, 
that I picked-that I have had some time." And she gave 
Betsinda the ring she had picked up in the court. It fitted 
Betsinda exactly. 
" It's like the ring the Princess used to wear," says the 
maiù. 
"No such thing," says Gruffanuff, "I have had it this 
ever so long. There, tuck me up quite cOlufortable; and 
now, as it's a very cold night (the snow was beating in at 
the .window), you may go and warm dear Prince Giglio's 
bed, like a good girl, and then you may unrip IllY green 
silk, and then you can just do me up a little cap for the 
morning, and then you can mend that hole in my silk stock- 
ing, and then you can go to bed, Betsinda. l\1ind I shall 
,vant IllY cup of tea at five o'clock in the morning." 
"I suppose I had best warm both the young gentlemen', 
beds, ma' am," says Betsinda. 
Gruffalluff, for reply, said, "Hau-au-ho !-Grau-haw, 
hoo !-Hong-hrho! " In fact, she was snoring sound asleep. 
Her room, you know, is next to the ICing and Queen, and 
the Princess is next to theIll. So pretty Betsinda ,vent 
away for the coals to the kitchen, and filled the royal 
warmIng- pan. 
Now, she was a very kind, merry, civil, pretty girl; but 
there lUUst have been something very captivating about her 
this evening, for all the women in the sCivants' hall began 
to scold and abuse her. The housekeeper said she was a 
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pert, stuck-np thing: the upper-housemaid asked how dare 
she ,veal' such ringlets and ribbons, it was quite improper! 
The cook (for there was a woman-cook as well as a man- 
cook) said to the kitchen-maid that she never could see any- 
thing in that creetur: but as for the lnen, everyone of 
thenl, Coachman, John, Buttons the page, and Monsieur, 
the Prince of Crim Tartary's valet, started up, and said: 
" My eyes! " } 
" 0 t" 
mussey." .. ., " 
" 0 . , " \Vhat a pretty gu 1 Betslnda IS. 
Jemmany. 
"0 ciel! " 
"Hands off; none of your impertinence, you vulgar, low 
people!" says Betsinda, walking off with her pan of coals. 
She heard the young gentlemen playing at billiards as 
she went upstairs: first to Prince Giglio's bed, which she 
wanned, and then to Prince Bulbo's rOOln. 
He came in just as she had do
e; and as soon as he saw 
her, "O! O! O! O! O! O! what a beyou-oo-ootiful 
creature you are! You angel-you peri-you rosebud, let 
lue be thy bulbul-thy Bulbo, too! Fly to the desert, fly 
with me! I never saw a young gazelle to glad 111e with its 
dark blue eye that had eyes like thine. Thou nymph 
of beauty, take, take this young heart. A truer never 
did itself sustain within a soldier's waistcoat. Be mine! 
Be mine! Be Princess of Crim Tartary! My Royal 
father will approve our union; and, as for that little 
carroty-haired Angelica, I do not care a fig for her any 
more. " 
"Go away, your Royal Highness, and go to bed, please," 
said Betsinda, with the warming-pan. 
But Bulbo said, "No, never, till thou swearest to be 
mine, thou lovely, blushing, chambermaid divine! Here, 
at thy feet, the Royal Bulbo lies, the trembling captive of 
Betsinda's eyes." 
And he went on, making himself so absu'/"d and rid'icu- 
lous, that Betsinda, who was full of fun, gave him a touch 
with the warming-pan, which, I promise you, made him 
cry" O-o-o-o!" in a very different lUanneI'. 
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Prince Bulbo made such a noise that Prince Giglio, who 
heard him from the next room, came in to see what was 
the matter. As soon as he saw what was taking place, 
Giglio, in a fury, rushed on Bulbo, kicked him in the rud- 
est manner up to the ceiling, and went on kicking hÏ1n till 
his hair was quite out of curl. 
Poor Betsinda did not kno,v whether to laugh or to cry; 
the kicking certainly must hurt the Prince, but then he 
looked so droll! When Giglio had done knocking him up 
and down to the ground, and whilst he went into a corner 
rubbing himself, what do you think Giglio does? He goes 
down on his own knees to Betsinda, takes her hand, begs 
her to accept his heart, and offers to marry her that Ino- 
ment. Fancy Betsinda's condition, who had been in love 
with the Prince ever since she first sa-w him in the palace 
garden, when she was quite a little child. 
"Oh, divine Betsinda!" says the Prince, "how have I 
lived fifteen years in thy company without seeing thy per- 
fections? 1Vhat woman in all Europe, Asia, Africa, and 
America, nay, in Australia, only it is not yet discovered, 
can preSUlne to be thy equal? Angelica? Pish ! Gruffa- 
nuff? Phoo! The Queen? Ha, ha! Thou art my Queen. 
Thou art the real Angelica, because thou art really angelic." 
" 0, Prince! I aUl bu t a poor chaul berluaid," says Bet- 
sinda, looking, however, very luuch pleased. 
"Didst thou not tend ]ue in my sickness, when all for- 
sook me?" continues Giglio. "Did not thy gentle haud 
smooth my pillow, and bring me jelly and roast chicken?" 
" Yes, dear Prince, I did," says Betsinda, "and I sewed 
your Royal Highness's shirt-buttons on too, if you please, 
your Royal Highness," cries this artless maiden. 
When poor Prince Bulbo, who was now madly in love 
with Betsinda, heard this declaration, when he saw the un- 
mistakable glances which she flung upon Giglio, Bulbo be- 
gan to cry bitterly, and tore quantities of hair out of his 
head, till it aU covered the room like so much tow. 
Betsinda had left the warming-pan on the floor while the 
Princes were going on with their con versa tion, and as they 
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began now to quarrel and be very fierce ,vith one another, 
she thought proper to run away. 
" You great big blubbering booby, tearing your hair in 
the corner there; of course you will give me satisfaction for 
insulting Betsinda. Yon dare to kneel down at Princess 
Giglio's knees and kiss her hand! " 
"She's not Princess Giglio!" roars out Bulbo. "She 
shall be Princess Bulbo, no other shall be Princess Bulbo." 
" You are engaged to my cousin!" bellows out Giglio. 
" I hate your cousin," says Bulbo. 
" You shall give llle satisfaction for insulting her! " cries 
Giglio in a fury. 
"I'll have your life." 
"I'll run you through." 
" I'll cut your thi'oat." 
"I'll blow your brains out." 
"I'll knock your head off." 
" 1'11 send a friend to you in the lllorning." 
"I'll send a bullet into you in the afternoon." 
"W e'llilleet again," says Giglio, shaking his fist in Bul- 
bo's face; and seizing up' the warilling-pan, he kissed it, 
because, forsooth, Betsinda had carried it, and rushed 
downstairs. What should he see on the landing but His 
1.Iajesty talkil1g to Betsinda, w hOln he called by all sorts 
of fond names. His Majesty had heard a row in the build- 
ing, so he stated, and sillelling something burning, had 
come out to see what the matter was. 
"It's the young gentleillen silloking, perhaps, sir," says 
Betsinda. 
"Charming chambenllaid," says the King (like all the 
rest of the In ), "never mind the young Inen! Turn thy eyes 
on a llliddle-aged autocrat, who has been considered not ill- 
looking in his Erne." 
"Oh, sir! what will Her Majesty say?" cries Betsinda. 
" Her Majesty!" laughs the monarch. " Her Majesty be 
hanged. Am I not Autocrat of Paflagonia? Have I not 
blocks, ropes, axes, hangmen-ha? Runs not a river by 
IllY palace wall? Have I not sacks to sew up wives withal? 
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Say but the word, that thou wilt be mine own,-your mis- 
tress straightway in a sack is sewn, and thou the sharer of 
my heart and throne." 
When Giglio heard these atrocious sentiments, he forgot 
the respect usually paid to Royalty, lifted up the warming- 
pan, and knocked down the King as flat as a pancake; after 
which, Master Giglio took to his heels and ran a way, and 
Betsinda went off screaming, and the Queen, Gruffanuff, 
and the Princess, all canle out of their rooms. Fancy their 
feelings on beholding their husband, father, sovereign, in 
this posture! 
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x. 


HOW KING VALOROSO WAS IN A DREADFUL 
PASSION. 


As soon as the coals began to burn him, the King came to 
hilnself and stood up. "Ho! my captain of the guards!" 
His 
Iajesty exclaimed, stamping his royal feet ,vith rage. 
o piteous spectacle! the King's nose was bent quite crooked 
by the blow of Prince Giglio! His Majesty ground his 
teeth with rage. ",Hedzoff," he said, taking a death-warrant 
out of his dressing-gown pocket, "Hedzoff, good Hedzoff, 
seize upon the Prince. Thou'lt find him in his chamber 
two pair up. But now he dared, with sacrilegious hand, 
to strike the sacred night-cap of a king-Hedzoff, and floor 
me with a warming-pan! Away, no more deillur, the vil- 
lain dies! See it be done, or else,-h'ln-ha !-h'lll! Inind 
thine own eyes!" and followed by the ladies, and lifting 
up the tails of his dressing-gown, the King entered his own 
a partillent. 
Captain Hedzoff was very much affected, having a sin- 
cere love for Giglio. "Poor, poor Giglio!" he said, the 
tears rolling over his manly face, and dripping down his 
moustachios; "lllY noble young Prince, is it my hand must 
lead thee to death?" 
"Lead him to fiddlestick, Hedzoff," said a female voice. 
It was Gruffanuff, who had come out in her dressing-gown 
w hen she heard the noise. "The King said you were to 
hang the Prince. Well, hang the Prince." 
"I don't understand you," says Hedzoff, who was not a 
very clever man. 
"You Gaby! he didn't say which Prince," says Gruffa- 
nuff. 
"No; he didn't say which, certainly," said Hedzoff. 
" Well then, take Bulbo, and hang hÎ1n ! " 
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When Captain Hedzoff heard this, he began to dance 
about for joy. "Obedience is a soldier's honour," says he. 
"Prince Bulbo's head will do capitally," and he went to 
arrest the Prince the very first thing next morning. 
He knocked at the door. "Who's there?" says Bulbo. 
"Captain Hedzoff? Step in, pray, Iny good Captain; I'm 
delighted to see you; I have been expecting you." 
" Have you?" says Hedzoff. 
"Sleibootz, my Chalnberlain, will act for me," says the 
Prince. 
"I beg your Royal Highness's pardon, but you will have 
to act for yourself, and it's a pity to wake Baron Sleibootz." 
The Prince Bulbo still seelned to take the matter very 
coolly. "Of course, Captain," says he, "you are come 
about that affair with Prince Giglio? " 
"Precisely," says Hedzoff, "that affair of Prince Giglio." 
" Is it to be pistols, or swords, Captain?" asks Bulbo. 
"I'm a pretty good hand with both, and I'll do for Prince 
Giglio as sure as my name is my Royal Highness Prince 
Bulbo. " 
" There's some lnistake, my Lord," says the Captain. 
"The business is done with axes among us." 
" Axes? That's sharp work," says Bulbo. "Call lny 
Chalnberlain, he'll be my second, and in ten min,?-tes, I 
flatter myself, you'll see Master Giglio's head off his im.. 
pertinent shoulders. I'm hungry for his blood. Hoo-oo, 
a w ! " and he looked as savage as an ogre. 
"I beg your pardon, sir, but by this warrant I am to 
take you prisoner, and hand you over to-to the execu- 
tioner. " 
"Pooh, pooh, lny good lnan I-Stop, I say,-ho !-hul- 
loa!" was all that this luckless Prince was enabled to say, 
for Hedzoff's guards seizing hiln, tied a handkerchief over 
his mouth and face, and carried him to the place of execu- 
tion. 
The King, who happened to be talking to Glumboso, saw 
hiln pass, and took a pinch of snuff and said, " So much for 
Giglio. N ow let's go to breakfast." 
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The Captain of the Guard handed over his prisoner to the 
Sheriff, with the fatal order, 


"AT SIGHT CUT OFF THE BEARER'S HEAD. 
" V ALOROSO XXIV." 
"It's a mistake," says Bulbo, who did not seem to un- 
derstand the business in the least. 
" Poo-poo-pooh," says the Sheriff. " Fetch Jack 
Ketch instantly. Jack Ketch!" 
And poor Bulbo was led to the scaffold, where an execu- 
tioner with a block and a trelnendous axe 'was always ready 
in case he should be ,vanted. 
But we must now revert to Giglio and Betsinda. 
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XI. 


WHAT GRUFFANUFF DID TO GIGLIO AND BETSINDA. 


GRUFFANUFF, who had seen what had happened with 
the King, and knew that Giglio must COlne to grief, got up 
very early the next morning, and went to devise some plans 
for rescuing her darling husband, as the silly old thing in- 
sisted on calling him. She found hÏ1n walking up and 
down the garden, thinking of a rhyme for Betsinda (tinde')' 
and winda were all he could:find), and indeed having for- 
gotten all about the past evening, except that Betsinda was 
the most lovely of beings. 
" \Vell, dear Giglio," says Gruff. 
"Well, dear Gruffy," says Giglio, only l
e was quite 
satirical. 
"I have been thinking, darling, what you must do in this 
scrape. You must fly the country for a while." 
" \Vhat scrape? -fly the country? Never without her I 
love, Countess," says Giglio,. 
" No, she will accompany you, dear Prince," she says, in 
her most coaxing accents. "First, we must get the je'wels 
belonging to our royal parents, and those of her and his 
present Majesty. Here is the key, duck; they are all 
yours, you know, by right, for you are the rightful King of 
Paflagonia, and your wife will be the rightful Queen." 
"'Vill she?" says Giglio. 
"Yes; and having got the jewels, go to Glulnboso's 
apartment, where, under his bed, you will find sacks con- 
taining nloney to the amount of J3217,000,000,987,439, 
13s. 6td., all belonging to you, for he took it out of your 
royal father's rOOln on the day of his death. With this 
we will fly." 
" We will fly?" says Giglio. 
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"Yes, you and your bride-your affianced love-your 
Gruffy!" says the Countess, with a languishing leer. 
" You my bride!" says Giglio. "You, you hideous old 
WOlnan ! " 
"Oh, you-you wretch! didn't you give me this paper 
proInising marriage? " cries Gruff. 
"Get away, you old goose! I love Betsinda, and Be
 
'sinda only!" And in a fit of terror he ran from her as 
quickly as he could. 
"He! he! he!" shrieks out Gruff; "a promise is a proln- 
ise if there are laws in Paflagonia! And as for that mon- 
ster, that wretch, that fiend, that ugly little vixen-as for 
that upstart, that ingrate, that beast, Betsinda, lVlaster 
Giglio will have no little difficulty in discovering her where- 
abouts. He may look very long before finding her, I war- 
rant. He little knows that l\Iiss Betsinda is-" 
Is-what? No,v, you shall hear. Poor Betsinda got up 
at five in winter's morning to bring her cruel mistress her 
tea; and instead of finding her in a good humour, found 
Gruffy as cross as two sticks. The Countess boxed Bet- 
sinùa's ears half a ùozen times ,vhilst she was dressing; 
but as poor little Betsinda was used to this kind of treat- 
ment, she did not feel any special alarm. "And now," 
says she, "when Her l\Iajesty rings her bell twice, I'll 
trouble you, miss, to attend." 
So when the Queen's bell rang twice, Betsinda callle to 
Her Majesty and made a pretty little curtsey. The Queen, 
the Princess, and GrufÏanufÏ were all three in the room. 
As soon as they saw her they began. 
" You wretch! " says the Queen. 
" You little vulgar thing! " says the Princess. 
" You beast! " says Gruffanuff. 
"Get out of my sight! " says the Queen. 
"Go away with you, do!" says the Princess. 
"Quit the pren1Ìses!" says Gl'uffanuff. 
Alas! and woe is me! very lamentable events had oc- 
curred to Betsinda that morning, and all in consequence of 
that fatal warming-pan business of the previous night. The 
M-VoI. 24 
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ICing had offered to lnarry her; of course Her 
Iajesty the 
Queen was jealous: Bulbo had falleil in love with her; of 
course Angelica ,vas furious: Giglio was in love with her, 
and oh, what a fury Gruffy was in! 
{ cap } I " h 
"Take off that petticoat ?ave you, t ey 
O saId, all at once, 
g wn 
and began tearing the clothes off poor Betsinda. 
" H d i the King? " } cried the Queen, 
O fl ': t al:e h You Prince Bulbo?" the Princess, and 
11' WIt P , G ' 1 0 ? " C 
nnce 19 10. ountess. 
"Give her the rags she wore when she came into the 
house and turn her out of it! " cries the Queen. 
"l\Iind she does not go with rny shoes on, which I lent 
her so kindly," says the Princess; and indeed the Prin- 
cess's shoes were a great deal too big for Betsinda. 
"Colne with Ine, you filthy hussy! " and taking up the 
Queen's poker, the cruel Gruffanuff drove Betsinda into her 
room. 
The Countess went to the glass box in which she had kept 
Betsinda's old cloak and shoe this ever so long, and said, 
"Take those rags, you little beggar creature, and strip off 
everything belonging to honest people, and go about your 
business"; and she actually tore off the poor little delicate 
thing's back ahnost all her things, and told her to be off 
on t of the house. 
Poor Betsinda huddled the "cloak round her back, on 
which were eln broidered the letters PRIN . . . ROSAL 
. . . and then caIne a great rent. 
As for the shoe, what was she to do with one poor little 
tootsey sandal? the string was still to it, so she hung it 
round her neck. 
"'Von't you give nle a pair of shoes to go out in the 
sno,v, nluln, if you please, mum?" cried the poor child. 
" No, you wicked beast!" says Gruffanuff, driving her 
along with the poker-driving her down the cold stairs- 
dri ving her through thr cold hall-flinging her out into the 
cold street, so that the knocker itself shed tears to see her! 



THE ROSE AND THE RING. 


313 


But a kind fairy made the soft snow warm for her little 
feet, and she wrapped herself up in the ermine of her man- 
tIe, and was gone! 


"And now let us think about breakfast," says the greedy 
Queen. 
"\Vhat dress shall I put on, InalTIlna? the pink or the 
pea-green?" says Angelica. "\Vhich do you think the 
dear Prince ,villlike best? " I 
"Mrs. V.!" sings out the l{ing from his dressing-room, 
"let us have sausages for breakfast! Remelnber we have 
Prince Bulbo staying with us! " 
And they all went to get ready. 
Nine 0' clock came, and they were all in the breakfast- 
room, and no Prince Bulbo as yet. The urn was hissing 
and hUffilning: the muffins were smoking-such a heap of 
muffins! the eggs were done, there was a pot of raspberry 
janl, and coffee, and a beautiful chicken and tongue on the 
side-table. lVIarmitonio the cook brought in the sausages. 
o h, how nice they slnel t ! 
"\Vhere is Bulbo?" said the King, "John, ,vhere is 
His Royal Highness? " 
John said he had a took hup His Roilighnessesses shav- 
ing-water, and his clothes and things, and he wasn't in his 
room, which he sposed His Royliness was just stepped hout.. 
"Stepped out before breakfast in the snow! Impossi- 
ble! " says the l{ing, sticking his fork into a sausage. "1\ly 
dear, take one. Angelica, won't you have a saveloy?" 
The Princess took one, being very fond of them; and at 
this moment Ghunboso entered with Captain Hedzoff, both 
looking very much disturbed. 
" I am afraid your lVlajesty-" cries G lumboso. 
"N 0 business before breakfast, G IUln !" says the King. 
" Breakfast first, business next. lVII's. V., some more 
sugar!" 
"Sire, I am afraid if we wait till after breakfast it will 
be too late," says G IUlnboso "He-he-he'll be hanged 
at half-past nine." 
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"Don't talk about hanging and spoilnlJ" breakfast, you 
unkind vulgar lnan you," cries the Princess. " John, some 
mustard. Pray ,vho is to be hanged?" 
"Sire, it is the Prince," whispers Glulnboso to the King. 
"Talk about business after breakfast, I tell you!" says 
His l\lajesty, quite sulky. 
"'Ve shall have a war, Sire, depend on it," says the 
l\iinister. "His father, King PadeHa . . . ." 
"His father, King w7
o?" says the King. "King Pa- 
della is not Giglio's father. My brother, King Savio, was 
Giglio's father." 
"It's Prince Bulbo they are hanging, Sire, not Prince 
Giglio," says the Pl'Ìlne Minister. 
" You told Ine to hang the Prince, and I took the ugly 
one," says Hedzoff. " I didn't, of course, think your l\iaj- 
esty intended to Inurder your own flesh and blood!" 
The ICing for all reply flung the plate of sausages at 
IIedzof!'s head. The Princess cried out "Hee-karee- 
karee ! " and fell down in a fainting fit. 
"Turn the cock of the urn upon Her Royal Highness," 
said the King, and the boiling ,vater gradually revived her. 
IIis Majesty looked at his watch, cOlnpared it by the olock 
in the parlour, and by that of the church in the square op- 
posite; then he wound it up; then he looked at it again. 
"The great question is," says he, "am I fast or anI I slow? 
If I'nl slow, we Inayas well go on with breakfast. If I'ln 
fast, why, there is just the possibility of saving Prince 
Bulbo. It's a doosid awkward mistake, and upon my 
word, Hedzoff, I have the greatest mind to haye you hanged 
too. " 
"Sire, I did but my duty; a soldier has but his orders. 
I didn't expect after forty-seven years of faithful service 
that lny sovereign would think of putting me to a felon's 
death! " 
" A hundred thousand plagues upon you! Can't you see 
that while you are talking nlY Bulbo is being hung?" 
screalned the Princess. 
"By Jove! she's always right, that girl, and I'm so ab- 
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sent," says the King, looking at his watch again. "Ha! 
there go the drums! What a doosid awkward thing 
though! " 
"Oh, papa, you goose! 'Vrite the reprieve, and let me 
run with it," cries the Princess-and she got a sheet of pa- 
per, and pen and ink, and laid them before the King. 
"Confound it! where are my spectacles?" the 1\ionarch 
exclaiIned. " Angelica! go up into my bedroom, look 
under my pillow, not your mamma's; there you'll see my 
keys. Bring them down to me, and-Well, well! what 
impetuous things these girls are!" Angelica was gone, 
and had run up panting to the bedroolll, and found the 
keys, and was back again before the l{ing had finished a 
muffin. " Now, love," says he, "you must go all the way 
back for my desk, in which my spectacles are. If you 
would but have heard me out. . . Be hanged to her! 
There she is off again. Angelica! ANGELICA! " When 
His Majesty called in his loud voice, she knew she must 
obey, and came back. 
":rvly dear, when you go out of a room, how often have I 
told you, shut the door,. That's a darling That's all." 
At last the keys and the desk and the spectacles were got, 
and the l{ing mended his pen, and signed his name to a 
reprieve, and Angelica ran with it as swift as the wind. 
" You'd better stay, Iny love, and finish the llluffins. 
There's no use going. Be sure it's too late. Hand me 
over that raspberry jam, please," said the Monarch. 
"Bong! Bawong! There goes the half-hour. I knew it 
was. ,) 
Angelica ran, and ran, and ran, and ran. She ran up 
Fore Street, and down High Street, and through the Mar- 
ket-place, and down to the left, and over the bridge, and 
up the blind alley, and back again, and round by the Cas- 
tle, and so along by the Haberdasher's on the right, oppo- 
site the lamp-post, and round the square, and she came- 
she came to the Execution place, where she saw Bulbo lay- 
ing his head on the block!!! The executioner raised his 
axe, but at that moment the Princess came panting up and 
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cried "Reprieve! " " Reprieve!" screamed the Princess. 
" Reprieve! " shouted all the people. Up the scaffold stairs 
she sprang, with the agility of a lighter of lalnps; and 
flinging herself ill Bulbo's anus, regardless of all ceren10ny, 
she cried ont, "Oh, IllY Prince! my lord! IllY love! Iny 
Bulbo! Thine Angelica has been in time to save thy pre- 
cious existence, sweet rosebud; to prevent thy being nipped 
in thy young bloOlll! Had aught befallen thee, Angelica 
too had died, and welcolned death that joined her to her 
Bulbo. " 
"H'm! there's 110 accounting for tastes," said Bulbo, 
looking so very llluch puzzled and uncomfortable that the 
Princess, in tones of tenderest strain, asked the cause of 
his disquiet. 
"I tell you what it is, Angelica," said he, "since I caille 
here yesterday, there has been such a row, and disturbance, 
and quarrelling, and fighting, and chopping of heads off, 
and the deuce to paj", that I am inclined to go back to Crhn 
Tartary. " 
"But with 111e as thy bride, IllY Bulbo! Though wher- 
ever thou art is CrÏ111 Tartary to me, n1Y bold, my beauti- 
ful, IllY Bulbo! " 
"'VeIl, ,veIl, I snppoçe we lllUSt be Illarried," says Bul- 
boo "Doctor, you caille to read the Funeral Service-read 
the 
Iarriage Service, will you? \Vhat IllUSt be, must. 
That will satisfy Angelica, and then, in the name of peace 
and quietness, do let us go back to breakfast." 
Bul bo had carried a rose in his mouth all the time of the 
disillal cereillony. It was a fairy rose, and he was told by 
his mother that he ought never to part ,vith it. So he had 
kept it between his teeth, even when he laid his poor head 
upon the block, hoping vaguely that some chance would 
turn up in his favour. As he began to speak to Angelica, 
he forgot about the rose, and of course it dropped out of 
his IllOUth. The rOillantic Princess instantly stooped and 
seized it. "Sweet rose!" she exclaimed, "that bloome(l 
upon my Bulbo's lip, never, never will I part from thee! " 
and she placed it in her bosom. And you know Bulbo 
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couldn't ask her to give the rose back again. And they 
went to breakfast; and as they walked, it appeared to Bul- 
bo that Angelica became more exquisitely lovely ev
ry 
moment. 
He was frantic until they were married; and now, strange 
to say, it was Angelica who didn't care about hÜn! He 
knelt down, he kissed her haud, he prayed and begged; he 
cried with admiration; while she for her part said she 
really thought they Inight ,vait; it seemed to her he was 
not handsollle any Inore-no, not at all, quite the reverse; 
and not clever, no, very stupid; au(l not well bred, like 
Giglio; no, on the contrary, dreadfully vul- 
"\Yhat, I cannot say, for King Valoroso roared out" Pooll, 
stuff! " in a terrible voice. "'V e will have no Inore of this 
shilly-shallying! Call the Archbishop, and let the Prince 
and Princess be married offhand! " 
So, Inarried they were, and I ain sure for my part I trust 
they will be happy. 



318 


THE ROSE AND THE RING. 


XII. 


HOW BETSINDA FLED, AND WHAT BECAl\IE OF HER. 


BETSINDA wandered 011 and on, till she passed through 
the town gates, and so on the great Crill Tartary road, the 
very way on which Giglio too was going. "Ah!" thought 
she, as the diligence passed her, of which the conductor 
was blowing a delightful tune on his horn, "ho\v I should 
like to be on that coach!" But the coach and the jing. 
ling horses were very soon gone. She little knew who was 
in it, though very likely she was thinking of hiIn all the 
time. 
Then caIne an enlpty cart, returning from market; and 
the driver being a kind man, and seeing such a very pretty 
girl trudging along the road with bare feet, most good-nat- 
uredly gave her a seat. He said he lived on the confines 
of the forest, where his old father was a woodman, and, if 
she liked, he would take her so far on her road. AU roads 
were the same to little Betsinda, so she very thankfully 
took this one. 
And the carter put a cloth round her bare feet, and gave 
her SOlne bread and cold bacon, and was very kind to her. 
For all that she was very cold and melancholy. '\Vhen 
after travelling on and on, evening came, and all the black 
pines were bending with snow, and there, at last, was the 
comfortable light beaming in the woodman's windows; and 
so they arrived, and went into his cottage. He was an old 
man, and had a number of children, who were just at sup- 
per, with nice hot bread-and-lnilk, when their elder brother 
arrived with the cart. And they jumped and clapped their 
hands; for they were good children; and he had brought 
thenl toys from the town. And when they saw the pretty 
stranger, they ran to her, and brought her to the fire, and 
rubbed her poor little feet, and brought her bread-and-milk. 
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"Look, father!" they said to the old woodlnan, "look at 
this poor girl, and see what pretty cold feet she has. They 
are as white as our lllilk! And look and see what an odd 
cloak she has, just like the bit of vel vet that hangs up in 
our cupboard, and which you found that day the little cubs 
were kil1ed by King PadeHa, in the forest! And look, 
why, bless us all! she has got round her neck just such 
another little shoe as that you brought hOlne, and have 
shown us so of ten-a little blue velvet shoe!" 
"'Vhat," said the old woodman, "what is all this about 
a shoe and a cloak? " 
And Betsinda explained that she had been left, when 
quite a little child, at the town ,vith this cloak and this 
shoe. And the persons who had taken care of her had- 
håa been angry with her, for no fault, she hoped, of her 
own. And they had sent her away with her old clothes- 
and here, in fact, she was. She renlelnbered having been 
in a forest-and perhaps it was a drealll-it was so very 
odd and strange-having lived in a cave with lions there; 
and, before that, having lived in a very, very fine house, 
as fine as the King's, in the town. 
1Vhen the woodman heard this, he was so astonished, it 
was quite curious to see ho,v astonished he was. He went 
to his cupboard, and took out of a stocking a five-shilling 
piece of King Ca volfiore, and vowed it was exactly like the 
young WOlllan. And then he produced the shoe and piece 
of velvet which he had kept so long, and compared theln 
with the things ,vhich Betsinda wore. In Betsinda's little 
shoe was written, " Hopkins, maker to the Royal Family" j 
so in the other shoe was written, "Hopkins, maker to the 
Royal ]
amily." In the inside of Betsinda's piece of cloak 
was embroidered, "Prin Rosal;" in the other piece of cloak 
was elnbroidered "cess Ba. No. 246." So tbat when put 
together you read, "Princess Rosalba. No. 246." 
On seeing this, the dear old woodlnan fell down on his 
knee, saying, "0 my Princess, 0 my gracious royal lady, 
o IllY rightful Queen of Crim Tartary,-I hail thee-I ac- 
knowledge thee-I do thee homage!" And in token of his 
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fealty, he rubbed his venerable nose three times on the 
ground, anù put the Princess's foot on his head. 
" \Vhy," said she, "my good woodman, you must be a 
I nobleman of my royal father's Court!" For in her lowly 
retreat, and unùer the name of Betsinda, Her Majesty, 
Rosal ba, Queen of Crim Tartary, had read of the customs 
of all foreign courts and nations. 
" Marry, indeed, am I, my gracious liege-the poor Lord 
Spinae hi once-the hUlnble woodlnan these fifteen years 
syne. Ever since the tyrant PadeHa (may ruin overtake 
the treacherous knave!) dismissed me from my post of 
First Lord." 
"First Lord of the Toothpick and Joint Keeper of the 
Snuffbox? I mind me! Thou heldest these posts under 
our royal Sire. They are restored to thee, Lord Spinachi! 
I Inake thee knight of the second class of our Order of the 
Pumpkin (the first class being reserved for crowned heads 
alone). Rise, 
Iarquis of Spinachi!" And with indescriba- 
ble majesty, the Queen, who had no sword handy, waved 
the pewter spoon with which she had been taking her bread- 
and-nÜlk, over the bald head of the old nobleman, whose 
tears absolutely made a puddle on the ground, and whose 
dear children went to bed that night Lords and Ladies Bar- 
tololneo, Ubaldo, Catarina, and Otta via degli Spinachi! 
The acquaintance Her Majesty showed with the history, 
and noble fa1n'ílies of her empire, was wonderful. " The 
House of Broccoli should remain faithful to us," she said; 
"they were ever welcome at our Court. Have the Arti- 
ciocchi, as was their wont, turned to the Rising Sun? The 
fan1Ïly of Sauerkraut must sure be with us-they,vere ever 
welcome in the halls of King Cavolfiore." And so she 
went on enumerating quite a list of the nobility and gentry 
of Crim Tartary, so admirably had Her Majesty profited by 
her studies while in exile. 
The old Marquis of Spinachi said he could answer for 
them all; that the whole country groaned under PadeHa's 
tyranny, and longed to return to its rightful sovereign; and 
late as it was, he sent his children, who knew the forest 
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,vell, to summon this lloblelllall and that; and when his 
eldest son, 'who had been rubbing the horse down and giv- 
ing him his supper, came into the house for his OWll, the 
l\iarquis told hÍ1n to put his boots on, and a saddle on the 
nlare, and ride hither and thither to such and such people. 
'Vhen the young luan heard who his companion in the. 
cart had been, he too knelt down and put her royal foot on 
his head; he too bedewed the ground with his tears; he 
was frantically in love with her, as everybody no,v was 
who saw her: so were the young Lords Bartolomeo and 
Ubaldo, who punched each other's little heads out of jeal- 
ousy; and so, ,vhen they came froln east and west at the 
sununons of the Marquis degli Spinachi, were the Crilll 
Tartar Lords who still reluained faithful to the House of 
Cavolfiore. They were such very old gentlemen for the 
IllOSt part that Her ì\iajesty never suspected their absurd 
passion, and ,vent alllong them quite unaware of the havoc 
her beauty was causing, until an old blind Lord who had 
joined her party told her what the truth ,vas; after which, 
for fear of making the people too luuch in love with her, 
she always wore a veil. She went about privately, from 
one nobleillan's castle to another; and they visited aillong 
thelllseives again, and had Illeetings, and COlllposed procla- 
Inations and counter-proclamations, and distributed all the 
best places of the kingdoln amongst one another, and se- 
lected who of the opposition party should be executed when 
the Queen came to her own. And so in about a year they 
were ready to 11l0ve. 
The party of Fidelity was in truth COlllposed of very 
feeble old fogies for the most part; they went about the 
country waving their old swords and flags, and calling" God 
save the Queen!" and King Padella happening to be absent 
upon an invasion, they had their own way for a little, and 
to be sure the people ,vere very enthusiastic whenever they 
sa w the Queen; otherwise the vulgar took Iua tters very 
quietly, for they said, as far as they could recollect, they 
were pretty,vell as much taxed in Cavolfiore's time, as 
now in PadeHa's. 
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XIII. 


HOW QUEEN ROSALBA CA
IE TO THE CASTLE OF 
THE BOLD COUNT HOGGINARl\IO. 


HER MAJESTY, having indeed nothing else to give, made 
all her followers Knights of the Pumpkin, and J\Tarquises, 
Earls, and Baronets; and they had a little court for her, 
and made her a little crown of gilt paper, and a robe of 
cotton velvet; and they quarrelled about the places to be 
given away in her court, and about rank and precedence 
and dignities;-you can't think how they quarrelled! The 
poor Queen was very tired of her honours before she had 
had them a Inonth, and I dare say sighed sOlnetimes even 
to be a lady's-lnaid again. But we lllust all do our duty in 
our respective stations, so the Queen resigned herself to 
perform hers. 
We have said ho,v it happened that none of the Usurper's 
troops came out to oppose this ArnlY of Fidelity: it pot- 
tered along as nimbly as the gout of the principal com- 
Juanders allowed: it consisted of twice as Inany officers as 
soldiers: and at length passed near the estates of one of 
the Inost powerful noblemen of the country, who had not 
declared for the Queen, but of whom her party had hopes, 
as he was always quarrelling with King Padella. 
"\Vhen they caIne close to his park gates, this nobleman 
sent to say he would wait upon Her Majesty: he ,vas a 
most powerful warrior, and his name was Count Hoggill- 
armo, whose helmet it took two strong negroes to carry. 
He knelt down before her and said, "l\[adanl and liege 
lady! it becOlnes the great nobles of the Crimean reahn to 
show every outward sign of respect to the wearer of the 
Crown, whoever that may be. 'Ve testify to our own no- 
bility in acknowledging yours. The bold Hogginarmo 
bends the knee to the first of the aristocracy of his country." 
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, Rosalba said, "The bold Count of Hogginarmo was Ull- 
cOllilllonly kind." But she felt afraid of him, even while 
he was kneeling, and his eyes scowled at her fronl between 
his whiskers, ,vhich grew up to them. 
"The first Count of the Empire, madam," he went on, 
"salutes the Sovereign. The PriI}ce addresses himself to 
the not more noble lady! IHadaln, my hand is free, and I 
offer it, and my heart and nlY sword to your service! 1\'ly 
three wives lie buried in IllY ancestral vaults. The third 
perished but a year since; and this heart pines for a con- 
sort! Deign to be mine, and I swear to bring to your 
bridal table the head of King Padella, the eyes and nose of 
his son Prince Bulbo, the right haud and ears of the usurp- 
ing Sovereign of Paflagonia, which country shall thence- 
forth be an appanage to your-to o'lt'r Crown! Say yes; 
IIogginarmo is not accustolned to be denied. Indeed I can- 
not contemplate the possibility of a refusal: for frightful 
,vill be the result; dreadful the lllurders; furious the dev- 
astations; horrible the tyranny; tremendous the tortures, 
misery, taxation, which the people of this reahn will en- 
dure, if Hogginarnlo's wrath be aroused! I see consent in 
your l\lajesty's lovely eyes-their glances fill lilY soul with 
rapture! " 
"Oh, sir!" Rosalba said, withdrawing her hand in great 
fright " Your Lordship is exceedingly kind; but I alll 
sorry to tell you that I have a prior attachnlent to a young 
gentlelnan by the name of-Prince-Giglio-and liever- 
never can lnarry anyone but him." 
"Vho can describe Hogginarmo's ,vrath at this relnark? 
Rising up fronl the ground, he ground his teeth so that fire 
flashed out of his nlouth, froln which at the same tÍ1ne issued 
relnarks and language, so loud, v-iolent, and Ùnp1'opel', that 
this pen shall never repeat theIn! "R-r-r-r-r-r-Rejected! 
Fiends and perdition! The bold Hogginarmo rejected! 
All the world shall hear of IllY rage; and you, madanI, you 
above all shall rue it! " And kicking the two negroes be- 
fore him, he rushed away, his whiskers streaming in the 
wind. 
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Her l\Iajesty's Privy Council was in a dreadful panic 
when they saw Hogginarlno issue fronl the royal presence 
in such a towering rage, Inaking footballs of the poor ne- 
groes-a panic which the events justified. They 1l1arched off 
from Hogginarmo's park very crestfallen; and in another 
half-hour they were Inet by that rapacious chieftain with a 
few of his follo\vers, \vho cut, slashed, charged, whacked, 
banged, and pOlnlllelled aillongst thell1, took the Queen 
prisoner, and drove the Arlnyof Fidelity to I don't know 
'v here. . 
Poor Queen! Hogginarnlo, her conqueror, \vouid not con- 
descend to see her. 
'Get a horse-van!" he said to his 
groOlns, "clap the hussy into it, and send her, \vith Iny 
conlplíments, to His l\Iajesty King PadeHa." 
Along with his lovely prisoner, Hogginarulo sent a letter 
full of servile cOlllplÏ1nents and loathsoille flatteries to ICing 
Padella, for whose life, and that of his royal fanlilJ', the 
hypocritical lUl1nbu(! pretended to offer the lllOSt fulsonle 
prayers. And Hogginarnlo pronÜsed speedily to pay his 
humble honlage at his august Inaster's throne, of which he 
begged leave to be counted the 1l10st loyal and constant de- - 
fender. Such a 10a1
y old bi1'd as King PadeHa was not to - 
be caught by l\Iaster Hogginarlllo's cliaff, and we shall hear 
presently how the tyrant treated his upstart vassal. No, 
no; depend on't, two such rogues do not trust one another. _ 
So this poor Queen was laid in the stra\v like ]\[argery 
Daw, and driven along in the dark ever so Inany n1Ïles to 
the Court, where ICing Padella had now arri yed, having 
vanquished all his enen1Ïes, lllurdered most of thein, and _ 
brought sOlne of the richest into captivity with hÜll for the 
purpose of torturing thel11 and finding out where they had 
hidden their Inoney. 
Rosalba heard their shrieks and groans in the dungeon 
in which she was thrust; a 11l0St awful black hole, full of 
bats, rats, Inice, toads, frogs, lnosquitoes, bugs, fleas, ser- _ 
pents, and every kind of horror. No light was let into it, 
otherwise the gaolers might have seen her and fallen in 
love \vith her, as an owl that lived up in the roof of the 
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tower did, and a cat, you know, who can see in the dark, 
and having set its green eyes on Rosalba, never would be 
got to go back to the turnkey's wife to whom it belonged. 
And the toads in the dungeon caIne and kissed her feet, 
and the vipers wound round her neck and arms, and never 
 
hurt her, so charming was this poor Princess in the midst 
of her misfortunes. 
At last, after she had been kept in this place ever so long, 
the door of the dungeon opened, and the terrible King 
PadeHa came in. 
But what he said and did must be reserved for another 
chapter, as we must now go back to Prince Giglio. 
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XIV. 


WHAT BECA
IE OF GIGLIO. 


THE idea of nlarrying such an old creature as Gruffanuff 
frightened Prince Giglio so, that he ran up to his room, 
packed his trunks, fetched in a couple of porters, and was 
off to the diligence office in a twinkling. 
It was well that he was so quick in his operations, did 
not dawdle over his luggage, and took the early coach, for 
as soon as the mistake about Prince Bulbo was found out, 
that cruel Glumboso sent up a couple of policemen to Prince 
Giglio's room, ,vith orders that he shou]d be carried to 
Ne,vgate, and his head taken off before t,velve o'clock, 
But the coach was out of the Paflagonian dominions before 
two o'clock; aud I dare say the express that was sent after 
Prince Giglio did not ride very quick, for nlany people in 
Paflagonia had a regard for Giglio, as the son of their old 
sovereign; a Prince who, with all his weaknesses, was very 
nluch better than his brothel', the usurping, lazy, careless, 
passionate, tyrannical, reigning monarch. That Prince 
busied hÌ1nself with the balls, fêtes, masquerades, hunting- 
parties, and so forth, ,vhich he thought proper to give on 
occasion of his daughter's marriage to Prince BulLo; and 
let us trust was not sorry in his own heart that his brother's 
son had escaped the scaffold 
It was very cold weather, and the snow was on the 
ground, and Giglio, who gave his name as simple 1\11'. Giles, 
was very glad to get a comfortable place in the conpé of the 
diligence, where he sat ,vith the conductor and another 
gentleman. At the first stage from Blombodinga, as ther 
stopped to change horses, there came up to the diligence a 
very ordinary, vulgar-looking ,voman, with a bag under her 
arm, who asked för a place. All the inside places were 
taken, and the young woman was inforlned that if s
.:a 
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wished to travel, she must go upon the roof; and the pas- 
senger inside with Giglio (a rude person, I should think), 
put his head out of the window, and said, "Nice weather 
for travelling outside! I wish you a pleasant journey, my 
dear." The poor WOlnan coughed very lnuch, and Giglio 
pitied her. "I will give up my place to her," says he, 
"rather than she should travel in the cold air with that 
horrid cough." On ,vhich the vulgar traveller said, " You} (l 
keep her warln, I am sure, if it's a 11uiff she wants." On 
which Giglio pulled his nose, boxed his ears, hit him in 
the eye, and gave this vulgar person a warning never to 
call hÜn muff again. 
Then he sprang up gaily on to the roof of the diligence, 
and lnade hÜnself very comfortable in the stra,v. The vul- 
gar traveller got down only at the next station, and Giglio 
took his place again, and talked to the person next to hÍ1n. 
She appeared to be a lnost agreeable, ,vell-inforlned, aud 
entertaining felnale. They travelled together till night, 
and she gave Giglio all sorts of things out of the bag which 
she carried, and which indeed seemed to contain the most 
wonderful collection of articles. He was thirsty-out 
there came a pint bottle of Bass's pale ale, and a silver 
mug! Hungry-she took out a cold fowl, some slices of 
ham, bread, salt, and a lnost delicious piece of cold plum- 
pudding, and a little glass of brandy afterwards. 
As they travelled, this plain-looking, queer ,vornan talked 
to Giglio on a variety of subjects, in which the poor Prince 
showed his ignorance as much as she did her capacity. He 
owned, with many blushes, how ignorant he was; on which 
the lady said, "My dear Gigl-Iny good 1vlr. Giles, you are a 
young man, and have plenty of tÍ1ne before you. You have 
nothing to do but to improve yourself. vVho knows but 
that you may find use for your knowledge some day? \Vhen- 
when you may be wanted at home, as sonle people lllay be." 
"Good heavens, madam! " says he, "do you know Ine?" 
"I know a number of funny things," says the lady, "I 
have been at SOlne people's christenings, and turned away 
froln other folks' doors. 1 have seen some people spoilt by 
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good fortune, and others, as I hope, improved by hardship. 
I advise you to stay at the to'Vll ,vhere the coach stops for 
the night. Stay there and study, and relnember your old 
friend to WhOIl1 you were kind." 
" And who is Iny old friend? " asked Giglio. 
" \Yhen you want anything," says the lady, "look in this 
bag, which I leave to you as a present, and be grateful 
to-" 
"To wholn, Inadaln?" says he. 
"To the Fairy Blackstick," says the lady, flying out of 
the windovl. And when Giglio asked the conductor if he 
kne,v where the lady was? 
" \Vhat lady?" says the lnan; "there has been no lady 
in this coach, except the old WOlnan, "rho got out at the last 
stage." And Giglio thought he had been dreanlÍng. But 
there ,vas the bag which Blackstick had given hinl lying on 
his lap; and when he caIne to the town he took it in his 
hand and went into the inn. 
They gave hiIn a very bad bedroonl, and Giglio, when h(:\ 
woke in the lllorning, fancying hi lnself in the Royal Palace 
at honle, called, " John, Char1es, Tholnas! l\iy chocolate 
-nlY dressing-gown-lny slippers"; but nobody caIne. 
There was no bell, so he went and bawled out for ,vaiter on 
the top of the stairs. 
The landlady caIne up, looking-looking like this- 
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"'Vhat are :rou a hollaring and a bellaring for here, 
young luan?" says she. 
"There's no warln ,vater-no servants; lny boots are not 
even cleaned." 
"He, he! Clean 'elll yourself," says the landlady. 
" You young students give yourselves pretty airs. I never 
heard such impudence." 
"I'll quit the house this instant," says Giglio. 
"The sooner the better, young lnau. Pay yonr bill and 
be off. All my rooms is wanted for gentlefolks, and not 
for such as you." 
"You Inay well keep the Bear Inn," said Giglio. "You 
should have yourself painted as the sign." 
The landlady of the Bear went away [I'rowling. And 
Giglio returned to his roonl, where the first thing he saw 
was the fairy bag lying on the table, which seelned to give 
a little hop as he caIne in. "I hope it has SOlne breakfast 
in it," says Giglio, "for I have only a very little money 
left." But on opening the bag, what do you think was 
there? A blacking-brush and a pot of Warren's jet, and 
on the pot was written- 


Poor young men their boots must black: 
Use me and cork file and put file l>ack. 


So Giglio laughed and blacked his boots, and put back 
the brush and the bottle into the bag. 
\Vhen he had done dressing hinlself, the bag gave anothei' 
little hop, and he went to it and took out- 
1. A tablecloth and a napkin. 
2. A sugar-basin full of the best loaf-sugar. 
4, 6, 8, 10. Two forks, two teaspoons, two knives, and 
a pair of sugar-tongs, and a butter-knife, alllnarked G. 
11, 12, 13. A teacup, saucer, and slop-basin. 
14. A jug full of delicious Crealn. 
15. A canister with black tea and green. 
16. A large tea-urn and boiling water. 
17. A saucepan, containing three eggs nicely done. 
18. A quarter of a pound of best Epping butter. 
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19. A brown loaf. 
And if he hadn't enough now for a good breakfast, I 
should like to know 'v ho ever bad one? 
Giglio, having had his breakfast, popped all the things 
back into the bag, and went out looking for lodgings. I 
forgot to say that this celebrated university town was ralled 
Bosforo. 
He took a modest lodging opposite the Schools, paid his 
bill at the inn, and went to his apartment with his trunk, 
carpet-bag, and not forgetting, ,ve may be sure, his other 
bag. 
\Vhen he opened his trlmk, which the day before he had 
filled ,vith his best clothes, he found it contained only 
books. And in the first of them which he opened there 
\vas ,vritten- 
Clothes for the back, books for the head: 
Read and remember them when they are read. 
And in his bag, ,vhen Giglio looked in it, he found a stu.. 
dent's cap and gown, a writing-book full of paper, an ink- 
stand, pens, and a Johnson's dictionary, ,vhich was very 
useful to hÍ1n, as his spelling had been sadly neglected. 
So he sat down and worked away, very, very hard for a 
whole year, during which" 1\11'. Giles" was quite an exaln- 
pIe to all the students in the University of Bosforo. He 
never got into any riots or disturbances. The Professors 
all spoke well of him, and the students liked hiIn too; so 
that, ,vhen at exan1Ínation, he took all the prizes, viz.- 
{ The Spelling Prize { The French Prize 
The \Vriting Prize The Arithnletic Prize 
The History Prize The Latin Prize 
The Catechisln Prize The Good Conduct Prize, 
all his fellow-students said, "Hurray! Hurray for Giles! 
Giles is the boy-the student's joy! Hurray for Giles! " 
And he brought quite a quantity of medals, crowns, books, 
and tokens of distinction home to his lodgings. 
One day after the Examinations, as he was diverting 
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himself at a coffee-house with two friends-(Did I tell you 
that in his bag, every Saturday night, he found just enough 
to pay his bills, with a guinea over, for pocket-Illoney? 
Didn't I tell you? 'Vell, he did, as sure as twice twenty 
lnakes forty-five )-11e chanced to look in the BosfO}'o 
CltTon'icle, and read off, quite easily (for he could spell, 
read, and write the longest words now), the following:- 


"ROMA1S'TIC CIRCUMSTAXCE. -One of the lllost extraordi- 
nary adventures that we have ever heard has set the neigh- 
bouring country of CrÌ1u Tartary in a state of great excite- 
ment. 
"It will be relIlelnbered that when the present revered 
sovereign of Crim Tartary, His 
lajesty King Padella, took 
possession of the throne, after having vanquished, in the 
terrific battle of Blunderbusco, the late King Cavolfiore, 
that Prince's only child, the Princess Rosalba, was not - 
found in the royal palace, of which King PadeHa took pos- 
session, and, it was said, had strayed into the forest (being 
abandoned by all her attendants), where she had been eaten 
up by those ferocious lions, the last pair of which were 
captured some tÌ1ne since, and brought to the Tower, after 
killing several hundred persons. 
"His l\Iajesty King PadeHa, who has the kindest heart 
in the world, was grieved at the accident which had oc- 
curred to the harmless little Princess, for whom IIis Maj- 
esty's known benevolence would certainly have provided a 
fitting establishluent. But her death seemed to be certain. - 
The mangled remains of a cloak, and a little shoe, ,vere 
found in the forest, during a hunting-party, in which the 
intrepid sovereign of Crim Tartary slew two of the lion's 
cubs with his own spear. And these interesting relics of an 
innocent little creature were carried home and kept by their 
finder, the Baron Spinachi, formerly an officer in Cavol- 
fiore's household. The Baron was disgraced in consequence 
of his known legitiInist opinions, and has lived for some 
time in the humble capacity of a woodcutter, in a forest on 
the outskirts of the Kingdom of Crim Tartary. 
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"Last Tuesday week Baron Spinachi and a number of 
gentlelnen, attached to the former dynasty, appeared in 
arms, crying, 'God save Rosalba, the first Queen of Crim 
Tartary!' and surrounding a lady whom report describes 
as 'beautiful exceedingly.' Her history may be authentic, 
is certainly lnost romantic. 
"The personage calling herself Rosalba states that she 
was brought out of the forest, fifteen years since, by a lady 
in a car drawn by dragons (this account is certainly irn- 
probable), that she was left in the Palace Garden of Blom- 
bodinga, where Her Royal Highness the Princess Angelica, 
now married to IIis Royal Highness Bulbo, Crown Prince 
of Crim Tartary, fOl:lnd the child, and, with that elegant 
benevolence which has always distinguished the heiress of 
the throne of Paflagonia, gave the little outcast a shelter 
and a "'orne! Her parentage not being known, and her 
garb very humble, the foundling was educated in the Pal- 
ace in a menial capacity, under the name of Betsinda. 
"She did not give satisfaction, and was dismissed, car- 
rying with her, certainly, part of a mantle and a shoe, 
,vhich she had on when first found. According to her 
statelnent she quitted Blombodinga about a year ago, since 
which tilne she has been ,vith the Spinachi family. On 
the very saIne morning the Prince Gig1io, nephew to the 
l{ing of Paflagonia, a young Prince whose character for 
talent and order were, to say truth, none of the highest, 
also quitted Blolubodinga, and has not been since heard of!" 
"What an extraordinary story!" said Smith and Jones, 
two young students, Giglio's especial friends. 
" Ha! what is this?" Giglio went on, reading- 
"SECO
D EDITION, EXPRESS. - We hear that the troop 
under Baron Spinachi has been surrounded, and utterly 
routed, by General Count Hogginarmo, and the soi-disant 
Princess is" sent a prisoner to the capital. 
"UNIVERSITY NEWS. -Yesterday, at the Schools, the 
distinguished young student, Mr. Giles, read a Latin ora- 
tion, and was complimented by the Chancellor of Bosforo, 
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Dr. Prugnaro, with the highest University honour-the 
wooden spoon." 


"Never lnilld that stuff," says Giles, greatly disturbed.. 
"Colne home with me, my friends. Gallant Smith! in- 
trepid Jones! friends of Iny studies-partakers of my 
acadenlÍc toils-I haye that to tell shall astonish your hon- 
est 111Ïnds." 
"Go it, old boy!" cried the Í1npetuous Smith. 
"Talk away, my buck!" says Jones, a lively fellow. 
'Vith an air of indescribable dignity, Giglio checked their 
natural, but no nlore seelnly, falniliarity. " Jones, Sn1Ïth, 
Iny good friends," said the Prince, "disguise is henceforth 
useless; I aln no mòre the hUlnble student Giles, I aln the 
descendant of a royal line. " 
" Atavis edrite regilnls, I know, old co-," cried Jones. 
He was going to say old cock, but a flash from THE ROYAL 
EYE again awed hiIn. 
"Friends," continued the Prince, "I aln that Giglio, I 
anI, in fact, Pa:flagonia. Rise, Sn1Ïth, and kneel not in the 
public street. Jones, thou true heart! 1\ly faithless uncle, 
,vhen I was a baby, filched froin Ine that brave crown nly 
father left me, bred Ine, all young and careless of Iny 
rights, like unto hapless Hainlet, Prince of Denmark; and 
had I any thoughts about my wrongs, soothed me with 
prolnises of near redress. I should espouse his daughter, 
young Angelica; we two indeed should reign in Paflagonia. 
His words were false-false as Angelica's heart !-false as 
Angelica's hair, colour, front teeth! She looked with her 
skew eyes upon young Bulbo, Crim Tartary's stupid heir, 
and she preferred him. 'Twas then I turned my eyes upon 
Betsinda-Rosalba, as she now is. And I saw in her the 
blushing sum of all perfection; the pink of maiden mod- 
esty; the nYlnph that my fond heart had ever woo'd in 
dreams," etc. etc. 
(1 don't give this speech, which was very fine, but very 
long; and though Smith and Jones knew nothing about the 
cirCUlnstances, my dear reader does, so I go on.) 
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The Prince and his young friends hastened home to his 
apartlnent, highly excited by the intelligence, as no doubt 
by the royal narrator's adlnirable Illanner of recounting it, 
and they ran up to his room where he had ,vorked so hard 
at his books. 
On his ,vriting-table was his bag, grown so long that the 
Prince could not help remarking it. He went to it, opened 
it, and ,vhat do you think he found in it? 
A splendid long, gold-handled, red-vel vet-scabbarded, 
cut-and-thrust sword, and on the sheath was embroidered 
"ROSALBA FOR EVER! " 
He drew out the swol'd, which flashed and illuminated 
the whole rOOln, and called out "Rosalba for ever!" 
Slnith and Jones following hÌ1n, but quite respectfully this 
tilne, and taking the time from His Royal Highness. 
Anù no,v his trunk opened with a sudden pong, and out 
there canle three ostrich feathers in a gold crown, surround- 
ing a beautiful shining steel hehnet, a cuirass, a pair of 
spurs, finally a complete suit of armour. 
The books on Giglio's shelves were all gone. vVhere 
there had been SOlne great dictionaries, Giglio's friends 
found two pairs of jack-boots labelled, "Lieutenant Sluith," 
"- Jones, Esq.," which fitted thelll to a nicety. Be- 
sides, there were helmets, back and breast plates, swords, 
etc., just like in Mr. G. P. R. James's novels; and that 
evening three cavaliers nÜght have been seen issuing from 
the gates of Bosforo, in whom the porters, proctors, etc., 
never thought of recognising the young Prince and his 
friends. 
They got horses at a livery stable-keeper's, and never 
drew bridle until they reached the last town on the frontier 
before you come to Crim Tartary. 11ere, as their animals 
were tired, and the cavaliers hungry, they stopped and re- 
freshed at an hostel. I could Inake a chapter of this if I 
were like SOlne 'writers, but I like to cranl Iny lneasure tight 
down, you see, and give you a great deal for your money, 
and, in a word, they had some bread and cheese and ale 
upstairs on the balcony of the inn. As they were drink- 
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ing, drums and trumpets sounded nearer and nearer, the 
market-place was filled with soldiers, and His Royal High- 
ness looking forth, recognised the Paflagonian banners, and 
the Pa:flagonian national air which the bands were playing. 
The troops allinade for the tavern at once, and as they 
came up Giglio exclaimed, on beholding their leader, 
"WhOlll do I see? Yes 1 No 1 It is, it is! Phoo! No, 
it can't be 1 Yes 1 It is my friend, my gallant faithful 
veteran, Captain Hedzoff 1 Ho 1 Hedzoff! Knowest thou 
not thy Prince, thy Giglio? Good Corporal, Inethinks we 
once "were friends. Ha, Sergeant, an my memory serves 
me righ.t, we have had many a bout at singlestick." 
"I' faith, we have a many, good my Lord," says the 
Sergeant. 
"Tell me, what means this mighty armament," continued 
His Royal Highness from the balcony, "and whither Inarch 
my PaHagonians? " 
Hedzoff's head fell. "!\iIy Lord," he said, ",ve Inarch 
as the allies of great PadeHa, Crim Tartary's Inonarch." 
"Crim Tartary's usurper, gallant Hedzoff? CrÏ1n Tar- 
tary's grim tyrant, honest Hedzoff!". said the Prince, on 
the balcony, quite sarcastically. 
"A soldier, Prince, must needs obey his orders: mine 
are to help His Majesty Padella. And also (though alack 
that I should say it 1) to seize wherever I should light 
upon him-" 
"First catch your hare 1 ha, Hedzoff 1" exclaiIned His 
Royal Highness. 
"-On the body of Giglio, w hilome Prince of Pa:flago- 
nia," Hedzoff went on, with indescribable emotion, " l\fy 
Prince, give up your sword without ado. Look! ,ve are 
thirty thousand men to one 1 " 
" Give up my sword 1 Giglio give up his sword!" cried 
the Prince; and stepping well forward on to the balcony, 
the royal youth, without preparation, delivered a speech so 
magnificent that no report can do justice to it. It was all 
in blank verse (in which, from this time, he invariably 
spoke, as more becoming his majestic station). It lasted 
O-Vol. 24 
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for three days and three nights, during which not a single 
person who heard hÏ1n ,vas tired, or relnarked the difference 
between daylight and dark. The soldiers only cheering 
trelnendously, when occasionally, once in nine hours, the 
Prince paused to suck an orange, which Jones took out of 
the bag. He explained, in terms which we say we shall 
not attempt to convey, the whole history of the previous 
transaction, and his detennination not only not to give up 
his sword, but to aSSU111e his rightful crown; and at the 
end of this extraordinary, this truly gigantic effort, Captain 
Hedzoff flung up his hehnet, and cried, "Hurray! Hur- 
ray! Long live King Giglio! " 
Such were the consequences of having employed his time 
well at College. 
'Vhen the excitement had ceased, beer was ordered out 
for the anuy, and their Sovereign hilnself did not disdain 
a little! And now. it was with SOine alarlll that Captain 
Hedzoff told hinl his division ,vas only the advanced guard 
of the Paflagonian contingent, hastening to J{ing PadeHa's 
aid; the Inain force being a day's Dlarch in the rear under 
His Royal Highness Prince Bulbo. 
"'Ve will wait here, good friend, to beat the Prince," 
His l\fajesty said, "and then will Inake his royal father 
wince. " 



THE ROSE AND THE RING. 


337 


xv. 


WE RETURN TO ROSALBÀ. 


KING P ADELLA made very similar proposals to Rosalba 
to those which she had recei ved from the various princes 
who, as we have seen, had fallen in love with her. His 
Majesty was a widower, and offered to marry his fair cap- 
tive that instant, but she declined his invitation in her 
usual polite gentle manner, stating that Prince Giglio was 
her love, and that any other union was out of the question. 
Having tried tears and supplications in vain, this violent- 
tempered monarch lnenaced her with threats and tortures; 
but she declared she would rather suffer all these than ac- 
cept the hand of her father's murderer, who left her finally, 
uttering the Inost awful imprecations, and bidding her pre- 
pare for death on the following morning. 
All night long the King spent in advising how he should 
get rid of this obdurate young creature. Cutting off her 
head was much too easy a death for her; hanging was so 
COlnmon in His l\Iajesty's dominions that it no longer af- 
forded hÜn any sport; finally, he bethought himself of a 
pair of fierce lions which had lately been sent to him as 
presents, and he determined, with these ferocious brutes, 
to hunt poor Rosalba down. Adjoining his castle was an 
amphitheatre where the Prince indulged in bull-baiting, 
rat-hunting, and other ferocious sports. The two lions 
were kept in a cage under this place; their roaring might 
be heard over the whole city, the inhabitants of which, I 
am sorry to say, thronged in numbers to see a poor young 
lady gobbled up by two wild beasts. 
The King took his place in the royal box, having the 
officers of his Court around and the COlmt Hogginarmo by 
his side, upon whom His Majesty was observed to look 
very fiercely; the fact is, royal spies had told the monarch 
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of Hogginarmo's behaviour, his proposals to Rosalba, and 
his offer to fight for the crown. Black as thunder looked 
ICing Padella at this proud noble, as they sat in the front 
seats of the theatre waiting to see the tragedy 'whereof poor 
Rosalba ,vas to be the heroine. 
At length that Princess ,vas brought out in her night- 
go,vn, with all her beautiful hair falling down her back, 
and looking so pretty that even the beef-eaters and keepers 
of the ,vild anilllals wept plentifully at seeing her. And 
she ,valked ,vith her poor little feet (only luckily the arena 
was covered ,vith sawdust), and went and leaned up against 
a great stone in the centre of the alnphitheatre, round which 
the Court and the people ,vere seated in boxes, with bars 
before the111, for fear of the great, fierce, l'ed-nlaned, black- 
throated, long-tailed, roaring, bellowing, rushing lions. 
And no,v the gates were opened, and with a wurrawarrnra- 
warar two great lean, hungry, roaring lions rushed out of 
their den, 'v here they had been kept for three weeks on 
nothing but a little toast-and-water, and dashed straight 
up to the stone where poor Rosalba was waiting. COIU- 
mend her to your patron saints, all you kind people, for she 
is in a dreadful state! 
There was a hUIn and a buzz all through the circus, and 
the fierce King PadeHa even felt a little cOlnpassion. But 
Count Hogginarlno, seated by His Majesty, roared out 
" Hurray! N ow for it! Soo-soo-soo!" that noblelnan be- 
ing uncolnlnonly angry still at Rosalba's refusal of hÍln. 
But 0 strange event! 0 renlarkable cirCUlnstance! 0 
extraordinary coincidence, which I aln sure none of you 
could by any possibility have divined! \Vhen the lions 
caIne to Rosalba, instead of devouring her with their great 
teeth, it was with kisses they gobbled her up! They licked 
her pretty feet, they nuzzled their noses in her lap, they 
moo'd, they seemed to say, "Dear, dear sister, don't you 
recollect your brothers in the forest?" And she put her 
pretty white arms round their tawny necks, and kissed 
thein. 
King PadeHa was immensely astonished. The Count 



THE ROSE AND THE RING. 


339 


Hogginarmo was extremely disgusted. " Pooh! " the Count 
cried. "Gammon!" exclaimed his Lordship. "These 
lions are tame beasts come from Wombwell's or Astley's. 
It is a shame to put people off in this way. I believe they 
are little boys dressed up in doormats. They are no lions 
at all." 
" Ha !" said the King, "you dare to say 'gammon' to 
your Sovereign, do you? These lions are no lions at all, 
aren't they? Ho! my beef-eaters! Ho! my bodyguard! 
Take this Count Hogginarmo and fling him into the circus! 
Gi ve him a sword and buckler, let him keep his armonr on, 
and his weather-eye out and fight these lions." 
The haughty Hogginarlno laid down his opera-glass, and 
looked scowling round at the King and his attendants. 
"Touch me not, dogs!" he said, "or by St. Nicholas the 
Elder, I will gore you ! Your l\Iajesty thinks Hogginarmo 
is afraid? No, not of a hundred thousand lions! Follow 
me down into the circus, King Padella, and match thyself 
against one of yon brutes. Thou darest not. Let them 
both come on, then!" And opening a grating of the box, 
he jumped lightly down into the circus. 
Wurra wurra 1V'll'r'/'a 'wllr-aW-au)-aw! ! ! 
In about two minutes 
The Count Hogginarmo was 
GOBBLED UP 
by 
those lions, 
bones, boots, and all, 
and 
There was an 
End of him 
At this, the King said, "Serve him right, the rebellious 
ruffian! And now, as those lions won't eat that young 
woman-" 
"Let her off I-let her off! " cried the crowd. 
"NO!" roared the ICing. "Let the beef-eaters go down 
and chop her into small pieces. If the lions defend her, 
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Jet the archers shoot theln to death. That hussy shall die 
in tortures! " 
" A-a-ah ! " cried the crowd. " Shalne! shame!" 
"Who dares cry out shalne?" cried the furious potentate 
(so little can tyrants cOlnlnand their passions). " Jning 
any scoundrel ,vho says a word down among the lions!" 
I warrant you there was a dead silence then, which was 
broken by a Pang arang pang pangkarangpang, and a 
Knight and a Herald rode in at the further end of the cir- 
cus: the Knight, in full annour, with his vizor up, and 
bearing a letter on the point of his lance. 
" Ha ! "exclaimed the King, "by my fay, 'tis Elephant 
and Castle, pursuivant of my brother of Paflagonia; and the 
ICnight, an nlY l1lenlory serves Ine, is the gallant Captain 
Hedzoff! 'Vhat news from Paflagonia, gallant Hedzoff? 
Elephant and Castle, beshrew Ine, thy trlunpeting must 
haye Inade thee thirsty. \Vhat will IllY trusty herald like 
to drink? " 
" Bespeaking first safe conduct fronl your Lordship," said 
Captain Hedzoff, "before we take a drink of anything, per- 
luit us to deliver our King's message." 
"l\1:y Lordship, ha!" said CrÏ1n Tartary, frowning ter- 
rifically. "That title soundeth strange in the anointed 
ears of a crowned King. Straight,vay speak out your mes- 
sage, l{night and Herald! " 
R
ining up his charger in a Inost elegant manner close 
under the King's balcony, Hedzoff turned to the Herald, 
and bade him begin. 
Elephant and Castle, dropping his trumpet over his 
shoulder, took a large sheet of paper out of his hat, and be- 
gan to read :- 


"0 Yes! 0 Yes! 0 Yes! Know all men by these pres- 
ents, that we, Giglio, King of Paflagonia, Grand Duke of 
Cappadocia, Sovereign Prince of Turkey and the Sausage 
Islands, having assluned our rightful throne and title, long 
time falsely borne by our usurping Uncle, styling hÍ1nself 
King of Paflagonia-" 
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" Ha ! " growled PadeHa. 
" Hereby SUllllllon the false traitor, Padella, calling him- 
self l{ing of CriIn Tartary-" 


The King's curses were dreadful. "Go on, Elephant 
and Castle! " said the intrepid lledzoff. ' 


"-To release frOln cowardly inlprisonll1ent his liege lady 
and rightful Sovereign, Rosalba, Queen of Crim Tartary, 
and restore her to her royal throne: in default of which, I, 
Giglio, proclaÏ1n the said PadeHa sneak, traitor, humbug, 
usurper, and coward. I challenge hiIn to meet me, with 
fists or 'with pistols, with battle-axe or sword, with blun- 
derbuss or singlestick, alone or at the head of his afluy, on 
foot or on horseback; and 'v ill prove nlY ,vords upon his 
wicked ugly body! " 


"God save the King!" said Captain Hedzoff, executing 
a deluivolte, two sen1ilunes, and three caracols. 
"Is that all?" said PadeHa, with the terrific cahn of 
concentrated fury. 
"That, sir, is all my royal master's message. Here is 
His 
rajesty's letter in autograph, and here is his glove, 
and if any gentlelnan of Crim Tartary chooses to find fault 
with His Majesty's expressions, I, Tuffskin Hedzoff, Cap- 
tain of the Guard, alU very luuch at his service," and he 
waved his lance, and looked at the asseIubly all round. 
"And what says lny good brother of Paflagonia, lny dear 
son's father-in-law, to this rubbish?" asked the King. 
"The King's uncle hath been deprived of the crown he 
unjustly wore," said Hedzoff gravely. "He and his ex- 
minister, Glumboso, are now in prison waiting the sentence 
of Iny royal master. After the battle of BOlubardaro-" 
"Of what?" asked the surprised PadeHa. 
"Of Bombardaro, where my liege, his present Majesty, 
would have performed prodigies of valour, but that the 
whole of his uncle's arluy came over to our side, with the 
exception of Prince Bulbo." 
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"Ah! my boy, my boy, my Bulbo was no traitor!" cried 
Padella. 
"Prince Bulbo, far from coming over to us, ran away, 
sir; but I caught him. The Prince is a prisoner in our 
army, and the most terrific tortures await him if a hair of 
the Princess Rosalba's head is injured." 
"Do they?" exclailned the furious Padella, who was 
now perfectly livid with rage. "Do they indeed? So 
much the worse for Bulbo. I've twenty sons as lovely 
each as Bulbo. Not one but is as fit to reign as Bulbo. 
Whip, whack, flog, starve, rack, punish, torture Bulbo- 
break all his bones-roast him or flay hÌ1n alive-pull all 
his pretty teeth out one by one! But justly dear as Jfulbo 
is to me,-joy of my eyes, fond treasure of my soul !-Ha, 
ha, ha, ha! revenge is dearer still. Ho! torturers, rack- 
men, executioners-light up the fires and nlake the pincers 
hot! get lots of boiling lead !-Bring out Rosalba! " 
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XVI. 


HOW HEDZOFF RODE BACK AGAIN TO KING GIGLIO. 


CAPTAIN HEDzo}'F rode away when ICing PadeHa uttered 
this cruel cOlnllland, having done his duty in delivering the 
luessage with which his royalillaster had entrusted hiln. 
Of course he was very sorry for Rosalba, but what could 
he do? 
So he returned to ICing Giglio's canlp, and found the 
young monarch in a disturbed state of lllind, sllloking cigars 
in the royal tent. His l\Iajesty's agitation was not ap- 
peased by the news that was brought by his alnbassador. 
"The brutal ruthless ruffian royal wretch!" Giglio ex- 
claillled. "As England's poesy has well reillarked, 'The 
luan that lays his hand upon a ,voman, save in the ,vay of 
kindness, is a villain.' Ha, Hedzoff!" 
"That he is, your l\Iajesty," said the attendant. 
" And didst thou see her flung into the oil? and didn't 
the soothing oil-the elnollient oil, refuse to boil, good 
Hedzoff-and to spoil the fairest lady ever eyes did look 
on? " 
"
"'aith, good Iny ìiege, I had no heart to look and see a 
beauteous lady boiling down; I took your royal nlessage to 
Padella, and bore his back to you. I told hiln you would 
hold Prince Bulbo answerable. He only said that he had 
twenty sons as good as Bulbo, and forth,vith he bade the 
ruthless executioners proceed." 
"0 cruel father-O unhappy son!" cried the ICing. 
"Go, some of you, and bring Prince Bulbo hither." 
Bulbo was brought in chains, looking very uncolllfortable. 
Though a prisoner, he had been tolerably happy, perhaps 
because his Inind was at rest, and all the fighting was over, 
and he was playing at lllarbies with his guards when the 
King sent for hÍ111. 
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"Oh, my poor Bulbo," said His l\Iajesty, with looks of 
infinite compassion, "hast thou heard the news?" (for you 
see Giglio wanted to break the thing gently to the Prince), 
"thy brutal father has condemned Rosalba-p-p-p-ut her 
to death, P-p-p-prince Bulbo! " 
"What, killed Betsil1da! Boo-hoo-hoo," cried out Bul- 
boo " Betsinda ! pretty Betsinda! dear Betsinda! She 
was the dearest little girl in the world. I love her better 
twenty thousand times even than Angelica," and he went 
on expressing his grief in so hearty and unaffècted a man- 
ner that the King was quite touched by it, and said, shak- 
ing Bulbo's hand, that he wished he had known Bulbo 
sooner. 
Bulbo, quite unconsciously, and meaning for the best, 
offered to come and sit with His Majesty, and smoke a 
cigar with him, and console him. The 'poyal kindness sup- 
plied Bulbo with a cigar; he had not had one, he said, since 
he was taken prisoner. 
And now think what must have been the feelings of the 
most merciful of monarchs, when he informed his prisoner 
that, in consequence of King .PadeHa's cruel and dastardly 
behavior to Rosalba, Prince Bulbo must instantly be exe- 
cuted! The noble Giglio could not restrain his tears, nor 
could the Grenadiers, nor the officers, nor cOlùd Bulbo him- 
self, when the matter was eXplained to him, and he was 
brought to understand that His 1\fajesty's promise, of 
course, was above every thing, and Bulbo must submit. So 
poor Bulbo was led out, Hedzoff trying to console him, by 
pointing out that if he had won the battle of Bombardaro, 
he might have hanged Prince Giglio. " Yes! But that is 
no cOlllfort to me now!" said poor Bulbo; nor indeed was 
it, poor fellow! 
He was told the business would be done the next morn- 
ing at eight, and was taken back to his dungeon, where 
every attention was paid to him. The gaoler's wife sent 
him tea, and the turnkey's daughter begged him to write 
his name in her album, where a many gentlemen had wrote 
it on like occasions! "Bother your album I" says Bulbo. 
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The Undertaker caIne and llleasured hÍ1n for the handsolnest 
coffin which llloney could buy-even this didn't console 
Bulbo. The Cook brought hinl dishes ,vhich he once used 
to like; but he wouldn't touch thelll: he sat down and be- 
gan writing an adieu to Angelica, as the clock kept always 
ticking, and the hands drawing nearer to next nlol'ning. 
The Barber came in at night, and offered to shave hÜn for 
the next day. Prince Bulbo kicked hÏ1n away, and ,vent 
011 writing a few words to Princess Angelica, as the clock 
kept always ticking, and the hands hopping nearer and 
nearer to next morning. He got up on the top of a hat- 
box, on the top of a chair, on the top of his bed, on the top 
of his table, and looked out to see whether he lllight escape 
as the clock kept ahvays ticking and the hands drawing 
nearer, and nearer, and nearer. 
But looking out of the ,vindo,v was one thing, and jump- 
ing another: and the town clock struck seven. So he got 
into bed for a little sleep, but the gaoler caIne and ,voke 
him, and said, "Git up, your Royal Ighness, if you please, 
it's ten 1nlnutes to C'l:gld ! " 
So poor Bulbo got up: he had gone to bed in his clothes 
(the lazy boy), and he shook hÜnself, and said he didn't 
nlÌnd about dressing, or having any breakfast, thank YOu; 
and he saw the soldiers who had COlne for hiln. "Lead 
on !" he said; and they led the ,vay, deeply affected; and 
they caIne into the courtyard, and out into the square, and 
there was King Giglio COlne to take leave of him, and His 
l\iajesty lllOst kindly shook hands with hÜl1, and the gloomy 
Pl'ocession marched on :-when hark! 
Ha w- wurra,v-,vurra,v-a worr! 
A roar of wild beasts ,vas heard. And who should come 
riding into the town, frightening a way the boys, and even 
the beadle and policelllan, but Rosalba! 
The fact is, that ,vhen Captain Hedzoff entered into the 
court of Snapdragon Castle, and was discoursing with King 
PadeHa, the lions luade a dash at the open gate, gobbled 
up the six beef-eaters in a jiffy, and away they ,vent with 
Rosalba on the back of one of theIn, and they carried her, 
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turn and turn about, till they came to the city where Pl'ince 
Giglio's army was encamped. 
vVhen the King heard of the Queen's arrival, i
U Inay 
think how he rushed out of his breakfast-room to hand Her 
l\fajesty off her lion! The lions were grown as fat as pigs 
now, having had Hogginarmo and all those beef-eaters, and 
were so tame, anybody might pat them. 
While Giglio knelt (most gracefully) and helped the 
Princess, Bulbo, for his part, rushed up and kissed the 
lion. He flung his arms round the forest monarch; he 
hugged him, and laughed and cried for joy. "Oh, you 
darling old beast, oh, how glad I aln to see you, and the 
dear, dear Bets-that is, Rosalba." 
"\Vhat, is it you? poor Bulbo!" said the Queen. " Oh, 
ho,v glad I am to see you," and she gave him her hand to 
kiss. King Giglio slapped him most kindly on the back, 
and said, "Bulbo, my boy, I am delighted, for your sake, 
that Her Majesty has arrived." 
"So am I," said Bulbo; "and you know why." Captain 
Hedzoff here came up. "Sire, it is half-past eight: shall 
we proceed with the execution? " 
"Execution! what for?" asked Bulbo. 
"An officer only knows his orders," replied Captain 
Hedzo:ff, showing his warrant, on which His Majesty King 
Giglio smilingly said, "Prince Bulbo was reprieved this 
time," and most graciously invited him to bl'eakfast. 
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XVI I. 


HOW A TREMENDOUS BATTLE TOOK PLACE, AND 
WHO WON IT. 


As soon as King PadeHa heard, what we know already, 
that his victin1, the lovely Rosalba, had escaped him, His 

Iajesty' s fury knew no bounds, and he pitched the Lord 
Chancellor, Lord Chamberlain, and every officer of the 
Crown wholn he could set eyes on, into the cauldron of 
boiling oil prepared for the Princess. Then he ordered out 
his whole army, horse, foot, and artillery; and set forth at 
the head of an innumerable host, and I should think twenty 
thousand drulnnlers, trumpeters, and fifers. 
King Giglio's advanced guard, you may be sure, kept 
that monarch acquainted with the enemy's dealings, and 
he was in no wise disconcerted. He was much too polite 
to alarm the Princess, his lovely guest, with any unneces- 
sary rum ours of battles impending; on the contrary, he 
did everything to an111Se and divert her; gave her a most 
elegant breakfast, dinner, lunch, and got up a ball for 
_ her that evening, when he danced with her every single 
dance. 
Poor Bulbo was taken into favour again, and allowed to 
go quite free now. He had new clothes given him, was 
called" My good cousin" by His 
[ajesty, and was treated 
with the greatest distinction by everybody. But it was 
easy to see he was very melancholy. The fact is, the sight 
of Betsinda, who looked perfectly lovely in an elegant new 
dress, set poor Bulbo frantic in love with her again. And 
he never thought about Angelica, now Princess Bulbo, 
who In he had left at home, and who, as we know, did not 
care lnuch about him. 
The King, dancing the twenty-fifth polka with Rosalba, 
remarked with wonder the ring she wore; and then Rosalba 
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told him how she had got it fro In Gruffanuff, who no doubt 
had picked it up when Angelica flung it away. 
"Yes," says the Fairy Blackstick, who had COlne to see 
the young people, and who had very likely certain plans 
regarding them. "That ring I gave the Queen, Giglio's 
mother, ,vho was not, saving your presence, a very wise 
'wolnan; it is enchanted, and ,vhoever wears it looks beau- 
tiful in the eyes of the world. I made poor Prince Bulbo, 
when he was christened, the present of a rose which luade 
him look handsolne ,vhile he had it; but he gave it to An- 
gelica, who instantly looked beautiful again, ,vhilst Bulbo 
relâpsed into his natural plainness." 
" Rosalba needs no ring, I am sure," says Giglio, ,vith a 
lo,\' bow. "She is beautiful enough, in IllY eyes, without 
any enchanted aid." 
"Oh, sir!" said Rosalba. 
"Take off the ring and try," said the King, and reso- 
lutely drew the ring off her finger. In Ids eyes she looked 
just as handsome as before! 
The King was thinking of throwing the ring away, as it 
was so dangerous and Inade all the people so lnad about 
Rosalba; but being a Prince of great humour, and good 
hUlnour too, he cast eyes upon a poor youth who happened 
to be looking on very disconsolately, and said- 
"Bulbo, Iny poor lad! C01l1e and try on this ring. The 
Princess Rosalba nlakes it a present to you." 
The nlagic properties of this ring were uncollllllonly 
strong, for no sooner had Bulbo put it on, but 10 and be- 
hold, he appeared a personable, agreeable young Prince 
enough-with a fine cOlnplexion, fair hair, rather stout, 
and with bandy legs; but these were encased in such a 
beautiful pair of yellow morocco boots that nobody remarked 
them. And Bulbo's spirits rose up almost inunediately 
after he had looked in the glass, and he talked to their 
Majesties in the most lively, agreeable manner, and danced 
opposite the Queen 'with one of the prettiest maids of bon- 
our, and after looking at Her 1\'1:ajesty, could not help 
saYlng- 
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"How very odd! she is very pretty, but not so extraordi- 
na'J'ily handsome." 
"Oh no, by no means!" says the 
Iaid of Honour. 
"But what care I, dear sir," says the Queen, who over- 
heard them, "if you think I aln good-looking enough?" 
His 
rajesty's glance in reply to this affectionate speech 
was such that no painter could draw it. And the Fairy 
Blackstick said, "Bless you, my darling children! Now 
you are united and happy; and now yon see what I said 
from the first, that a little misfortune has done you both 
good. You, Giglio, had you been bred in prosperity, would 
scarcely have learned to read or write-yon would have 
been idle and extravagant, and could not have been a good 
King as now you will be. You, Rosalba, would have been 
so flattered, that your little head might have been turned 
, like Angelica's, who thought herself too good for Giglio." 
" As if anybody could be good enough for him," cried 
Rosalba. 
"Oh, you, you darling!" says Giglio. And so she was; 
and he was just holding out his arms in order to give her a 
hug before the whole cOlnpany, when a messenger came 
rushing in, and said, "
Iy Lord, the enemy! " 
"To arms! " cries Giglio. 
"Oh, mercy!" says Rosalba, and fainted of course. 
He snatched one kiss from her lips, and rushed f01'th to 
the field of battle! 


The Fairy had provided King Giglio with a suit of ar- 
mour, which was not only embroidered all over with jewels, 
and blinding to your eyes to look at, but was water-proof, 
gun-proof, and sword-proof; so that in the midst of the 
very hottest battles His 
Iajesty rode about as calmly as if 
he had been a British Grenadier at Alma. vVere I engaged 
in fighting for lny country, 1 should like such a suit of ar- 
mour as Prince Giglio wore; hut, you kno,v, he was a 
Prince of a fairy tale, and they always have these wonder- 
ful things. 
Besides the fairy arm our , the Prince had a fairy horse, 
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which would gallop at any pace you please; and a fairy 
sword, which would lengthen and run through a whole regi- 
ment of enemies at once. \Yïth such a weapon at C0111- 
uland, I ,vonder, for DIY part, he thought of ordering his 
arlnyout; but forth they all calne, in Inagnificent ne,v ulli- 
fornls, Hedzoff and the Prince's two college friends each 
cOlllluanding a division, and His 1\Iajesty prancing in per- 
son at the head of thenl all. 
Ah! if I had the pen of a Sir Archibald Alison, Iny dear 
friends, ,vould I not now entertain you with the account of 
a Inost trelnendous shindy? Should not fine blows be 
struck? dreadful wounds be delivered? arro,vs darken the 
air? cannon balls crash through the battalions? cavalry 
charge infantry? infantry pitch into cavalry? bugles blow; 
drull1s beat; horses neigh; fifes sing; soldiers roar, swear, 
hurray; officers shout out "For,vard, IllY luen! " "This 
,vay, lads!" "Give it 'el11, boys!" "Fight for King Gi- 
g1io, and the cause of right! " "ICing Padella for ever! " 
\V ould I not describe all this, I say, and in the yery finest 
language too? But this luunble pen does not possess the 
skill necessary for the description of cOlllbat.s. In a word, 
the overthI'o"w' of ICing PadeHa's arll1Y ,yas so cOlnplete, 
that if they had been Russian
 you could not have ,vished 
thell1 to be Inore utterly slnashed and confounded. 
As for that usurping lllonarch, having perfOrll1ed acts of 
val our luuch more considerable than could be expected of a 
royal ruffian and usurper, who had such a bad cause, and 
who was so cruel to wOlnen,-as for King PadeHa, I say, 
when his army ran a,vay, the ICing ran away too, kicking 
his first general, Prince Punchikoff, from his saddle, and' 
galloping away on the .Prince's horse, having, indeed, had 
twenty-five or twenty-six of his own shot under him. 
Hedzoff coming up, and finding PunchikotI do'\vn, as you 
Inay imagine, very speedily disposed of hi1n. 1\'1:eallwhile 
King Padella was scampering off as hard as his horse could 
lay legs to ground. Fast as he scainpered, I promise you 
sOlnebody else galloped faster; and that individual, as no 
doubt you are aware, was the Royal Giglio, who kept bawl- 
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ing ou', "Stay, traitor! Turn, miscreant, and defend thy- 
self! Stand, tyrant, coward, ruffian, royal wretch, till I 
cut thy ugly head from thy usurping shoulders!" And, 
with his fairy sword, which elongated itself at will, His 
Majesty kept poking and prodding Padella in the back, 
until that wicked monarch roared with anguish. 
'\Vhen he was fairly brought to bay, PadeHa turned and 
dealt Prince Giglio a prodigiolls crack over the sconce with 
his battle-axe, a most enormOllS weapon, which had cut 
down I don't know how many regiments in the course of 
the afternoon. But, Law bless you! though the blow fell 
right down on His 
Iajesty's hehnet, it made no nlore Ï1n- 
pression than if PadeHa had struck hiIn with a pat of but- 
tel': his battle-axe crulnpled up in PadeHa's hand, and the 
Royal Giglio laughed for very scorn at the impotent efforts 
of that atrocious usurper. 
A t the ill success of his blow the Crim Tartar lnonarch 
was justly irritated. " If," says he to Giglio, "you ride a 
fairy horse, and wear fairy armour, what on earth is the" 
use of my hitting you? I may as well give myself up a 
prisoner at once. Your lrlajesty won't, I suppose, be so 
Dlean as to strike a poor fellow who can't strike again? " 
The justice of Padella's remark struck the magnanimous 
Giglio. "Do you yield yourself a prisoner, PadeHa?" 
says he. 
"Of course I do," says Padella. 
"Do you acknowledge Rosalba as your rightful Queen, 
and give up the crown and all your treasures to your right- 
ful nlÌstress? " 
"If I must, I must," says Padella, who was natul'ally 
very sulky. 
By this time King Giglio's aides-de-camp had come up, 
wholn His Majesty ordered to bind the prisoner. And they 
tied his hands behind him, and bound his legs tight under 
his horse, having set him with his face to the tail; and in 
this fashion he was led back to King Giglio's quarters, 
and thrust into the very dungeon where young Bulbo had 
been confined. 
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Padella (who was a yery different person in the depth of 
his distress, to Padella, the proud wearer of the CrÏ1n Tar- 
tar crown), now 1110st affectionately and earnestly asked to 
see his son-his dear eldest boy-his darling Bulbo; and 
that good-natured young lnan never once reproached his 
haughty parent for his unkind conduct the day before, when 
he ,vould have left Bulbo to be shot .without any pity, but 
canle to see his father, and spoke to hiIn through the grat- 
ing of the door, beyond 'which he was not allowed to go; 
and brought hÏ1n SOlne sandwiches frOln the grand supper 
which His l\fajesty was giving above stairs, in honour of 
the brilliant victory which had just been achieved. 
"I cannot stay with you long, sir," says Bulbo, who ,vas 
in his best ball dress, as he handed his father in the prog, 
"I aln engaged to dance the next quadrille with Her l\faj- 
esty Queen Rosalba, and I hear the fiddles playing at this 
very nlon1ent." . 
So Bulbo ,vent back to the ball-rooIn, and the ,vretched 
PadeHa ate his solitary supper in silence and tears. 
AU was now joy in King Giglio's circle. Dancing, feast- 
ing, fun, illun1Ïnations, and jollifications of all sorts ensued. 
The people through \vhose villages they passed ,,"'ere or- 
dered to illuminate their cottages at night, and scatter 
flowers on the roads during the day. They were requested, 
and I promise you they did not like to refuse, to serve the 
troops liberally ,vith eatables and wine; besides, the arlny 
was enriched by the ilnmense quantity of plunder which 
was found in ICing Pad ella' s camp, and taken froln his sol- 
diers; who (after they had given np everything) were al- 
lowed to fratel'nise with the conquerors; and the united 
forces lnarched back by easy stages towards King Giglio's 
capital, his royal banner and that of Queen Rosalba being 
carried in front of the troops. Hedzoff was Illade a Duke 
and a Field-l\Iarshal. Slnith and Jones 'were prolnoted to 
be Earls; the CrÏ1n Tartar Order of the PUInpkiu and the 
Paflagonian decoration of the Cuculnber ,vere freely distrib- 
uted by their 1\fajesties to the arlny. Queen Rosalba wore 
the Paflagonian Ribbon of the Cucumber across her riding- 
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habit, ,vhilst King Giglio never appeared ,vithout the grand 
Cordon of the Plullpkin. How the people cheered them as 
they rode along side by side! They were pronounced to be 
the handsolllest couple ever seen: that was a matter of 
course; but they really 'were very handsoille, and, had they 
been otherwise, would have looked so, they were so happy r 
Their l\iajesties were never separated during the whole day, 
but breakfasted, dined, and supped together always, and 
rode side by side, interchanging elegant compliments, and 
indulging in the IllOSt delightful conyersation. At night, 
Her l\Iajesty's ladies of honour (who had all rallied round 
her the day after King PadeHa's defeat) caille and con- 
ducted her to the aparhnents prepared for her; whilst King 
Giglio, surrounded by his gentlelnen, ,vithdrew to his own 
Royal quarters. It was agreed they should be 111arried as 
soon as they reached the capital, and orders ,vere despatched 
to the Archbishop of Blombodinga, to hold himself in readi- 
ness to perfol'lll the interesting cerelllony. Duke Hedzoff 
carried the lllessage, and ga ye instructions to have the Royal 
Castle splendidly refurnished and painted afresh. The 
Duke seized Glumboso, the Ex-PrÍIne l\Iinister, and luade 
hÌ1n refund that considerable Slun of luoney which the old 
scoundrel had secreted out of the late King's treasure. "He 
also clapped Valoroso into prison (who, by the way, had 
been dethroned for SOlne considerable period past), and 
when the Ex-l\Ionarch weakly relllonstrated, Hedzoff said, 
" A soldier, sir, knows but his duty; IllY orders are to lock 
you up along with the Ex-ICing Padella, whonl I have 
brought hither a prisoner under guard." So these two 
Ex-Royal personages were sent for a year to the House of 
Correction, and thereafter were obliged to become 11lonks of 
the severest Order of Flagellants, in which state, by fast- 
ing, by vigils, by flogging (which they adn1Ínistered to one 
another, lllunbly but resolutely), no doubt they exhibited a 
l'epentance for their past nlÍsdeeds, usurpations, and pri- 
vate and public c1'Ínles. 
As for Glunlboso, that rogue ,vas sent to the galleys, and 
never had an opportunity to steal any more. 


. 
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HOW THEY ALL JOURNEYED BACK TO THE CAPITAL. 


THE Fairy Blackstick, by whose means this young King 
and Queen had certainly won their respective crowns back, 
would COlne not unfrequently, to pay them a little visit-as 
they were riding in their triu111phal progress 
owards Gig- 
lio's capital-change her wand into a pony, and travel by 
their 1\-Iajesties' side, giving them the very best advice. I 
am not sure that King Giglio did not think the Fairy and 
her advice rather a bore, fancying it was his own val our 
and Inerits which had put him on his throne, and conquered 
Padella: and, in fine, I fear he rather ga ve himself airs 
towards his best friend and patroness. She exhorted hiIn 
to deal justly by his subjects, to draw lnildly on the taxes, 
never to break his pron1Ïse when he had once given it-and 
in all respects to be a good King. 
"A good King, my dear Fairy!" cries Rosalba, "Of 
course he will. Break his promise! can you fancy my 
Gigl
o wonld ever do anything so illlproper, so unlike hÍ1n? 
No! never!" And she looked fondly towards Giglio, whom 
she thought a pattern of perfection. 
"\Vhy is Fairy Blackstick always advising me, and tell- 
ing l11e how to Inanage my goverIunent, and warning me to 
keep Iny word? Does she suppose that I anl not a man of 
sense, and a man of honour?" asks Giglio testily. " ß'[e- 
thinks she rather presumes upon her position." 
" Hush! dear Giglio," says Rosalba. " Yon know Black- 
stick has been very kind to us, and we Inust not offend her." 
]
ut the Fairy was not listening to Giglio's testyobserva- 
tions, she had fallen back, and was trotting on her pony 
now, by l\Iaster Bulbo's sid
, who rode a donkey, and made 
himself genel'ally beloved in the army by his cheerfulness, 
kindness, and good-humour to everybody. He was eager 
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to see his darling Angelica. He thought there never was 
such a charlning being. Blackstick did not tell hinl it was 
the possession of the Inagic rose that 11lade Angelica so 
lovely in his eyes. She brought hhll the very best accounts 
of his little 'wife, whose n1Ïsfortunes and hUlniliations had 
indeed very greatly improved her; and, you see, she could 
,vhisk off on her 'wand a hundred nÜles in a luinute, and be 
back in no til1le, and so carry l)olite 11leSsages fronl Bulbo 
to Angelica, and froln Angelica to Bulbo, and cOlnfort that 
young luan upon his journey. 
'Yhen the Royal party arrived at the last stage before 
you reach Blolnbodinga, ,vho should be ill waiting, ill her 
carriage there with her lady of honour by her side, but the 
Princess Angelica! She rushed into her husband's arnls, 
scarcely stopping to lllake a passing curtsey to the ICing 
and Queen.. She had no eyes but for Bulbo, who appeared 
l)erfectly lovely to her on account of the fairy ring ,vhich 
he 'wore; whilst she herself, wearing the luagic rose in her 
bonnet, seelHed entirely beautiful to the enraptured Bulbo. 
A splendid luncheon was served to the Royal party, of 
which the Archbishop, the Chancellor, Duke I-Iedzoff, 
Countess Gruffanuff, and all our friends partook, the Fairy 
Blackstick being seated on the left of ICing Giglio, with 
Bulbo and Angelica beside her. You could hear the joy- 
bells ringing in the capital, and the guns ,vhich the citizens 
,vere firing off in honour of their l\Iajesties. 
"\Vhat can have induced that hideous old Gruffanuff to 
dress herself up ill such an absurd way? Did you ask her 
to be your bridesnlaid, nlY dear?" says Giglio to Rosalba. 
" 'Vhat a figure of fUll Gruffy is! " 
Gruffy was seated opposite their 
Iajesties, between the 
Archbishop and the Lord Chancellor, and a figure of fUll 
she certainly ,vas, for she was dressed in a lo,v white silk 
dress, with lace over, a wreath of white roses on her wig, 
a splendid lace veil, and her yellow old neck was covered 
'with dialnonds. She ogled the King in such a luanneI' that 
His l\Iajesty burst out laughing. 
"Eleyen o'clock!" cries Giglio, as the great Cathedral 
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bell of Blombodinga tolled that hour. "Gentlemen and 
ladies, we must be starting. Archbishop, you must be at 
church, I think, before twelve?" 
"We Inust be at church before twelve," sighs out Gruffa- 
nuff in a languishing voice, hiding her old face behind her 
fan. 
"And then I shall be the happiest man in my domin- 
ions," cries Giglio, with an elegant bow to the blushing 
Rosal ba. 
"Oh, my Giglio! Oh, my dear Majesty!" exclaims 
Gruffanuff; "and can it be that this happy moment at 
length has arrived-" 
"Of course it has arrived," says the King. 
"-And that I am about to become the enraptured bride 
of my adored Giglio! " continues Gruffanuff. "Lend me a 
smelling- bottle, some body. I certainly shall faint with joy." 
" Y au my bride?" roars out Giglio. 
" You Inarry my Prince?" cried poor little Rosalba. 
"Pooh! Nonsense! The woman's mad!" exclaims the 
King. And all the courtiers exhibited by their countenan- 
ces and expressions, marks of surprise, or ridicule, or incre- 
dulity, or ,vonder. 
"I should like to know who else is going to be married, 
if I aIn not?" shrieks out Gruffanuff. "I should like to 
know if King Giglio is a gentleman, and if there is such a 
thing as justice in Paflagonia? Lord Chancellor! Iny Lord 
Archbishop! will your Lordships sit by and see a poor, 
fond, confiding, tender creature put upon? Has not Prince 
Giglio promised to marry his Barbara? Is not this Giglio's 
signature? Does not this paper declare that he is mine, 
and only mine? " And she handed to his Grace the Arch- 
bishop the document which the Prince signed that evening 
when she wore the magic ring, and Giglio drank so much 
champagne. And the old Archbishop, taking out his eye- 
glasses, read-'" This is to give notIce, that I, Giglio, only 
son of Savio, King of Paflagonia, here by promise to Inarry 
the charming Barbara Griselda, Countess Gruffanuff, and 
widow of the late Jenkins Gruffanuff, Esq.' 
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"H'm," says the Archbishop, "the docuillent is certainly 
a-a docuillent." 
"Phoo! " says the Lord Chancellor, "the signature is not 
in His 1\lajesty's hand,vriting." Indeed, since his studies 
at Bosforo, Giglio had Inade an imlnense Ï1nprovement in 
caligraphy. 
" Is it your handwriting, Giglio?" cries the Fairy Black- 
stick, with an awful severity of countenance. 
" Y -y-y-es," poor Giglio gasps out, "I had quite for- 
gotten the confounded paper: she can't Ineall to hold IDe 
by it. You old wretch, what will you take to let me off? 
Help the Queen, SOHle one-Her l\Iajesty has fainted." 
"Chop her head off!" } exclaÜn the Ï1npetuous Hed- 
" Slnother the old witch! " zoff, the ardent Smith, and 
"Pitch her into the river! " the faithful ,Tones. 
But Gruffanuff flung her arms round the Archbishop's 
neck, and bellowed out, " Justice, justice, lny Lord Chan- 
cellar! " so loudly, that her piercing shrieks caused every- 
body to pause. As for Rosalba, she ,vas borne a,vay life- 
less by her ladies; and you Inay Ï1nagil1e the look of agony 
which Giglio cast to,vards that lovely being, as his hope, 
his joy, his darling, his all in all, was thus l
elnoved, and 
in her place the horrid old Gruffanuff rushed up to his side, 
and once more shrieked out, " Justice, justice!" 
"'V on't you take that sunl of IDoney which Glumboso 
hid?" says Giglio; "tw.o hundred and eighteen thousand 
millions, or thereabouts. It's a handsOine SUln." 
"I will have that and you too! " says Gruffanuff. 
" Let us throw the crown jewels into the bargain," gasps 
out Giglio. 
"I will wear them by IllY Giglio's side! " says Gruffanuff. 
"'Vill half, three-quarters, five-sixths, nineteen-twenti- 
eths, of my kingdom do, Countess?" asks the trelnbling 
111 on arch. 
" \Vhat were all Europe to me without you, my Giglio?" 
cries Gruff, kissing his hand. 
" I won't, I can't, I shan't,-I'll resign the crown first," 
shouts Giglio, tearing away his hand; but Gruff clung to it. 
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"I have a competency, my love," she says, "and with 
thee and a cottage thy Barbara will be happy." 
Giglio was half Inad ,vith rage by this tÌ1ne. "I will not 
marry her," says he. "Oh, Fairy, Fairy, give me coun- 
sel? " And as he spoke he looked wildly round at the 
severe face of the Fairy Blackstick. 
'" 'Vhy is Fairy Blackstick always advising me, and 
warning Ine to keep my word? Does she suppose that I 
am not a nlan of honour?'" said the Fairy, quoting Gig- 
lio's own haughty words. He quailed under the brightness 
of her eyes; he felt that there was no escape for him from 
that awful inquisition. 
" vV' ell, Archbishop," said he in a dreadful voice, that 
made his Grace start, "since this Fairy has led me to the 
height of happiness but to dash me down into the depths 
of despair, since I am to lose Rosalba, let Ine at least keep 
my honour. Get up, COllntess, and let us be married; I 
can keep my 'word, but I can die afterwards." 
"Oh, dear Giglio," cries Gruffanuff, skipping up, "I 
knew, I kne,v I could trust thee-I knew that IllY Prince 
was the soul of honour. Jun1p into your carriages, ladies 
and gentleIllen, and let us go to church at once; and as for 
dying, dear Giglio, no, no :-thou wilt forget that insignifi- 
cant 1ittle chambernlaid of a Queen-thou wilt live to be 
consoled by thy Barbara! She wishes to he a Queen, and 
not a Queen Dowager, my gracious Lord!" And hanging 
upon poor Giglio's arm, and leering and grinning in his 
face in the most disgusting manner, this old wretch tripPE1d 
off in her whíte satin shoes, and jumped into the very car- 
riage which had been got ready to convey Giglio and 
Rosalba to church. The cannons roared again, the bells 
pealed triple-boblnajors, the people came out flinging flowers 
upon the path of the royal bride and bridegroom, and Gruff 
looked out of the gilt coach window and bowed and grinned 
to them. Phoo! the horrid old wretch! 



THE ROSE AND THE lUNG. 


3J
 


XIX. 


AND NOVv WE COl\lE TO THE LAST SCENE IN THE 
P ANTOl\IIl\IE. 


THE lnany upS and downs of her life had given the Prin- 
cess Rosalba prodigious strength of milid, and that highly 
principled young 'VOlnan presently recovered frOln her faint- 
ing-fit, out of which Fairy Blackstick, by a precious essence 
which the Fairy always carried in her pocket, awakened 
her. Instead of tearing her hair, crying, and belnoalling 
herself, and fainting again, as lllany young women would 
have done, Rosalba rellleInbered that she owed an exaInple 
of firnlness to her subjects; and though she loved Giglio 
more than her life, was detern1Ïned, as she told the Fairy, 
not to interfere Letween hiIll and justice, or to cause him 
to break his royal ,vord. 
"I cannot lllarry hÜu, but I shall love him always," says 
she to Blackstick; "I will go and be present at ,his mar- 
riage with the Countess, and sign the book, and wish them 
happy with all my heart. I will see, when I get hOlne, 
whether I cannot make the new Queen some handsolue 
presents. The Crim Tartary crown díamonds are uncom- 
monly fine, and I shall never have any use for theln. I 
will Ii ve and die unlllarried like Queen Elizabeth, and, of 
course, I shall leave lny crown to Giglio when I quit this 
world. Let us go and see thelll married, Iny dear Fairy, 
let me say one last farewell to hinl; and then, if you please, 
I will return to my own don1Ïllions." 
So the Fairy kissed TIosalba with peculiar tenderness, 
and at once changed her wand into a very cOlufortable 
coach-and-four, ,vith a steady coachrnali, and two respecta- 
ble footInen behind, and the Fairy and Rosalba got into the 
coach, which Angelica and Bulbo entered after theln. As 
for honest Bulbo, he was blubbering in the most pathetic 
P-Vol. 24 
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manner, quite overconle by Rosalba's lnisfortune. She 
was touched by the honest fellow's sympathy, pronÜsed to 
l'estore to hin1 the confiscated estates of Duke PadeHa his 
father, and created hiln, as he sate there in the coach, 
Prince, Highness, and First Grandee of the CrÍln Tartar 
En1pire. The coach moved on, and, being a fairy coach, 
soon canle up with the bridal procession. 
Before the cerenlony at church it was the custom in 
Paflagonia, as it is in other countries, for the bride and 
bridegroom to sign the Contract of Marriage, which was to 
be witnessed by the Chancellor, l\Iinister, Lord l\Iayor, and 
principal officers of state. Now, as the royal palace was 
being painted and furnished anew, it was not ready for the 
reception of the King and his bride, who proposed at first 
to take up their residence at the Prince's palace, that one 
which Valoroso occupied when Angelica was born, and be- 
fore he usurped the throne. 
So the marriage party c1roye up to the palace: the digni- 
taries got out of their carriages and stood aside: poor Ro- 
salba stepped out of her coach, supported by Bulbo, and 
stood almost fainting up against the railings so as to have 
a last look of her dear Giglio. As for Blackstick, she, ac- 
cording to, her custom, had flown out of the coach window 
in some inscrutable manner, and was now standing at the 
palace door. 
Giglio caIne up the steps with his horrible bride on his 
arm, looking as pale as if he was going to execution. He 
only frowned at the Fairy Blackstick-he was. angry with 
her, and thought she caIne to insult his nÜsery. 
"Get out of the way, pray," says Gruffanuff haughtily. 
"I wonder why yon are always poking your nose into other 
people's affairs? " 
" Are you determined to Inake this poor young IHan un- 
happy?" says Blackstick. 
"To marry him, yes? vVhat business is it of YOlU'S? 
Pray, madam, don't say' you' to a Queen," cries Gruffa Cl 
n uff. 
" You won't take the money he offered you? " 
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" No. " 
"You won't let him off his bargain, though you know 
you cheated him when you made him sign the paper?" 
"Impudence! Policeluen, remove this woman! " cries 
Gruffanuff. And the policeluen ,vere rushing for,vard, but 
with a wave of her wand the Fairy struck them all like so 
many statues in their places. 
cc You won't take anything in exchange for your bond, 
Mrs. Gruffanuff," cries the Fairy, with awful severity. "I 
speak for the last tÍlue." 
" No! " shrieks Gruffanuff, stamping with her foot. "I'll 
have my husband, my husband, my husband! " 
"You SHALL HAVE YOUR HUSBAND!" the Fairy Black- 
stick cried; and advancj.ng a step, laid her hand upon the 
nose of the l{nocker. 


As she touched it, the brass nose seemed to elongate, the 
open mouth opened still wider, and uttered a roar which 
made everybody start. The eyes rolled wildly; the arms 
and legs uncurled thelnselves, ,vrithed about, and seemed 
to ]ength
n with each twist; the knocker expanded into a 
figure in yellow livery, six feet high; the screws by which 
it was fixed to the door unloosed themselves, and Jenkins 
Gruffanuff once lllore trod the threshold off which he had 
been lifted luore than twenty years ago! 
"Master's not at honle," says Jenkins, just in his old 
voice; and 
irs. Jenkins, giving a dreadful youp, fell down 
in a fit, in which nobody minded her. 
For everybody was shouting, " Huzzay! huzzay!" "Hip, 
hip, hurray! " " Long live the King and Queen! " " Were 
such things ever seen?" "No, never, never, never!" 
"The Fairy Blackstick for ever! " 
The bells were ringing double peals, the guns roaring 
and banging 1110St prodigiously. :BulLo 'was eUlbracing 
everybody; the Lord Chancellor was flinging up his wig 
and shouting like a madnlan; Hedzoff had got the Arch- 
hishop round the waist, and they were dancing a jig for 
joy; and as for Giglio, I leave you to Ílnagille ,vhat he was 



362 


THE ROSE AND THE RING. 


doing, and if he kissed Rosalba once, twice-twenty thou- 
sand times, I'm sure I don't think he was wrong. 
So Gruffanuff opened the hall door with a low bow, just 
as he had been accustomed to do, and they all went in and 
signed the book, and then they went to church and were 
married, and the Fairy Blackstick sailed away on her cane, 
and was never more heard of in Paflagonia. 


AND HERE ENDS THE FIRESIDE PASTO:MIl\IE
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A CIIARACTER. 


To Int1>oduce Anothe}> Cha1>acter. 


WE have the pleasure to be acquainted with a young fel- 
low by the name of Adolphus Simcoe, who, like many an- 
other person of his age and rank in life, has been smitten 
with a love for literary pursuits, which have brought him 
to early ruin. 
He gained a decent maintenance as assistant in the shop 
of Messrs. Butler, apothecaries, Cheapside, but even then 
'vas observed never to nlove without a Byron in his pocket, 
and used to amuse the other gents in the establishment by 
repeating whole passages from Shelley, Wordsworth, and 
'\'Ioore. To one young man he confided a large ledger of 
poelns, of his own composition; but being of a timid turn, 
and the young man falling asleep during the reading of the 
very first ballad, Adolphus never attempted a similar pro- 
ceeding with any of his comrades again, but grew more 
morose and poetical, frequenting the theatres, coming late 
to business, living alone, and turning down his shirt collars 
more and more every day. Messrs. Butler had almost de- 
termined, although with regret, to turn away the lad, when 
he prevented that step on their part, by signifying bis own 
intention to retire. His grandlllother, who, we are led to 
believe, kept a small shop in the town of York, left 
Adolphus a fortune of three hundred pounds in the three 
per cents, which sum he thought fully adequate ÎOl' the 
making of his fOI'tune in his own way. 
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His passion was to becolne an editor of a 
Iagazine; to 
asselnble about him" the great spirits of the age," as he 
called them; and to be able to communicate his own con
 
tributions to the public, aided by all the elegances of type, 
and backed by all the ingenuities of puffery. 
That celebrated n1Ïscellany, The Lady's Lute, then being 
for sale,-indeed, if a gentleman has a mind to part with 
his money, it is very hard if he cannot find some periodical 
with a broom at its masthead,-Adolphus, for the sum of 
fO:J:ty-five pounds, becanle the proprietor and editor of the 
L'lltej and had great pleasure in seeing his own name in the 
most gothic capitals upon the title-page-his poems occupy- 
ing the place of honour within. The honest fellow has some 
good mercantile notions, and did not in the least hesitate 
to say, on the part of the proprietors, and on the .fly-leaf 
of the magazine, that the Public of England would rejoice 
to learn, that the great aid of Adolphus Simcoe, Esq., has 
been secured, at an immense expense, for The Lady's Lute; 
that his contributions would henceforth be solely confined 
to it, and that the delighted world would have proofs of 
his mighty genius in song. 
Having got all the poets by heart, he had a pretty knack 
of imitating them all, and in a single ballad would give 
you specinlens of, at least, half-a-dozen different styles. 
He had, moreover, an emphatic way of his own, which was 
for a little time popular; and the public, for near a year, 
may be said to have been almost taken in by Adolphus 
SÍ1ncoe-as they have been by other literary characters of 
his kind. It is, we do believe, a fact, that for a certain 
time Adolphus's Magazine actually paid its contributors; 
and it is a known truth, that one India paper proof of the 
portrait of himself, which he published in the second year 
of his editorship, was bought by a young lady, a sincere 
admirer of his poems. 
In the course of eighteen months he exhausted his Inanu- 
script ledger of poetry-he published his" Ghoul," a poem 
in Lord Byron's style; his "Leila," after the manner of 
Thomas 1\'loore; his" Idiosyncracy," a didactic pomn, that 



MISS TICKLETOBY'B LECTURES. 


5 


strongly reminded one of Wordsworth; and his" Gondola, 
A Venetian Lay," that may be considered to be slightly 
similar to the works of L.E.L. Then he came out with a 
Tragedy, called" Perdition, or the Rosicrucian Gammons," 
of which the dulness was so portentous, that at the end of 
the fourth act it was discovered there were not more than 
thirty-three subscribers left to the magazine. 
Suffice it to say, that though he continued the work 
desperately for six months longer, pouring, as he said, the 
whole energies of his soul into its pages-(the fact was, as 
that there was no more money, there were no more con- 
tributors)-though he wrote articles pathetic, profound, 
and humorous, commenced romances, and indited the most 
bitter and sarcastic reviews, The Lady's Lute fell to the 
ground-its chords, as he said, were rudely snapped asun- 
der, and he who had swept them with such joy, went forth 
a wretched and heartbroken man. 
He passed three months in Her l\Iajesty's Asylum of the 
Fleet, fronl whence he issued in brocade 'j"obe-de-charnhre, 
and the possessor of the cut-glass bottles and shaving 
trum pery of a dressing-case, the silver covers of which he 
had pa,vned, in order to subsist while in durance. 
Our belief is that Miss Tickletoby is his relation: it is 
certain that he sleeps in her back garret (and the venerable 
age of the lady puts all scandal out of the question); he 
has, we are fully certain, instructed her pupils in penman- 
ship, filling up his leisure moments by writing what would 
have been contributions to the Ma.gazines, if those works 
would but have accepted the same. 
Re still speaks of The Lady's Lute as of the greatest 
periodical that ever was produced, and but the other day 
apologised warmly to the writer of this for having abused 
his early volume of Poems-" Lyrics of the Soul" they 
were called-written at sixteen, when we were students at 
the U ni versity of London. He persists in thinking that 
the author of "Lyrics of the Soul" has never forgiven hÎJn, 
that he has never been the saIne lnall since, but has pined 
away under the effects of that withering sarcaSlll. Our llext 
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work, he says, was the bitter Slough of Despair-it was 
called" The Downy Dragsman, or, Love in Liquorpond 
Street." This, at least, the :reader will remember. Could 
anything be more frank than its humour-more joyously 
low than everyone of the scenes in that truly racy pro- 
duction? 
It is needless to say, we have no sort of anger against 
poor Adolphus; but that on the contrary meeting him very 
wild and gloomy, and more than usually dirty, at the 
Globe, in Bow Street, which we both frequent, it was a 
grea t pleasure to us to lend hiln seven shillings, which en- 
abled him to order a dish of meat, in addition to that un- 
happy half-pint of beel' which seemed really to form all his 
dinner, 
The dinner and the money made him communicative; 
and he was good enough to confide to us the history of a 
vast number of his disappointments-" His blighted opes- 
his withered dreams of hearly years-his' vain hambi- 
tion' " (Adolphus is a Londoner, whatever his grandmother 
may have been), and at the end of all, he pulled out a 
manuscript (which is always rather a frightful object to a 
literary man), but instead of reading it began, thank 
Heaven! only to discourse about it. It was another's 
writing, not his own. 
" Halfred," said he, "you know I hoccupy no common 
position in the literary world. I aye at least done so, 
until misfortune hovertook me. Since my sorrows, I've 
been kindly oused by a munificent being-a woman ("ere's 
to er,'" said he, draining his glass solemnly, "who 
doubles hall our joys, and alves hall our sorrows-to 
woman! ") Having finished his brandy-and-water, he re- 
sumed :- 
"IIever since hi've been in the ouse of that hangeIic 
being-she's hold, Halfred, hold enough to be my grand- 
mother, and so I pray you let the sneer pass away from 
your lips-hi've not neglected, has you may himagine, the 
sacred calling for which hi feel hi was born. Poesy has 
been my solace in my lonely hagonies, hand I've tried the 
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newspapers hall round. But they're a callous Md ard- 
earted set, those literary mell-luen who have feasted at 
my table, and quaffed of my wine-cup-men, ,vho in the 
days of my prosperity have growu rich from my purse- 
will you believe it, they won't accept a single hárticle of 
my writing, and scornfully pass me by! \V orse than this 
-they refuse to elp me by the most simple puff, for me 
and mine; would you believe it, my dear friend, Miss 
Tickletoby has jllst commeneed a series of lectures, for 
which hi'm hanxious to get the world's good opinion, and 
not one paper will hinsert the little description I've w1'Ïtten 
off. The Hage, the Hargus, the Hera, hi've applied to 
'en1 all, and they're hall the same-hall, hall, ungrateful." 
"My dear fellow, if you will write verse," said 1- 
"It's not verse," answered Adolphus, "it's prose-a re- 
port of Miss T.'s lecture, prefaced by a modest leading 
harticle. " 
" 1'11 see if I can get it into P'llnclz," said I. 
"Hush, Punch!" shouted he, "Heavens, have yon 
fallen so low? I, write in Punch! Gracious powers! In 
Punclt-in Punch!" 
"RuIn or brandy, sir?" said Betsy, the waiter, who 
caught the last word. 
" Rum," said Adolphus (with a good deal of presence of 
mind); and as he drank the stean1Ïng liquòr took Iny haud. 
"Halfred," said he, "tell me this one thing-does Punch 
lJay? for, between ourselves, Miss Tickletoby says that 
she'll turn me out of doors unless I can make myself use- 
ful to her and- pay Iny bill." 
Adolphus Simcoe is to be paid for his contributions, and 
next week we shall begin Miss Tickletoby's lectures. 


- 
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LECTURE I. 


WE have just had the joy to be present at one of the 
most splendid exhibitions of intelligence which has been 
witnessed in our splendid and intelligent time. 
The great spirit of History, distilled in a mighty mind's 
alembic, outpouring clear, rich, strong, intoxicating oft- 
so delicious was the draught, and so eager the surrounding 
drinkers-the figures of statesmen and heroes, wise heroes 
and heroic statesmen, caught up from their darkness in the 
far past, and made by the enchantress to shine before us 
visible; the gorgeous and gigantic memories of old Time 
}'ising stately from their gra ves, and looking on us as in 
life they looked: such were the thoughts, sensations, 
visions, that we owe to the eloquence of Miss Tickletoby 
this day. 
We write under a trelnendous emotion, for the words 
of the fair s p
aker still thrill in our ears; nor can we 
render account of one tithe part of that mystic harmony of 
words, that magic spell of poesy, which the elegant oratrix 
flung round her audience-a not readily-to-be-dissipated 
charm. 
Suffice it to say, that pursuant to hel" announcelnents in 
the public prints, this accolnplished lady commenced her 
series of lectures on English history to-day. Her friends, 
her pupils, those who know and esteem her (and these 
consist of the l'al'est of England's talent, and the brightest 
of her aristocracy), were assembled at one o'clock punctu- 
ally ill her modest dwelling (No. 3 Leg of Veal Court, 
Little Britain, over the greengrocer's; pull the third bell 
from the bottom ). We ,vere among the first to attend, 
and gladly give the publicity of our columns to a record 
of the glorious transactions of the day. The reporters of 
this paper were mn ployed in taking down every word that 



MISS TICKLETOBY'S LECTURES. 


9 


fell froln the speaker's lips-(would that they could have 
likewise transferred the thrilling tones and magic glance 
which Inade her words a thousand times more precious): 
we, on the other hand, being from our habits more accus- 
tOlned to philosophic abbreviation, have been contented 
with taking down rather the heads and the suggestivity (if 
we may use the phrase) of Miss Tickletoby's discourse, 
and we flatter ourselves that upon a comparison ,vith the 
text, the analysis will be found singularly faithful. 
'Ve have spoken of the public character: a word now 
regarding Miss Tickleto by the UJ01nan. She has long been 
known and loved in the quarter of which she is the great- 
est blessing and ornament-that of St. Mary Axe. 
From her early life practising tuition, some of the best 
families of the City owe to her their earliest introduction 
to letters. Her Spelling-book is well known, and has run 
through very nearly an edition; and when we rank among 
her pupils the daughter of one of the clerks of Alderntan 
Ra1ne1", AND A NIECE o
' A LATE HONOURED LORD MAYOR, 
we have said enough to satisfy the most fastidious votary 
of fashion with respect to the worldly position of those who 
sit at Miss Tiçkletoby's feet. 
Miss Tickletoby believes that education, to be effective, 
should be begun early, and therefore receives her pupils 
from the age of two upwards. Nay, she has often laugh- 
ingly observed that she would have no objection to take 
them fronl the month, as childhood's training can never be 
too soon COlnlnenced. Of course, at so tender an age, sex 
is no consideration. Miss Tickletoby's children (as shQ 
loves to call thelu) are both of the sterner and the softer 
varieties of our human species. 
With regard to her educational system, it is slightly 
coercive. She has none of the ne,v-fangled notions regard- 
iug the inutility of corporal punishments, but remembering 
their effects, in her own case, does not hesitate to apply 
them whenever necessity urges. 
On Wednesdays (half-holidays) she proposes to deliver 
a series of lectures upon English history, occasionally (it 
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would appear from a hint in the present discourse) diversi. 
fled by subjects of a lighter and more holiday kind. We 
shall attend them all-nor can the public of this city do 
better than follow our exam pIe. The price of tickets for 
the six lectures is-ninepence. 
Can such things be, 
And OVeI'come us like a summer cloud 
Without our special wonder? 


THE LECTURE-RoOM. 


The lecture was announced for one o'clock, and arriving 
at that hOUI', we found the room full of rank and fashion. 
Excellent accomlnodation was arranged for the public 
press. Flowers, some of those cheap but lovely and odor- 
ous ones which form the glory of England's garden, were 
placed tastefully here and there-on the mantel, on the 
modest table at which stood the lecturer's chair, and a 
large and fragrant bouquet in the ,vindow-siU. These 
were (with the exception of a handsome curtain that hung 
before the door frolu ,vhich lVliss Tickletoby was to issue) 
the sole ornanlents of the siInple academic chamber. 
The lovely children, with wistful eyes and cheeks more 
flushed than any roses there, ,vere accommodated with 
theil" usual benches, while their })arents were cOlnfortably 
ranged in chairs behind them. 'Twas indeed a thrilling 
sight-a sight to bring tears into the philanthropic heart 
-happy tears though-such as those spring showers which 
fall from the lids of childhood, and which rainbow joy 
speedily dries up again. 
The bell rings :-one mOlnent-and the chintz curtain 
draws aside; and midst waving of kerchiefs, and shouting 
of bravos, and with snÜling eyes fixed upon her, and young 
hearts to welconle her, THE LECTURER steps forth. Now) 
our task is over. Gentles, let the enchantress speak for 
herself. 
Having cleared her voice, and gazing round the room 
,vith a look of affection, she began 
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THE LECTURE. 


My LOVES, 
'\Vith regard to the early history of our beloved country, 
before King Alfred ascended the throne, I have very little 
indeed to say; in the first place, because the story itseIt 
is none of the most moral-consisting of accounts of mur- 
ders agreeably varied by invasions; and secondly, dears, 
because, to tell you the truth, I have always found those 
first chapters so abominably stupid, that I have Inade a 
})oint to pass them over. For I had an indulgent lnanla, 
who did not look to my education so much as I do to yours, 
and provided she saw Howell's l\ledulla before me, never 
thought of looking to see whether :ìVlother Goose was 
within the leaves. Ah, dears! that is a pleasant history 
too, and in holiday time we will have a look at tJ"at. 
Well, then, about the abominable odious Danes and Sax- 
ons, the Picts and the Scots, I know very little, and must 
say have passed through life pretty cOlnfortably in spite of 
IllY ignorance. Not that this should be an excuse to you- 
no, no, darlings; learn for learning's sake; if not, I have 
something hanging up in the cupboard, and you know my 
naIne is Tickletoby. (Great sensation.) 
How first our island became inhabited is a point which 
nobody knows. I do not believe a word of that story at 
the beginning 
f the Seven Chanlpions of Christendom, 
about King Brute and his c0111paniol1s; and as for the other 
hypotheses, (Let l\Iiss Biggs spell the word" hypothesis," 
and relnelnber not to confound it with" apothecary,") they 
are not worth consideration. For as the first lnan who 
entered the island could not write, depend on it he never 
set down the date of his al'rival; and I leave you to gness 
what a c01lfusion about the dates there would speedily be 
-you who can't rmnelnber whether it was last rrhursday 
or Friday that you had gooseberry pudding for dinner. 
rfhose little dears who have not seen :rvlrs. TrÌ1nmer's 
Jlistory of England have, no doubt, beheld pictures of Mr. 
Oldridge's balm of Colunlbia. The ancient Britons were 
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like the lady represented there, only not black; the excel. 
lent Mrs. T.' s pictures of these, no doubt, are authentic, 
and there our ancestors are represented as dressed in painted 
skins, and wearing their hair as long as possible. I need 
not say that it was their own skins they painted, because, 
as for clothes, they were not yet invented. 
Perhaps some of my darlings have seen at their papa's 
evening parties SaIne curious (female) Britons who exist in 
our own time, and who, out of respect for the country in 
which they were born, are very fond of the paint, and not 
at all partial to clothes. 
As for the religion of the ancient Britons, as it was a 
false and abominable superstition, the less we say about it 
the better. If they had a religion, you Inay be sure they 
had a clergy. This body of persons were called Druids. 
The historian RUlue says that they instructed the youth of 
the country, "which, considering not one boy in 1,000,000,- 
000,000 could read, couldn't give the Druids luuch trouble. 
The Druids like,vise superintended the law matters and 
government of Britain; and, in return for their kindness, 
were handsolllely paid, as all teachers of youth, lawyers, 
and l11Íllisters ought to be. (" Rea'}', hea'}'," from LORD 
ABINGER and 8IR ROBERT PEEL.) 
The ancient Britons were of a warlike rude nature (and 
loved broils and battles, like Master Spry yonder). They 
used to go forth with clubs for weapons, and bulls' horns 
for trUl11pets; and so with their clubs and truIH ps they 
would engage their enemies, who sometimes conquered 
them, and sometimes were conquered by them, according 
to luck. 
The priests l"emained at hOIlle and encouraged theln; 
praying to their gods, and longing no doubt for a share of 
the glory and danger; but they learned, they said, to sacri- 
fice themselves for the public good. N or did they only sac- 
rifice themselves-I grieve to say that it was their custom 
to sacrifice other people; for when the Britons returned 
from war with their prisoners, the priests carried the latter 
into certain mysterious groves, where they slew them on 
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the horrid altars òf their gods. The gods, they said, de- 
lighted in these forests and these dreadful human sacrifices, 
and you will better remember the facts by representing 
these gods to you as so many wicked Lovegroves, and their 
victims as unfortunate Whitebait. 
(lm'inense sensation. ) 
And as your papas have probably taken some of you to 
see the Opera of "Norma," which relates to these very 
Druids, that we are talking about, you will know that the 
ancient Britons had not only priests, but priestesses-that 
is, clergywomen. Remember this, and don't commit an 
error 'which is COll1mon in society, and talk of two clerical 
gentlelnen as two pr.iestesses. 
It is a gross blunder. One might as well speak of the 
Blue Postesses (in Cork Street, Burlington Gardens, where, 
I aln told, excellent beef-steaks' are served), or talk of 
having your bl'eakfastesses, as I have heard the Duchess of 
- often do. Rernember, then, Prie
ts, singular Priest. 
II Blue Post" (Cork Street, Burlington Gardens), singular 
-Blue Post. "Breakfasts," singular-What is the singu- 
lar of Breakfasts, 1vIiss Higgins? 
Miss R'iggins. I don't kno"w. 
Master Smith (delighted and eageJ'). I know. 
Miss Tickletoby. Speak, my dear, and tell that inattentive 
Miss Higgins what is the singular of H breakfasts." 
Master Smith (clear'ing his voice by T1tbbing his jacket 
sleeve across his nose. ) The most singular breakfast I know , 
is old John Wapshot's, who puts sugar in his muffins, and 
takes salt in his tea! (Mastel' SMITH 'leas p,;'epar'ing to 
ascend to the head of the class, but was stm'nly checked by 
Miss TICKLETOBY, who J'es1Dned he,;' discOltl'se.) 
It was not to be supposed that the wickedness of these 
Priests could continue for ever: and accordingly we find, 
(though upon my word I don't know upon what authority), 
that, eighteen hundred and ninety-seven years ago, Julius 
Cæsar, that celebrated military lnan, landed at Deal. He 
conqnered a great number of princes with jaw-breaking 
names, as did the ROluall EnlperOl'S, his successors, such 
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as the Trinobantes, the Atrebates, the Silures, all richly 
deserving their fate, doubtless, as I fear they were but 
sa\rages at best. They were masters of the Britons for 
pretty near five hundred years, and though the Scotch pre
 
tend that the Romans never conquered their part of it, I 
am inclined to suppose it was pretty much for the reasons 
that the clothes are not taken off a scare-crow in the fields, 
because they are not ,vorth the taking. 
About the year 450, the ROlllans, having quite enough 
to do at home, quitted Britain for good, when the Scots, 
who were hungry then, and have been hungry ever since, 
rushed in among the poor unprotected Britoners, who were 
forced to call the Saxons to their aid. 
'Twas two o'clock-the Lecturer made her curtsey and 
reminded her auditory that another. Lecture would take 
place on the following 'V ednesday, and the company de- 
parted, each lllaking a lllental affidavit to return. 


In the lecture-room we observed one of the noblest of 
our poet-philosophers who ,vas assiduously taking notes, 
and we say that it is to Adolphus Simcoe, Esqre., author 
of the "Ghoul," "Leila,"" Idiosyncracy," etc., that we 
are indebted for the following Philosophical Synopsis of 
Miss Tickletoby's First Lecture on English History, deliv- 
ered to her pupils and their friends on the - July, at her 
Scholastic Hall, Little Britain. 1. On the painful impres- 
sion occasioned by the contemplation of early barharislll.- 
2. The disposition of the hUJnan mind to avow such a 
study.-3. The rnystic and the llisto1'ic: their comparative 
beauty and excellence-the Lecturer promises on a further 
occasion to speak upon the foriner subject. 
4. Spite of his unwillingness, 'tis the duty of the student 
to acquaint hhnself with all the facts of history, whether 
agreeable or not, and of the tutor to urge by e'l'e1'Y means 
the unwilling. 
5. Various hypotheses with regard to the first colonisa- 
tion of Britain. The hypothesis of the chivalric ages, and 
of the cycle of Arthur.-6. The insufficiency of all theories 
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upon the subject proved by a familiar appeal to the stu- 
dent's own powers of memory. 
7. THE ANCIEYT BRITONs-their ùostume, (8) its singu- 
lar resemblances with that of the transatlantic savage, (9) 
a passing word or reprobation upon an odious modern cus- 
tom. 
10. THE RELIGION OF THE J3RITONS.-ll. A religion 
inseparable from a priesthood-The attributes of the Druid- 
ical priesthood, their privileges and powers.-12. Of the 
rewards that the state ought to grant to the Ininisters of its 
government, its laws and its education. 
13. THE "\V ARS OF THE BRITONS.-14, Their weapons. 
-15. Their various fortunes in the field. 
16. The influence of the Priests upon their campaigns. 
-17. The barbaric sacrifices in the groves of Odin. 17. 
Fanciful simile. 
18. The Priestesses: grammatical distinction to be 
drawn between them and the Priests. 
19. Episode of Miss Higgins and :\Iaster Smith, absurd 
blunder of the latter. 
20. THE ROMANS IN BRITAIN.-21. The character of 
Cæsar.-22. Of his successors.-23. Their victories over 
the barbarous Britons a blessing and not an evil.-24. 
The Scottish boasts of invincibility; the true view of them. 
25. THE DOWNFALL OF THE RO
IAN E:MPIRE. The 
legions withdrawn from Britain. Depredations of the 
Scots in that unhappy island. 
The following questions on the most important points 
of the Lectur.e were delivered by lYliss Tickletoby to her 
pupils :- 


EXA3-IIY ATION PAPER. 


J'uly, 181;2. 


At the Academe, Leg-of -Veal Court, London, 
Superintended by Wi1hehnina Maria Tickletoby. 
Q. By ,vhom was Britain first colonised; and at what 
period? 
A. Froin the best accounts it is quite uncertain. It was 
colonised at the period when the colonists landed! 
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Q. What was the date of the landing of the Romans in 
Britain? 
A. A day or t,vo after they quitted Gaul! 
Q. 'Vhy were they obliged to jump into the water from 
their boats? 
A. Because they were inwade]'s I 
Q. \Vhen Boadicea harangued the Icenic warriors before 
her supreme combat with Suetonius, why did she remind 
the latter of a favourite vegetable? 
A. Because she was an Icenean (a nice inion). 
The ali-campane prize to Miss Parminter (for answering 
this) . 
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LE C T URE II. 


PERSONAGES PRESENT. 


MISS WILHELMINA MARIA TICKLETOBY. 
MASTER SPRY, (a quarrelsome boy,) 
MISS PONTIFEX, (a good girl.) 
MASTER l\!AXIMUS PONTIFEX, (lu
r brother, a 
w01.tl
y tll()ugl
 wi br-illant lad,) 
MASTER DELANEY MOU'l'Il\1ER, (says nothing.) 
MR. DESBOROUGH MORTIMER. footman in tl
e service of 
SlIt GEORGE GOLLOP, Bart., andfatlw1' of the above. 
MISS BUDGE, an assistant, (says nothing), 
Boys, girls, parents. etc, 


1 
I 
>- Pupils 
I 
J 


SCENE AS BEFORE. 


THE PICTS. THE SCOTS. THE DANES; GREGORY THE 
SATIRIST, THE CONVERSION OF THE BRITONS, 
THE CHARACTER OF ALFRED. 


I DID not in my fQrmer lecture make the least allusion 
to the speech of Queen Boadicea to her troops before going 
into action, because, although several reports of that ora- 
tion have been handed down to us, not one of theln as I 
take it is correct, aud what is the use, IllY darlings, of re- 
porting words (hers were very abusive against the Romans) 
that never ,vere uttered? There's scandal enough, loves, 
in this wicked world without going back to old stories: 
real scandal too, which may satisfy any person. N or did 
I mention King Caractacus's noble behaviour before the 
Roman Emperor Claudius-for that history is so aboll1Ïna- 
bly stale that I am sure none of my blessed loves require 
to be told it. 
When the Britons had been deserted by the Romans, and 
found themselves robbed and pillaged by the Picts and 
Q-Vol. 24 
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Scots, they sent over to a people called Saxons (so called 
because they didn't live in Saxony): who came over to 
help their friends, and having turned out the Picts and 
Scots, and finding the country a pleasant one to dwell in, 
they took possession of it, saying that the Britons did not 
deserve to have a country, as they did not know how to 
keep it. This sort of argument was considered very just 
in those days-and 1've seen some little boys in this 
school acting Saxon-fashion: for instance, Master Spry 
the other day took away a piece of gingerbread from Mas- 
ter Jones, giving him a great thump on the nose instead; 
and what was the consequence? I showed Master Spry the 
injustice of his action, and punished him severely. 
(To lfIaste'i" Spry). How did I punish you, my dear?- 
tell the company. 
(.1llaste'r SpIry). You kept the gingerbread. 
(Miss T., severely). I don't mean that; how else did I 
punish you? 
(ffIaste1" Spí'Y)' You yipped me: but I kicked your shins 
all the time. 
Unruly boy! -but so it is, ladies and gentlemen, in the 
infancy of individuals as in th at of nations; we hear of 
these continual scenes of violence, until prudence teaches 
respect for property, and law becomes stronger than force. 
To return to the Saxons, they seized upon the goods and 
persons of the effeminate Britons, made the latter their 
slaves, and sold them as such in foreign countries. The 
mind shudders at such horrors! How should YO'lt like, 
you naughty Master Spry, to be seized and carried fronl 
your blessed mother's roof-(imlnense sensation, and audi- 
ble sobbing alTIOng the ladies present)-how should you 
like to be carried off and sold as a slave to France or 
Italy? 
(lrlaster Sp}"y). Is there any schools there? I shouldn't 
mind if there. ain't. 
(l1fiss T.). Yes, sir, there are schools, and RODS. 


(Immense 'Uproar. Cries of" shame! no flogging! 
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serve him 1'igl
t! no tYl'anny! l
orse' him this in- 
stant /" With adrnirable presence of 'mind, how- 
ever, Miss TICKLETOBY stopped the distu'rbance by 
unfolding her GREAT HISTORICAL PICTURE/-of 
which 'We give the outline below.) 
It chanced that two lovely British children, sold like 
thousand::; of others by their ruthless Saxon masters, were 
sent to Rome, and exposed upon the slave-market there. 
Fancy those darlings in such a situation! 
There they stood-,veeping and wretched, thinking of 
their parents' cot, in the far Northern Isle, sighing and 
yearning, no doubt, for the green :fields of Albin! * 
It happened that a gentleman by the name of Gregory, 
who afterwards rose to be Pope of Rome-but who was 
then a shn pIe clerical gent, passed through the market, 
with hìs friends, and came to the spot where these poor 
British children stood. 
The Reverend 1\1:1'. Gregory was instantly struck by their 
appearance-by their rosy cheeks, their golden hair; their 
little jackets covered all over with sugar-loaf buttons, their 
poor nankeens grown all too short by constant wash and 
wear: and demanded of their owner, of what nation the 
little darlings were? 
The Ulan (who spoke in Latin) replied that they were 
Angli, th at is, Angles or English. 
" Angles," said the enthusiastic Mr. Gregory, "they al'e 
not Angles, but Angels;" and with this joke, which did 
not do much honour to his head, though certainly his heart 
was good, he approached the little dears, caressed them, 
and lnade still further inquiries regarding them. t 
lJliss Pontifex (one of the little girls). And did Mr. 
Gregory take the little children out of slavery, and send 
them hOIne, ma' am ? 
* Albin. tIle ancient name of England: not to be confounded with 
Albin. bair-dresser and wig-maker to the bar. Essex Court, Temple. 
t Miss Tickletoby did not. very properly, introduce the other puns 
which Gregory made on the occasion; they are 80 atrociously bad 
that they could not be introduced into the columns of Punch. 
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II Mr. Hume, my dear good little girl, does not mention 
this fact; but let us hope he did: with all nlY heart, I'm 
sure I hope he did. But this is certain, that he never 
forgot them, and when in process of time he caIne to be 
Pope of Rome-" 
Maste;' Maxi'J1
us Pontifex. Pa says 1ny name's Lat'n for 
Pope of Rome; is it, ma'am? 
I've no doubt it is, my love, since your papa says so: 
and ,vhen Gregory became Pope of Rome, he despatched a 
number of his clergy to England, ,vho came and converted 
the benighted Saxons and Britons, and they gave up their 
hideous idols, and horrid human sacrifices, and sent the 
wicked Druids about their business. 
The Saxons had ended by becoming complete masters of 
the country, and the people were now called Anglo- or 
English-Saxons. There were a great number of small 
sovereigns in the land then: but about the year 830, the 
I{ing called Egbert became the master of the whole coun- ' 
try; and he, my lov
s, ,vas the father of Alfred. 
Alfred came to the throne after his three brothers, and 
you all know how good and famous a king he was. It is 
said that his father indulged him, and that he did not 
know how to read until he was twelve years old-but 
this, my dears, I cannot believe; or, at least, I cannot 
but regret that there were no nice day-schools then, where 
children might be taught to read before they were twelve, 
or ten, or even eight years old, as many of my dear 
scholars can. · 
(Miss TICKLETOBY he}'e paused 101' a moment, and 're- 
sumed hC1' lectll1"e 'Wit/t 'i'ather a tre'J1
lllous voice.) 
It is my ,vish to amuse this company as well as I can, 
and sometimes, therefore, for I alll by nature a facetious 
old wOlnan, heartily loving a bit of fun, I can't help mak- 
ing jokes about subjects ,vhich other historians treat in a 
solemn and pompous way. 
But, dears, I don't think it right to make one single joke 
about good King Alfred; who was so good, and so wise, 
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and 80 gentle, and so brave, that one can't laugh, out only 
love and h.onour his memory. Think of this, how rare 
good kings are, and let us value a good one when he comes. 
We have had just fifty kings since his time, who have 
reigned for near a thousand long years, and he the only 
Great one. Brave and victorious many of them have been, 
grand and sumptuous, and a hundred times more powerful 
than he: but ,vho cares for one of them (except Harry V. 
and I think Shakespeare 1uade that king)-who loves any 
of them except hinI-the man who spoiled the cakes in the 
herdsman's cottage, the man who sung and played in the 
Danes' camp? 
There are none of you so young but know those stories 
about him. Look ho,v, when the people love a luan, how 
grateful they are! For a thousand years these little tales 
have passed from father to son all through England, and 
every single man out of millions and n1Ïllions ,vho has 
heard them has loved King Alfred in his heart, and blessed 
him, and was proud that he was an Englishman's king. 
And then he hears that Alfred fought the Danes, and 
drove thenI out of England, and that he was merciful to 
his enenlies, and kept faith at a tinle when everyone else 
was deceitful and cruel, and that he was the first to make 
la,vs, and establish peace and liberty among us. 
'Vho cares for Charles the Second, secured in his oak , 
nlore than for any other man at a pinch of danger? 
Charles might have stayed in his tree for us, or for any 
good that he did when he came down. But for King 
Alfred, waiting in his little secret island until he should be 
strong enough to have one more battle with his conquerors, 
or in the camp of the enemy singing his songs to his harp, 
w 110 does not feel as for a dear friend or father in danger, 
and cry hUl'l'a! with all his heart, when he wins? 
All the little Chillh"en. Hurray! Alfred forever. 
Yes, my dears, you 10ve hinl all, and would all :fight for 
him, I know. 
lJla.ster Sp1'Y. That I would. 
I'm sure you would, J ohu, and luay you never fight for 
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a worse cause! Ah, it's a fine thing to think of the people 
Joving a man for a thousand years! \lVe shan't come to 
such another in the conrse of all these lectures-except 
mayhap if we get so far, to one George- 
Mr. lflo'rtimm t (aloud, and 'with much confidence). George 
the Fourth, you mean, Miss, the first gentleman in Europe. 
Miss T., (sternly). No, Sir; I mean GEORGE vV ASHING- 
TON,-the American Alfred, Sir, who gave and took frOin 
us many a good beating, and drove the EngUsh- Danes 
out of his country. 
Mr. .1Ifortimm o . Disgusting raddicle !-De Lancey, my 
dear, come with me. l\Iein !-I shall withdra,v Iny son 
from your academy. 


(Exe lint MORTL\IER, 81'. and Jr.) 


Miss T. I.Jet them go. As long as honest people agree 
with me, what care I what great men's flunkies choose to 
think? Miss Budge, make out }[r. 
Iortimer's account. 
Ladies and Gentlemen, on vVednesday next I hope for the 
honour of resuming these lectures. 


(Punch, in concluding this long paper, begs to hint to 
Mr. SiIncoe, whose reinuneration will be found at the office, 
that for the future he may spare his own remal'ks, philo- 
sophical, laudatory, or otherwise, and confine himself sim- 
ply to the Lectures of 
Iiss Tickletoby.) 
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LECTURE III. 


THE SEA-KINGS IN ENGLAND. 


Iy the olden tÍ1ne our glorious country of England, my 
dears, must have been a pleasant place; for see what nun1- 
bel's of people have taken a fancy to it! First came the 
Ronlans, as we have seen, then the Saxons,-and, when 
they were comfortably established here, the Danes, under 
their Sea-kings, came gallantly over the main, and were 
not a whit less charmed with the island than the Saxons 
and Romans had been. 
Alnongst these distinguished foreigners may be men- 
tioned the Sea-king Swayn, who caIne to England in the 
year nine hundred and something, landing at ::\'Iargate, with 
'v hich he was so pleased as to determine to stop there 
altogether, -being, as he said, so lnuch attached to this 
country that nothing woulrl induce hhn to go back to his 
own. Wasn't it a compliment to us? There is a great deal 
of this gall an try in the people of the North; and you may 
have observed, even in our own days, that some of them, 
'specially Scotchulen, when once landed here, are mighty 
unwilling to go home again. 
vVell, King Swayn's stay became preposterously long; 
and his people consulned such a power of drink and victuals, 
that at length our late beloved lllonarch, King Ethelred 
the Second, was induced to send to hiln. A bard of those 
days has recorded, with considerable lninuteness, the par- 
ticulars of Swayn's arrival; and as his work has not been 
noticed by Turner, Hallam, Hlune, or any other English 
historian, may be quoted ,vith advantage here. Snoro the 
Bard (so called from the exciting effect 'v hich his poem 
produced on his audience) thus picturesquely introduces us 
to the two Kings:- 
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"ÆTHELFRED KONING 1rIURNING POST REDINGE." 


ß. M, M88. CLAUD. XXV.-XXVII. 


A reading of the newspaper I in meditation lost, 
Sate Æthelfred of England t and took his tea and toast: 
Sate Æthelfred of England I and read The MO'l'ning Post. 
Among tile new arrivals I the Journal did contain, 
At J\Iargate on the twentieth I his :M:ajesty King Swayn, 
Of Denmark with a retinue I of horseman I and of Dane! 
Loud laugh'd King Æthelfred, I and laid the paper down; 
"]\IaI'gate is a proper place I for a Danish clown." 
"Take care," said the Chancellor, I "lie doesn't come to town." 



 

. 


" This King Swayn," said Witfrid the fool, I laughing loud and free, 
"Sea-king as he is I a boat-swain ought to be." 
"It is none of our seeking," I says the Chancellor, says he. 
"Let him come," said the King {in his mouth I butter'd toast pop- 
ping)1 
" At 'Yapping or at Redriff I this boatswain will be stopping," 
"Take care," says Uhancellor Wigfrid, I "he don't give YO'll a wap- 
ping. " 
"I'm certain," says wise Wigfrid, I "the Sea-king means us evilly, 
Herald, go to Margate, I and speak unto him civilly; 
And if he's not at 1\Iargate, I why then try Ramsgate and Tivoli." 
Herald, in obedience I to his master dear, 
Goes by steam to ]\largate, I landing at the Pier; 
Says be, "King Swayn of Denmark I I think is lodging here? " 
Swayn the bold Sea-king, I with his captains and skippers, 
Walk'd on the sea-beach I looking at the dippers- 
'Valk'd on the sea-beach! in his yellow slippers. 


't-.-. 


The ballad, which is iUlportant to the archæologian, as 
showing how many of the usages of the present day pre- 
vailed nine hundred years back (thus fondly do Englishmen 
adhere to their customs !), and which shows that some of 
the jokes called pUllS at present currently uttered as nov- 
elties were ill existence at this early period of time, goes 
Oll to describe, with a minuteness that amounts almost to 
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tediousness, the intervlew between Swayn and the hel'ald; 
it is angry, for the latter conveys to the Danish monarch 
the strongest exhortations, on the part of King Ethelred, 
to quit the kingdom. 


"Nay, I cannot go," said Swayn, I "for my ships are leaking." 
"You shall have a fleet," says the herald, I "if that be what you're 
seeking." . 
" Well, I won't go, and that's fiat," I answered Swayn the Sea-king. 


Falling into a fury, 8wayn then abuses the King of 
England in the most contumelious tenus; says that he will 
make his back into a football, and enlploy his nose for a 
bell-I'ope.; but finally l'ecollecting himself, dismisses the 
herald with a present of five-eighths of a groat-twopence- 
halfpenny (a handsome largesse, considering the value of 
llloney in those days), bidding him at the same time order 
what he liked to drink at the hotel where he (King Swayn) 
l'esiùed. " vVell," says the Chronicler pathetically, "'well 
might he order what he thought proper. King Swayn of 
Den1na)
k never paid a copper." A frightful picture of the 
insolence and rapacity of the invader and his crew! 
A battle, as is natnral, ensues; the invader is victorious 
-Ethelred flies to France, and the venerable Chancellor 
Wigfrid is l)ut to the 1110st dreadful tortures, being made 
by the ferocious despot to undergo the indignities which 
(as we have seen in the former passage) he had promised 
to inflict on the royal fugitive, as well as many lllore. As 
a specimen of the barbarian's ingenuity, it may be stated 
that the martyr vVigfrid is made to achninister a mockery 
of j nstice, seated on a ,voolsack stuffed with-the mind 
revolts at the thought-stidfecl with fleas! 
But it is reluarkable that the bard 8noro, who. so long 
as 8wayn was not victorious over Ethelred is liberal, in his 
abuse of the Dane, inunediately on Ethelred's defeat 
changes his note, and praises with all his l11ight the ne,v 
sovereign. At 8wayn's death he is lost in grief-being, 
however, consoled in the next stanza by the succession of 
his son Canute to the throne. 
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Snoro gives pal.ticular accounts of Canute's reign and 
actions-his victories in foreign lands, and the greRt drawn 
battle between him and EdllUlnd Irollsides, about whose 
clailns the bard is evidently puzzled to speak; however, 
on Edlnund's death, which took plac
, singularly and con- 
veniently enough, about a lllonth aft
r Canute and he had 
made a cOlnpromisp regarding the crown (the cOlllpron1Ïse 
left the kingdolll to the S1t1'l'iv01'), Suoro takes up the 
strain louùly and decidedly in favour of Canute, and hints 
at the saIne tilue his perfect conviction that Ironsides is 
roasting in a certain place. 
And then, after following King Canute through his bat- 
tles-in one of which the celebrated Godwin (who, 1 be- 
lieve, afterwards Inarried Mary \V olstonecraft) showed the 
valour of Englishmen-after going through a list of 111l1r- 
del's, treasons, usurpations, which the great lllonarch COln- 
n1Îtted, the bard comes to that faulous passage in his his- 
tory, ,vhich all little boys kllO'V; and I have the pleasure 
to sho,v a copy of an Anglo-Saxon drawing which is to be 
found in the MS., and which nevel' has been seen until the 
present day. 
This drawing ,val:) handed round to the company by l\Iiss 
Tickletoby, and excited an inllnense sensation, which hav- 
ing subsided, the lecturer proceeded to read froin thp saIne 

IS., Claud. xxvii., xxviii., "'The Song of King Canute." * 


King Canute was weary-hearted, I he had reigneù for years a score; 
Rattling, struggling, pushing, fighting, I killing luuch, and robbing 
more; 
And he thought upon his actions I walking by the wild sea-shore. 
'Twixt the Chancellor and Bishop I walk'd the King with step 
sedate; 
Chamberlains and Grooms came after, I Sil vcr-sticks and Gold-sticks 
great; 
Chaplains, Aides-de-Camp, and Pages, I all thf' officers of state. 


* Tlu) poeillS are translated, word for word, from the Anglo-Saxon, 
by the accomplished Adolphus Simcoe l Esq., author of" Perdition," 
"The Ghoul," editor of Tlu:, Lady's Lute, etc. 
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SUding after like his shadow, r pausing when he chose to pause, 
If a frown his face contracted I straight the courtiers dropp'd their 
jaws; 
If to laughter he was minded lout tbey burst in loud hee-haws. 
But that day a so
ething vex' d him I that was clear to old and 
young; 
Thrice his Grace had yawn'd at table I wben Ilis favourite gleeman 
sung- 
Once tlle Queen would have consoled him I and he bid her bold her 
tongue. 


"Something ails my royal master," I cried the Keeper of the Seal; 
"Sure, my Lord, it is the lampreys I served at dinner, or the veal 
ShaH I call your Gracels doctor?" I "Psha, it is not tlt(tt I feel. 


"'Tis the I,eal't and not the stomach, I fool 1 that doth my rest im- 
pair; 
Can a king be great as I am I prithee, and yet know no care? 
011! I'm sick, and tired and weary." I Some one cried, "The King's 
armchair 1 " 


Then towards the lackeys turning, I quick my lord the Keeper 
nodùed; 
Straight the king's great chair was brought him I by two footmen 
able-bodied; 
Languidly he sunk into it, t it was comfortably wadded. 


"Leading on my fierce companions," I cried he, "over storm and 
brine, 
I þave foughtalld I have conquer'd; f where is glorylil{ctomine?" 
Loudly all the courtiers echoed, I "Where is glory like to thine'?" 


, 
"What avail me all my kingdoms? I I am weary now and old; 
Those fair sons I 1m ve begotten I long to see me dead and cold; 
Would I were, and quiet bu1'Îed J underneath tIle silent lllOuld. 


"Oh, remorse! the writhing serpent, I at my bosom tea.rs anù bites; 
Horrid, horrid things I look on I though I put out aU the Iights,- 
Ghosts of ghastly recollections i troop about my bed of nights. 


"Cities burning, CODvents blazing' red with sacrilegious fires; 
:Mothers weeping, virgins screaming I vainly to their slaughtered 
sires. "- 
"Such a tender conscience," cries the I Bishop, .. everyone admires. 
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"But for such unpleasant by-gones I cease, Iny gracious Lord, to 
search; 
They're forgotten and forgiven I by our holy mother Churci' 
Never, never doth she leave her I benefactors in the lurch, 


"Look, the land is crown'd with ministers I whom your Grace's 
bounty raises; 
Abbeys flU'd with holy luen, where (you Bnd Heaven are daily 
praised ;- 
You, my Lord, to think of dying t ( on my honour I'm amaz
ù. " 
"Nay, I feel," replied King Canute, I "that my end is drawing 
near, " 
"Don't say so," exclaimed the courtiers I (striving each to squeeze 
a tear); 
Sure your Grace is strong and lusty ( and will live this fifty rear t " 


"Live these fifty years t " the Bishop' roar'd (with action made to 
suit) ; . 
"Are you mad, my good Lord Keeper I thus to speak of King 
Canute? 
Men have lived a thousand years, and I sure his :Majesty will do't. 
"Adam, Enoch, Lmnech, Canan, I Mahaleel, l\Iethusela, 
Lived nine hundred years apiece; and I is not he as good as they? n 
"Fervently," exclaimed the Keeper, I "fervently I trust he may," 


" HB to die t " resumed the Bishop; I "he, a mortal like to us 1 
Death was not for him intended, I though communis om n'ibU8. 
Keeper, you are irreligious I for to talk and cavil thus, 


"With his wondrous skill in healing I ne'er a doctor can compete; 
Loathsome lepers, if he touch them, I start up clean upon their feet; 
Surely he could mise the dead up I did his Highness think it meet, 
"Did not once the Jewish Captain I stop the sun upon the hill, 
And, the while he slew the foeman, bid the silver moon stand still? 
So, no doubt, could gracious Canute I if it were his sacred will. ,. 
"Might I stay the sun above us, I good Sir BishoPI" Canute cried, 
"Could I bid the silver moon to I pause upon her heavenly ride? 
If the moon obeys my m'ders. I sure I can cOlnmand the tide. 
"Will the advancing waves obey me, I Bishop, if I make the sign?" 
Said the Bishop, bowing lowly, I "Land and sea, my Lord, are thine." 
Canute look'd toward the ocean, I "Back," he said, "thou foaming 
brine t 
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From the sacred shore I stand on, I I command thee to retreat, 
Venture not, thou stormy rebel, I to approach thy master's seat; 
Ocean, be thou still, I bid thee, I come not nearer to my feet." 


But the angry ocean answered I with a louder, deeper roar, 
And the rapid waves ùrew nearer I falling sounding on the shore,- 
Back the Keeper and the Bishop I back the King and courtiers bore. 


And he sternly bade them never I more to kneel to human clay, 
But alone to praise and worship I that which earth and seas obey; 
And his golden crown of empire I never wore he from that day. 
King Canute is dead and gone; I parasites exist alway. 
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LECTURE IV. 


EDWARD THE CONFESSOR-HAROLD-WILLIAM THE 
CONQUEROR. 


KING CA
UTE, whose adventures at the watering-place 
my young friend Mr. Simcoe described last ,veek in such 
exquisite verse (and I am afraid that the doings at water- 
ing-places are not often so moral), died soon after, having 
repented greatly of his sins. It must have been Graves- 
end, I think, where the king gre,v so thoughtful. 
(Here 
Iiss T. was ratlwJ- disappointed tJ
at nobody laughed 
at her pun; tlw fact .is, tlutt Misß BUDGE, the 'llshm', had 
been ordered to do so, but, as 1.tsltal, 1ìÛssed hel" point.) 
Before he died, he made a queer sort of reparation for 
all the sins, robberies, and murders that he comnlÌtted-he 
put his crown on the head of the statue of a saint in Can- 
tel'btuy, and endowed no end of monasteries. And a great 
satisfaction it 111USt have been to the relatives of the mur- 
dered people, to see the king's crown on the saint's head; 
and a great consolation to those ,vho had been robbed, to 
find the king paid over all their money to the monks. 
Some descendants of his succeeded hÜn, about whom 
there is nothing particular to say, nor about King Edward 
the Confessor, of the Saxon race, who succeeded to the 
throne when the Danish family failed;and who was can- 
onised by a Pope two hundred years after his death,-his 
holiness only knows why. 
Spooney, my dears, is "a strong term, and one which, by 
a sensitive female, ought to he employed onlyoccasion- 
ally; but SPOONEY, I emphatically repeat (immense sensa- 
tion), is the only word to characterise this last of the regu- 
lar Saxon kings. He spent his tinle at church, and let his 
kingdom go to rack and ruin. He had a. pretty wife, ,vhom- 
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he never had the spirit to go near; and he died, leaving 
his kingdom to be taken by anyone who could get it. 
A strong, gallant young fellow, Harold by name, stepped 
forward, and put the crown on his head, and vowed to 
wear it like a man. Harold was the son of Earl Godwin 
that we spoke of in the last lecture, a great resolute fellow, 
who had been fighting King Edward's enemies while the 
king was singing psalms, and praying the saints to get rid 
of them, and turned out with a sword in his hand, and a 
coat of mail on his body , whilst the silly king staid at home 
in a hair shirt, scourging and mortifying his useless old 
body. 
Harold then took the crown (though, to be sure, he had 
no right to it, for thel'e was a nephew of the late king, who 
ought to have been first served), but he ,vas not allowed to 
keep undisturbed possession of it very long, for the fact is, 
smnebody else wanted it. 
You all kno,v who this was-no other than William, 
Duke of N orrnandy, a great and gallant prince (though I 
Inust say his mother was no better than she should be), '*' 
who had long had a wish to possess the noble reahn of 
England, as soon as the silly old Confessor ,vas no more. 
Indeed, when Harold was abroad, William had told hhn as 
much, making him swear to help him in the undertaking. 
Harold swore, as how could he help it? for Willialn told 
hhn he would have his head off if he didn't, and then 
broke his oath on the first opportunity. 
SOine nine months, then, after Harold had assulned the 

rown, and just as he had COllle froln killing one of his 
bl'others, (they were pretty quarrelsome fanlilies, Iny 
dears, in those days), who had COlne to England on a 
robbing excursion, Harold ,vas informed that the Duke of 
N onnan dy had landed ,vith a nlunerous arIl1Y of horse, 
foot, and marines, and proposed, as usual, to stay. 
!)own he went as fast as the coach could carry him, (for 
* 
1iss Tickletoby's rancour against Edward's treatment of his 
wife, and IU'r Bneer at the Conqueror's mother, are characteristic of 
her amial>l{' sex. 
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the I{elltish l'ailroad was not then open), and found Duke 
William at Hastings, where both parties prepared for a 
fight. 
You, my dal'lings, know the upshot of the battle very 
well, and though I'm a delicate and sensitive felnale; and 
though the Battle of Hastings occurred-let me see, take 
1066 fronl 1842-exactly seven hundred and seventy-six 
years ago; yet I can't help feeling angry to think that 
those beggarly, murderous Frenchmen should have beaten 
our honest English as they did.-( Cries of" Never 11L'Ï1ul, 
we've given it 'e1n since.")-Yes, my dears, I like that 
spirit-we have given it 'em since, as the Duke of 'Vell- 
ington at Badajos, and my late lamented br-r-other, Ensign 
"Samuel T-t-tickletoby at B-b-bunhill Row, can testify.- 
(The lecturer's voice was here choked with emotion, owing 
to the early death of the latter lamented hero. )-But don't 
let us be too eager for military glory, my friends. Look! 
we are angry because the French beat us eight hundred 
years ago! And do you suppose tlwy are not angry because 
we beat them some five-and-twenty years back? Alas! and 
alas! this is always the way with that fighting; you can't 
satisfy both parties with it, and I do heartily hope that one 
day there'll be no such thing as a soldier left in all Europe. 
-( A voice, " And no police neitlteJ'.") 
Harold being dead, His 
rajesty, King. William-of 
WhOlU, as he now becanle our legitiInate sovel'eign, it be- 
hoves every loyal heart to speak with respect-took posses- 
sion of England, and, as is natural, gave all the good 
places at his disposal to his party. He turned out the 
English noblmnen froln their castles, and put his N orUlan 
sold.iers and knights into theill. He and his people had it 
all their own way; and though the English frequently 
rebelled, yet the king managed to quell all such disturb- 
ances, and reigned over us for one-and-twenty years. He 
was a gallant soldier, truly-stern, wise, and prudent, as 
far as his own interests were concerned, and looked up to 
by all other Majesties as an illustrious monarch. 
But great as he ,vas in public, he was rather uncolnfort- 
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able in his family, on account of a set of unruly sons whom 
he had-for their Royal Highnesses were always quarrel- 
ling together. It is related that one day being at tea with 
her .l\tajesty the Queen, and the young Princes, at one of 
his castles in Normandy, (for he used this country to rob 
it chiefly, and not to live in it), a quarrel ensued, which 
was certainly very disgraceful. Fancy, my darlings, three 
young princes sitting at tea with their papa and manla, and 
being so rude as to begin throwing water at one another! 
The two younger, H.R.H. Prince William, and H.R.H. 
Prince Henry, actually flung the slop-basin, or SOlne such 
thing, into the face of H.R.H. Prince Robert, the King's 
eldest son. 
H. R. Highness was in a furious rage, although his 
brothers declared that they were only in play; but he 
swore that they had insulted him; that his papa and Inanla 
favoured theIn, and not him, and drawing his sword, vowed 
that he would have their lives. His Majesty with SOllle 
difficulty got the young princes out of the way, but nothing 
would appease Robert, who left the castle vowing ven- 
geance. This passionate and self-willed young man was 
called Cou'1.t-hose, which means in French Sh01.t inexpressi- 
bles, and he was said to have worn shorts, because his li1nbs 
were of that kind. 
Prince Shorts fled to a castle belonging to the King of 
France, who was quite jealous of Duke Robert, and was 
anxious to set his family by the ears; and the young Prince 
began forthwith robbing his father's dominious, on which 
that monarch marched with an army to besiege him in his 
castle. 
Here an incident befel, which while it shows that Prince 
Robert (for all the shortness of his legs) had a kind and 
bra ve heart, will at the saIne time point out to 111Y beloved 
pupils the dangers-the awful dangers of disobedience. 
Prince Robert aud his knights sallied out one day against 
the besiegers, and engaged the horsemen of their party. 
Seeing a warrior on the other side doing a great deal of 
execution, Prince Robert galloped at him sword in hand, 
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and engaged him. Their vizors were down, and they 
banged away at each other, like-like good-uns. (Hear, 
hear.) . 
At last Prince Robert hit the other such a blow, that he 
felled him from his horse, and the big man tumbling off 
cried" Oh, Inurder!" or, "Oh, I'm done for!" or some- 
thing of the sort. 
Fancy the consternation of Prince Robert when he 
recognised the voice of his own father! He flung himself 
off his saddle as quick as his little legs would let him, 
ran to his father, knelt down before him, besought him 
to forgive him, and begged him to take his horse and 
ride home. The king took the horse, but I'm sorry to 
say he only abused his son, and rode home as sulky as 
possible. . 
However he came soon to be in a good-hun1our, ac- 
know ledged that his son Prince Shortlegs ,vas an honest 
fello'w, and forgave him, and they fought some battles 
together, not against each other, but, riding bravely side 
by side. 
So having prospered in all his undertakings, and being a 
great Prince and going to wage ,val' against the French 
King, who had offended him, and whose dOlllÍnions he 
vowed to set in a flame, the fanlous King Willialn of Eng- 
land, having gro'vn very fat in his old age, received a hurt 
while riding, which nlade him put a stop to his projects of 
massacring the Frenchmen, for he felt that his hour of 
fleath was come. 
As usual, after a life of violence, blood, and rapine, he 
began to repent on his death-bed; uttered some religious 
sentences which the chroniclers have recorded, and gave a 
great quantity of the Jnoney which he had robbed from the 
people to the convents and priests. 
The moment the breath was out of the great king's body, 
an the courtiers ran off to their castles expecting a war. 
All the abbots went to their abbeys, where they shut 
thenIselves up. All the shopkeepers closed their stalls, 
looking out for riot and plunder, and the king's body being 
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left quite alone, the servants pillaged the house where he 
lay, leaving the corpse almost naked on the hed. And 
this was the way they served the greatest man in Christen- 
dom ! (Much sensation, in the m,idst oJ' wlt,ich the lecturer 
'J'etÙ'ed. ) 
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LECTURE V 


WILLIAM RUFUS. 


JUST before the breath was out of the Conqueror's body, 
William Rufus, his second son (who had much longer legs 
than his honest elder brother Robert), ran overto England, 
took possession of some castles and his father's J1l0Iley, 
and, so fortified, had himself proclaÏ1ned King of Ellgland 
without any difficulty. Honest Robert remained Duke of 
Normandy; and as for the third son, Prince Henry, though 
not so handsomely provided,for as his elder brothers, it ap- 
pears he managed to make both ends meet by robbing on his 
o,vn account. 
Williaul's conduct on getting hold of the crown ,vas so 
violent, that sOJne of the nobles whom he plundered were 
struck with remorse at having acknowledged hhn king 
instead of honest Courthose, his elder brother. So they 
set up a sort of rebellion, which Rufus quelled pretty 
easily, appealing to the people to support him, and prOJn- 
ising them all sorts of good treatment in return. The peo- 
ple believed hiln, fought for hhn, and when they had done 
what he wanted, namely, quelled the rebellion, and aided 
him in seizing hold of several of Robert's Norman castles 
and towns-would you believe it? - V\Tilliam treated them 
not one bit better than before! (Crie.ç of" SJ
a1ìl e ! ") 
At these exclalnations Miss Tickletoby looked round very 
stel'nly. Young people, young people (exclaimed she), 
I'm astonished at you. Don't you know that such cries on 
your part are highly improper and seditious? Don't you 
know that by crying out" ShaJ.ne" in that way, you insult 
not only every monarch, but every ministry that ever ex- 
isted? Shame indeed! Shalne on you, for daring to insult 
our late excellent \Vhig Ministry, our present admirable 
Conservative Cabinet, Sir Robert, Lord John, and all, 
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every minister that ever governed us. They all prolnise to 
better us, they all never do so. Learn respect for your 
betters, young people, and do not break out into such pre- 
mature rebellion. (The child1'en being silent, 
liss T. put 
on a less severe countenance and continued)- 
I ,vill tell you a pleasant joke of that wag, his late Maj- 
esty King William Rufus, He put the kingdom into a 
great fury against the Normans, saying I have no doubt 
that they were our natural enemies, and called a huge army 
together, with which, he said, he would go and annihilate 
them. The army was obliged to assemble, for by the laws 
of the country each nobleman:, knight, thane, and land- 
holder, was bound according to the value of his land to 
furnish so many soldiers, knowing that the king ,vould 
come down on their estates else; and so being all come to- 
gether, and ready to cross the water, the king made them 
a speech. 
"Friends, Countrymen, and Fellow Soldiers (said he); 
companions of my toil, my feelings, and my fame; the 
eyes of Europe are upon you. You are about to embark 
on a most dangerous enterprise; you will have to undergo 
the horrors of a sea-voyage, of which I need not describe 
to you the discomforts (the army began to look very blue). 
You will be landed in a hostile country, which nas been 
laid waste by me already in my first invasions, as also by 
the accursed policy of the despot who governs it. ( C,'ies 
of' Down with Robert Shorthose!' 'No tY'J'anny!' 'No 
N01'1nans! ') In this afflicted naked country the greater 
pal't of you ,vill inevitably starve; a considerable number 
will be cut to pieces by the ferocious Norman. soldiery, and 
even if it please Rea ven to Crown lllY first cause with suc- 
cess, what will my triumph benefit you, my friends? ,YO'lt 
will be none the better for it; but will COlne back many of 
you without your arms and legs, and not a penny richer 
than when you went. (Im/ììtP1lse sensation.) 
" Now I appeal to you as men, as Englishlnen, as fathers 
of families, will it not be better to make a peaceful and 
honourable compromise than to enter upon any such cam- 
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paign ? Yes! I knew you would say yes, as becomes men 
of sense, Inen of honour-Englishmen, in a ,vord. (Hear, 
Ilea?'.) I ask you, then-your sovereign and father asks 
you-will it not be better to pay nle ten shillings a-piece 
all round, and go home to your happy families-to your 
lovely wives, who will thus run no risk of losing the part- 
ners of their beds-to smiling children, who may still for 
nlany, many years have their fathers to bless, maintain, 
and educate them? Officers, carry the hats round, and 
take the sense of the army." 
Putting his handkerchief to his eyes, the beneficent mon- 
arch here sat down; and what was the consequence of his 
affecting appeal? 
The hats were sent round-the whole army saw the pro- 
prietyof subscribing-fifteen thousand pounds ,vere paid 
down on the spot-a bloody war was avoided-and thus, 
as the king said, all parties were benefited. 
For all this, however, he was not long before he had 
them out again, and took a great number of his towns and 
castles from his brother Robert. At last he got possession 
of his whole dukedom; for at this time all Europe was 
seized with a strange fit of frenzy and hatred against tha 
Turks; one Peter, a hermit, went abroad preaching hatred 
against these unbelievers, and the necessity of taking Pal- 
estine from them, and murdering every mother's son of 
them. No less than a million of men set off on this er- 
rand. Three hundred thousand of them marched ahead, 
without food or forethought, expecting that Heaven would 
provide them with nourishment on their m(trch, and gi va 
thelu the victory over the Saracens. But this pious body 
was cut to pieces; and as for the doings of the other seven 
hundred thousand, what heroes commanded them, what 
dallgers they overcalue, what enchanters they destroyed, 
how they took the holy city, and what came of their con- 
quest-all this may be read in the veracious history of one 
Tasso, but has nothing to do with the history of 'Villiam 
Rufus. 
That shrewd monarch would not allow his islanders to 
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Ineddle with the business; but his brother, honest Robert, 
quite sick of fighting, drinking, and governing in his own 
country, longed to go to Palestine, and having no money 
(as usual), William gave him a sum for which the other 
handed over his inheritance to him; and so Robert was got 
rid of, and William became King of Ellgland and Duke of 
NOl'lnandy. 
But he did not keep his kingdonls long. There is a tract 
of land called the Ne,v Forest in Hampshire, which has 
been called so ever since the Conqueror's time. Once it 
was a thriving district covered with fal'ms and villages and 
churches, with nlany people living in it. But conquering 
King William had a fancy to have a hunting-ground there. 
Churches and villages he burnt down; orchards and corn- 
fields he laid waste; men, 'vonlen, and children, he drove 
pitilessly a,vay, and gave up the land to boar and deer. 
So the people starved and died, and he had his hunting- 
ground. And such a keen sportsman was he, and so ten- 
der and hunlane towards the dumb animals, that he gave 
orders, if any man killed a boar, a deer, or even a hare, he 
should be killed, or have his eyes put out. Up to a late 
period, our country enjoyed many of the blessings of that 
noble code of laws. 
His )lajesty King 'Villiam Rufus loved sport as well as 
his royal father, and this New Forest above all. There 
were all sorts of legends concerning it. The people said 
(but this was, no doubt, from their superstitious hatred of 
his Majesty's person and race) that, on account of the crimes 
the Conqueror had cOlnmitted in the spot, it was destined 
to be fatal to his falnily. One of Rufus's brothers, and 
his nephew, were actually killed while hunting there; and 
one morning in the year 1100, when his }\:iajesty was going 
out hunting, a monk caIne and prophesied death to him, 
and warned him to stay at hOlne. 
But the scent was lying ,veIl on the ground; the King 
ordered the prophet a purse of llloney, and rode off with 
his dogs. 
He was found dead in the wood, ,vith an arrow in his 
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breast; and nobody knows who shot it; and what's more, 
my loves, I fear nobody cares. A Frenchman by the name 
of Tyrrell was supposed to have done the deed; but Tyr- 
rell denied the charge altogether. His Royal Highness 
Prince Henry was hunting with the king when the accident 
took place, and as poor Robert Shorthose was a way fight- 
ing the Turks, Prince Henry slipped into his brother's 
shoes, and ruled over the land of "England. 
Talking about shoes, a dreadful religious. disturbance 
occurred in England à p'}
opos de botte
. It was the fashion 
to wear these with immense long toes; an d the priests, 
who could pardon all sorts of crimes, wouldn't pardon the 
long-toed boots. You laugh! It is a fact, upon my word; 
and what is more, these popes and priests, who could set 
up kings and pull them down, and send off millions of peo- 
ple to fight in crusades, never were strong enough to over- 
come the long-toed boots. The FASHION was stronger than 
the Pope; and long toes continued to flourish in spite of 
his curses, and never yielded a single inch until-until 
SQU AHE TOES came in. 
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LECT URE VI. 


HENRY I.-MAUDE-STEPHEN-HENRY II. 


WE have still a little luore to hear of honest Robert 
Shorthose. With his usual luck, the poor fello\v caIne 
posting back from Jerusalenl, a Inonth after his brother 
Henry had taken possession of the English crown; and 
though at first he Inade a great noise, and got an army to- 
gether, \vith which, as he was a valiant captain, he luight 
have done his brother SOlne hurt, yet the latter purchased 
him off with SOlne Inoney, of which Shorthose was always 
in want, and the two caIne to a compromise, it being agreed 
that Robert should keep Norlnandy, and Henry England, 
and that the survivor should have both. 
So Shorthose went hOlne with the Inoney his brother gave 
him, and lived and lnade lnerry as long as it lasted; and 
the historians say that he was such a .spendthrift of a fel- 
low, and kept such a Castle Rackrent of a house, that he 
was cOlnpelled to lie in Led several days for want of a pair 
of breeches. (]'lueh lo.1l[jhte'J' at the i1nperturbed way in 
'lvldeh Miss TICKLETOBY JJl'ono'ilneed the fatal word 
" b'J'eeehes ") 
But Henry, for all the agreelnent, would not let his 
brother keep possession of that fine Dukedoln of N orlnandy. 
He picked continual quarrels with him, and ended by tak- 
ing possession of the Duchy, and of Shortlegs, in spite of 
his bravery, wholn he shut up in a castle, where he lived 
for near five-and-twenty years after. His fate inspires oue 
with some regret, for he was a frank, open fellow, and had 
once, in a siege, saved fronl starvation this very brother 
who robbed him; but he was a fool, and did not know ho,v 
to keep what he had, and Henry was wise; so it was bet- 
ter for all parties that poor Shortlegs should go to the wall. 
Peace be with him! We shall hear no more of hiln; but 
R-Vol. 24 
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it is something in the midst of all these lying, swindling, 
tyrants and knaves, to find a Ulan ,vho, dissolute and brutal 
as he was, was yet an honest fellow. 
I{ing Henry, the first of his name, was, frolll his scholar- 
ship (which, I take it, was no great things; and aIll sure 
that many a young lady in this seminary knows lllore than 
ever he did) surnalned Beauclerc-a sharp, shifty fellow, 
steering clear, alnidst all the glooms and troubles of his 
times, and sOlnehow always arriving at his end. He was 
admired by all Europe for his wisdom. He had two fair 
kingdolns, which had once been riotous and disorderly, but 
,vhich he Inade quiet and profitable; and that there might 
be no doubts about the SUccc(1ssion to the throne, he caused 
his son, Prince "Villiam, to be crowned co-king with him, 
and thus put the matter beyond a doubt. 
There was, however, one obstacle, and this was the death 
of Prince Willialn. He was drowned, and his father never 
smiled after. And after all his fighting and shuffling, and 
swindling, and cleverness, and care, he had to die and leave 
his throne to be fought for between his daughter, and his 
nephew, one Stephen; of the particulars of whose reign it 
need only be said, that they fought for the crown, like the 
devil and the baker, and sometimes one had it and SOlne- 
times the other. At last Stephen died, and Maude's son, 
Henry II., caIne to reign over us in the year 1154. 
He was a great prince, wise, brave, and tender-hearted; 
and he would have done much for his country too, which 
was attached to him, if the clergy and the ladies had left 
him a Inoment's peace. 
For a delicate female-( a blush covered Miss T.'s coun- 
tenance with roses as she spoke )-the subject which I am 
now called upon to treat, is-ahem I-somewhat dangerous. 
The fact is, 
he king had nlarried in very early life a lady 
possessing a vast deal of money, but an indifferent reputa- 
tion, and ,vho having been ,vicked when young, became 
very jealous beÏ11g old, as I aln given to understand is not 
unfrequently the caRe with my interesting sex. 
Queen Eleanor bore four sons to her husband, who was 
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dotingly fond of them all, and did not, I have reason to 
suppose, bestow upon them that correction-( a great sensa- 
tion in the school)-which is necessary for all young peo- 
ple, to prevent their becoming self-willed and licentious in 
manhood. Such, I am sorry to say, were all the young 
princes. The elder, whom, to prevent mistakes, his father 
, had crowned during his lifetime, no sooner was crowned, 
than he modestly proposed to his father to give up his 
kingdom to hiIn, and, when he refused, rebelled, and fled 
to the King of France for protection. All his brothers re- 
belled too ;-there was no end to the trouble and perplex- 
ity which the unhappy king had to suffer. 
I have said that the Queen was jealous, and, oh! laIn 
ashanled to confess, when speaking of his late Sacred Maj- 
esty, a King of England, that the Queen, in this instance, 
had good cause. A worthless, wicked, naughty, abandoned 
profligate, vile, improper, good-for-nothing creature, whom 
historians, forsooth, have handed down to us under the 
name of Fail' Rosalnunù-indeed! a pretty pass things are 
COllle to, when hussies like this are to be bepraised and 
bepitied !)-1 say, a Inost ,vicked, horrid, and abandoned 
person, by name Miss Rosamund Clifford, had weaned the 
King's affections from his lady, Queen Eleanor. 
Suppose she 'was old and contumacious: * do not people 
marry "for better, for worse? " Su ppose she had a bad 
teinper, and a worse character, when the King married hoc 
majesty: did not he know what sort of a wife he ,vas tak- 
ing?-A pretty pass would the world come to, if lllen were 
allowed to give up their wives because they were ill-tern- 
pered, or go hankering after other people's ladies because 
their own were a little plain, or so! (11nmense appla'llSe, from 
the ladies present. And it was here re'1narlced-though we do 
not believe a word of the stm'y-that Mrs. BINKS looked par- 


· We grieve to remark, that Miss Tickletoby, with a violcnce of 
language that is not uncommon amongst the pure and aged of her 
sex, loses no opportunity of twitting Queen Eleanor, and abusing 
Fair Rosamund. Surely that unhappy woman's fate ought to dis. 
arm some of the wrath of the virgin Ticklctoby. 
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tic'ularly hard at 
Ir. BINKS, saying, "B., do YO'll hear that?" 
and BINK
, on his part, looked particularly foolish.) 
How this intimacy with this disreputable IHiss Clifford 
commenced, or how long it endured, is of little matter to 
us: but, my friends, it is quite clear to you, that such a 
connexion could not long escape the vigilance of a watchful 
and affectionate wife. 'Tis true, Henry took this person to 
Woodstock, where he shut her up in a castle or labyrinth; 
but he went to see her often-and, I appeal to any lady 
here, could her husband, could any man, make continual 
visits to 'tV oodstock, which is five-anc1-forty miles from 
London, 'without exciting suspicion? (No, no I) 
It can't be to buy gloves-thought her injured majesty, 
Queen Eleanor-that he is always travelling to that odious 
Woodstock :-and she sent her elnissaries out; and what 
was the consequence? she found it was not glove-making 
that the King was anxious about-but glove-making with- 
O'tlt t}
8 g! She instantly set off, to "V oodstock, as fast as 
the coach would carry her; she procured admission into 
the place where this saucy hussy was, and drawing from 
her pocket a dagger and a bowl of poison, she bade her to , 
take one or the other. She preferred, it is said, the prus- ' 
sic acid, and died, I have no doubt, in extreme agonies, 
from the effects of the draught. (Cries of " Shanw 1 ") 
Shame I-who cries shalne? I say, in the name of injured 
woman, that, considering the rude character of the times, 
,vhen private revenge 'was practised commonly, Queen Elea- 
nor SERVED THE WOl\IAN RIGHT I (" llea/ì', hear I" from 
the lad-ies; "-,-Vo, no!" f'ì"mn the men; irnmense uproar from 
the scholars in gene/"a l. ) 
After this, for his whole life long, Henry never had a 
moment's quiet. He was always fighting one son or other, 
or an of them together, with the King of France at their 
back. He was ahnost ahvays victorious; but he was of a 
forgiving tempel', and the young men began and rebelled 
as soon as he had set them free. In the midst of one of 
these attacks by one of the Princes, an attack was made 
upon the young man of a sort which neither young nor old 
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can parry. He was seized with a fever, and died. He be- 
sought his father's forgiveness when dying, but his death 
does not appear to have altered his brothers' ways, and at 
last, of a sheer broken heart at their perverseness, it seems 
that Henry hhnself died: nor would he forgive his sons 
their shameful conduct to hhn. 
And whom had he to thank for all this disobedience? 
Himself and Fair Rosamund. Yes, I repeat it, if he had 
not been snlÍtten with her, the Queen would not ha ve been 
jealous; if she had not been jealous, she would not have 
quarrelled with him; if she had not quarrelled with him, 
she would not have induced her sons to resist hhn, and he 
. 
n1Ïght have led an easy and comfortable life, and have bet- 
tered thus the kingdolns he governed. 
Take care, then, IllY dear young friends, if YOU, are called 
upon to govern kingdoIns, or sÍ111ply, as is more probable, 
to go into genteel businesses and keep thriving shops,- 
take care never to offend your 'Wives. (Hear, !tear I) Think 
of poor l{ing Henry, and all the sorro,vs he brought upon 
himself ;-and in order not to offend your .wives, the best 
thing you can do is to be very gentle to theIn, and do with- 
out exception every single thing they bid you. 
At the end of this lecture, several ladies present came 
up, and shook 
Iiss Tickletoby by the hand, saying they 
never heard better doctrine. But the gentlell1en, it lllUSt 
be confessed, made very light of the excellent lady's opin- 
ions, and one of theln said that, after her confession, even 
if she were young and handsolne, nobody would ask !tn' to 
marry. 
"N obody wants you, Sir," said Miss Tickletoby; and she 
was more than usually rigid in her treatment of that gen- 
tleman's little boy the next day. 
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LECTURE VII. 


RICHARD THE FIRST. 


The danger of extolling too much the qualities of a warrior-In 
kings they are more especially to be repI'ebended-Frightful 
picture of war-Its consequences to men-to women-Horrible 
danger tbat Miss Tickletoby might have undergone-The cru- 
sades-Jealousy of Philip Augustus-Gallantry of Richard- 
Haladin, bis character, and the reverence entertained for him by 
tbe Bdtish monarch- Ascalon-J crusalcm- Richard's l'eturn 
from Palestine-His captivity-Romantic circumstances attend- 
ing bis ransom-His dcath-A passing reflection. 


THIS is a prince, my dear young creatures, WhOlll I am 
afraid some of you, l\'Iaster Spry especially, will be in- 
clined to adlnire vastly, for he was as quarrelsolne and 
brave a man as ever lived. He was fighting all his life 
long-fighting l1Ïs brothers, fighting his father, fighting 
,vith anybody who would fight, and I have no doubt, dom- 
ineering over anybody who wouldn't. When his poor 
old father, weal'ied out by the quarrels of his sons, the 
intrigues of the priests, and the ceaseless cares and anxie- 
ties of reigning, died in sadness and sorrow, he left Prince 
Richard, surnamed Lion-Heart, his kingdonl, and his curse 
along with it, he having acted so undutifully towards him, 
and elnbittered the last years of his life. 
Richard was exceedingly sorry for the pain he had caused 
his father, and, instead of reyenging hÍ1nself upon his 
father's luinisters (who had treated hin1 as severely as 
they could during King Henry's reign, and ,vho now, I 
daresay, quaked in their shoes lest King Richard should 
deal hardly by them), he of the lion-heart kept theln in 
their places-and good places, let us he sure, they were; 
and said that they had done their duty by his father, and 
would, no doubt, be as faithful to him. For, truth to say, 
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Richard had a heart which harboured no malice; all he 
,vanted was plenty of fighting, which he conducted in per- 
fect good-humour. 
M(tster Spry.-Hurra! that's your sort. 
Silence, }\Iaster Spry, you silly boy, you. It Inay be 
very well for Mr. Cribb, or the 
Iost Noble the 
Iarquess 
of Wat-ford, to rejoice in punching people's heads and 
breaking their noses, and to shake hands before and after; 
but kings have other duties to attend to, as we nowadays 
know very well. No,v, suppose yon were to break a score 
of lamps ill the street, or to twist off as many knockers, or 
to knock down and injure a policelnan or two, who would 
be called on, as you have never a sixpence in your pocket, 
to pay the dan1age? 
If[alJter Spr"lJ.-Pa'd })ay, of course. 
Yes, rather than see you on the treadmill, he would; 
and so, Iny dears, it's the case with these great kings- 
they fight, but we have to pay. The poor subjects suffer: 
the Jnen, ,vho have no quarrel with any prince in Christen- 
dom-as how should they, never having seen one?-lnnst 
pay taxes in the first place, and then must go and fight, 
and be shot at and die, leaving us poor women, their wives 
and daughters, to deplore their loss, and to nurse their 
wounds when they come home. Some forty years since 
(when I was young, my loves, and reported to be extremely 
good-looking), Iring Buonaparte and the French were on 
the point of invading this country. Fancy what a situation 
we should have been in had they cOlne-the horrid nlOll- 
sters! My Inind shudders at the very idea even now. 
Fancy Iny dear father, the ensign of volunteers, brought 
home wounded-dying. Fancy a dozen of horrible soldiers 
billeted in the house. Fancy SOUle tall ferocious French 
general, with gl'eat black whiskers-Buonaparte himself, 
very likely, or Marshal N ey, at the very least-falling in 
Jove with a beauteous young creature, and insisting upon 
her marrying hiIn! :ì\Iy loves, I would have flung Inyself 
off London bridge first. (Inunense cheei'ing, part of which, 
lloweve'i', semned to be i'1'onical.) 
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Such-such is war! and, for my part, I profess the 
greatest abhorrence of all such dreadful kind of glory; and 
hope for the days when cocked hats and bayonets will on ly 
be kept as curiosities in museums, and scarlet cloth will be 
kept to make cloaks for old WOlnen. 
But to return to King Richard-though he professes to 
be very sorry for his turbulent conduct during his father's 
reign, his sorrow did not lead hÌln to mend his ways at all: 
as, alas! is usual with all quarrelsolne people. The very 
first thing he did was to prepare for a great fight; and in 
order to get 1110ney for this, he not only taxed his people 
very severely, but sold for a trifle the kingdo111 of Scotland, 
which his father had won. I don't know what the Stun 
was which might be considered as trifling for the purchase 
of that country, '*' and indeed historians differ about it; but 
I leave you to imagine how hardly he Inust have been 
pressed for coin, when he could bring such an article as 
that to pawn. 
What was called the Christian world then was about this 
time bent upon taking Jerusalel11 out of the hands of the 
Turks, who possessed it, and banded together in il11111ense 
numbers for this purpose. Many of the princes so leagued 
were as false, wicked, and tyrannous men as ever lived; 
but Richard Cæur-de-Lion had no artifice at all in his nat- 
ure, and entered into the undertaking, which he thought 
a godly one, with all his heart and soul. To batter out 
Turks' brains with his great axe seemed to hÎ1n the height 
of Christianity, and no 111an certainly performed this ques- 
tionable duty better than he. lIe and the King of France 
were the leaders of the crusade; but the latter, being jeal- 
ous, or prudent, or disgusted with the enterprise, Wel&6 
speedily back to his kingdom, and left all the glory and 


* Miss Tickletoby's extreme prejudice against Scotland and the 
Scotch may be accounted for by the fact, that an opposition acad- 
emy to hers is kept by Mr. M'Whirter, who, report says, once paid 
his addresses to Miss T. Having succeeded in drawing off a con- 
siderable number of her pupils to his school, Mr. M'W. at once dis- 
continued his suit. 
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an the fighting to King Richard. There never was, they 
say, such a strong and valiant soldier seen. In battle after 
battle the Turks gave way before him, and especially at 
the siege of Ascalon, he and his army slew no less than 
forty thousand Saracens, and defeated consequently Sultan 
Saladin, their leader. ' 
In the intervals of fighting it seenu; that a great number 
of politenesses l)assed between these two princes; for when 
Richard was ill, Saladin sent hiIu a box of pills from his 
own particular druggist; and as for Richard, it is said at 
one tinle that he wanted to knight the gallant Saracen, as 
though for an the world he were an Aldennan or a Royal 
Academician. ..A..nd though the Lion-hearted King felt it 
his Christian duty to pursue the Turk, and knock his brains 
out if he could catch hinl, yet he would not deny that he 
was a noble and generous prlllce, and achnired him more 
than any sovereign in his own calnp. 'Vasn't it magnani- 
IUOUS? Oh, very. 
At last, after a great number of victories, Richard came 
in sight of the city of Jerusalem, which was strongly for- 
tified by the Turkish Sultan; and there the Lion-hearted 
King had- the misfortune to find that there was not a single 
chance for hÜu ever to win it. His arlny, by the number 
of glorious victories, was wasted away greatly. The other 
kings, dukes, and potentates, his allies, gnnnbled sadly; 
and the end was, that he was obliged to march back to the 
sea again-and you Inay fancy Sultan Saladin's looks as 
he went off. 
So he quitted the country in disguise, and in disgust too 
-(as for his arnlY, never mind what becaille of that! if 
'we lose our tÜne pitying the conlnlon soldiers, we Inay cry. 
till we are as old as }lethuselah, and not get on)-Richard, 
I say, quitted the country in disguise and disgust, and, in 
cOJnpany with a faithful fl'iend or two, luade for hornet . 
But as he was travelling thl'ough Austria, he was recog- 
nised by some people in that country, and seized upon by 
the Duke of Austria, who hated hiIn, and clapped hÍ1n 
without any cerenlony into prison. And, I daresay, while 
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there he heartily regretted that, instead of cOIning honle 
overland, he hadn't at once taken the steaIller to }\ialta, and 
so got hOlne that way. 
Fancy then, Iny beloved hearers, this great but unhappy 
monarch in prison;-fancy hÏ1n, in a prison-dress, very 
likely, made to take his turn on the Inill with other offend- 
ers, and to live on a pint of gruel and a penny loaf a-day; 
he who had been accustoined to the best of victuals, and 
was, if we nlay credit the late celebrated Sir Walter Scott, 
particularly partial to wine! There he was-a king-a 
great warrior-but lately a leader of hundreds of thou- 
sands of Inen, a captive in an odious penitentiary! Where 
,vas his army? again one can't help thinking. Oh, never 
mind the1n: they were done for long since, and out of their 
pain. So you see it is ICing Richard who is the object of 
COlnpassion, for he 'wasn't killed. 
I all1 led to believe that the prison regÏ1nen in Austria 
was not so severe as it is nowadays with us, when if a pris- 
oner were heard singing, or playing the fiddle, he would 
be prettily tickled by the gaoler's cane; for it appears that 
ICing Richard had the cOl1unand of a piano, and was in the 
habit of playing upon the guitar. It is probable that the 
Duke of Austria thought there could be no barnl in hjs 
amusing hirnself in the lonely place in which, unknown to 
all the world, ICing Richard was shut. 
....A....s for his subjects, I don't know whether they missed 
hiIn very much. Rut I have remarked that we pretty 
speedily get accustonled to the absence of our kings and 
royal fanÜlies; and though, for instance, there is our be- 
loved Duke of CUlnberland gone away to be King of Han- 
over, yet we Inanage to bear our separation froln that 
august prince with tolerable resignation. 
Well, it was lucky for the King that he was allowed his 
piano; for it chanced that a poor wandering minstrel (or 
organ-grinder, 'we should call hinl), who had no doubt been 
in the habit of playing tunes before the King's palace in 
St. James's Street-for, you know, the new police wasn't 
yet invented, to drive hiIn off,-J say the organ-grinder 
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:Blundell happened to be passing by this very castle in 
Austria where Richard was, and seeing a big house, thought 
he might as well venture a tune; so he began that sweet 
one, "Cherry ripe, che-erry ripe, ri-ip I cry-y"; and the 
Aust1'Ïan soldiers, who were smoking their pipes, and are 
very fond of Dlusic, exclaimed, "Potztausend was 1,st das 
fiÙ- ein he'l"rliches Lied?" 
Wh
n Richard heard that well-known Inelody, which in 
happier days he had so ofte:m. heard 
Iadalne Vestris sing, * 
he replied at once on the piano ,vith "Holne, sweet Home." 
" Rullo!" says Blondell, or Blundell, "there must be 
an Englishman here, and straightway struck up "Rule 
Britannia "-" When Britain feh-eh-eh-erst at He-evn's 
command," etc., to which the King answered by" God 
sa ve the King." 
Can it be-is it possible-no-yes-is it really our au- 
gust monarch? thought the minstrel-and his fine eyes 
filled with tears as he ground the sweet air, ""Who are 
you? " 
To which the King answered by a fantasia composed of 
the two tunes, "The King, God bless him," and "Dicky 
Gossip, Dicky Gossip is the man "-for though his name 
wasn't Gossip, yet you see he had no other way of explain- 
ing hÏ1nself. 
Con vinced by these lnelodies, l\Tr. Blundell replied rap- 
idly by "Charlie is my Darling," "All's Well," "We only 
part to lneet again," and, in short, with every other tune 
which might, as he thought, console the royal prisoner. 
Then (only stopping to 11lake a rapid collection at the gate) 
he posted back to London as fast as his legs ,vould carry 
hbn, and told the parliaInent there that he had discovered 
the place where our adored Inonarch was confined. 
Immense collections ,vere instantly Inade throughout the 
country-solne subscrihed of their OWll accord, others were 
lnade to subscribe; and the Enlperor of Germany, who 'Y as 
made acquainted with the fact, now, though the Duke of 
* This settles the great question mootèd every week in the Sunday 
Times as to the age of that lady. 
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Austria had never said a word about it previously, caused 
the latter prince to give up his prisoner; and I believe His 
Imperiall\fajesty took a good part of the ranSOlll to hÜnself. 
Thus at last, after years of weary capti vity, our gracious 
King Richard was restored to us. Fancy how glad he 
Inust have been to see Hyde Park once 111ore, and how joy- 
ful and happy his people were !-I daresay he vowed never 
to quit Buckinghalll Palace again, and to remain at hOlne 
and n1ake his people happy. 
But do you suppose IHen so easily change their natures? 
-Fiddlestick I-in about a Inonth King Richard was fight- 
ing in France as hard as ever, and at last was killed before 
a sll1all castle which he was besieging. He did not pass six 
months in England in the whole course of his four years' 
reign: he did more harn1 to the country than Inany a worse 
king could do; and yet he ,vas loved by his people for his 
gallantry; and somehow, although I know it is wrong, I 
can't help having a sneaking regard for hiul too. 
1\1::y loves, it is till1e that you should go to play. (Im- 
'Jnense enthusias'ln, in tl
e ntidst of wltich Miss T. 'ret'l'res.) 
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LECTURE VIII. 


As it is by no Ineans Iny wish to say anything disrespect- 
ful of any sovereign who ever ascended the British throne, 
we Inust, my loves, pass over the reign of His late Majesty 
JCing John as briefly as possible; for, between ourselves, 
a greater rascal never lived. Yon have inany of you read 
of his infalnous conduct to Rowena, Cedric the Saxon, and 
others, in the History of Sir Yvilfrid of Ivanhoe; and I 
fear there are other facts, though perhaps not on so good 
authority, which are still 1110re disreputable. 
In the plays of the ingenious Shakespeare, some of which 
I have seen at Covent Garden, His Majesty's nephew, 
Prince Arthur, is Inade to clÏ1nb over a canvas wall of about 
three feet high, and die lamentably of the fall in a ditch, 
in which a Inattress has been laid; but the truth, I fear, is, 
that Prince Arthur did not conunit suicide voluntary or in- 
voluntary, but that his Royal Ullçle killed hÜn, for His 
Royal Highness was the son of His Majesty's elder brother, 
and, by consequence, our rightful king. Well, well, there 
are ugly stories about high personages at Court, and you 
know it makes very little difference to either of the princes, 
now, which reigned and which didn't; and I daresay, if 
the truth were known, King John by this time is heartily 
sorry for his conduct to his august nephe,v. 
It Inay be expected that I should speak in this place of 
a celebrated document signed in this reign, by SOlne called 
the COInmencelnent of our liberties, by others Magna Charta. 
You lnay read this very paper or parchment at the British 
Museum any day you please, and if you find anything in 
it about our liberties, I aln a Dutchlnan-that is, a Dutch- 
woman (hear, hear); whereas, as the Register of Saint 
Bartholemew's, Sn1Ìthfield, of the year seventeen hundred 
and-aheln !-as the Register, I say, proves, I am a Briton, 
and glory in the title. 
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The Pope of Rome, who lived in those days, was almost 
as facetious a person as Pope Gregory, of whom before we 
have spoken; and what do you think he did? I'm blessed 
if he did not make a present of the kingdom of England to 
the King of France! (Ï1nmense laughter): then afterwards 
he nlade a present of it to King John very kindly; and the 
two kings ,vere about, as usual, to fight for it, when the 
French king's army was in part shipwrecked, and partly 
beaten; and King John himself was seized with an illness, 
which put an end to him. And so farewell to hinl. 1;Ie 
rebelled against his father, he conspired against his brother, 
he murdered his nephew, and he tyrannised over his peo- 
ple. Let ns shed a tear for his memory, and pass on to 
his son, King Henry III., who began to reign in the year 
1216, and was king for no less than fifty-six years. 
I think the best thing he did during that long period 
was, to b
get his gallant son, who reigned after him, under 
the title of King Edward the First. The English lords, in 
King Henry's time, were discontented with his manner of 
l'eigning-for he was always in the hands of one favourite 
or another; and the consequence was, th8.t there were per- 
petual quarrels between the lords and the prince, who was 
continually turned out of his killgdoln and brought back 
again, or locked up in prison and let loose again. In the 
intervals the barons ruled, setting up what is caned an 
oliga'l"chy; when Henry governed hi1nself, he was such a 
soft, effeminate creaturp, that I think they might have 
caned his reign a Inollygul'chy. 
As not the least applause or laughter followed this pnn, 
Miss T., somewhat disconcerted, said, I see you do not 
wish to hear anything more regarding Henry III., so, if 
you please, we will pass on to the history of his son, a 
wise king, a steI'll and great warrior. It was he who first 
gave the COlnD10ns of England in Parliament any authority 
or power to cope with the great barons, who had hitherto 
carried all before them; which, with the most sincere re- 
spect for their lordships, I cannot but think was a change 
for the better in our glorious constitution. 
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He was in the IIoly Land when his father's death was 
announced to hÍ1u, following the fashion of that day, to 
fight against the Turks, and luurder thelll for the honour 
of religion. And here I cannot help pointing out, how 
necessary it is that lnen should never part from their wives; 
for the king, by having his ,vith him, escaped a great dan- 
ger. A man of a certain tribe called the Assassins (who 
have given their nanles to murderers ever since) stabbed the 
king in his tent with a dagger, whereupon the queen, and 
honour be to her, supposing that the knife which inflicted 
the ,vound Inight have been poisoned, sucked the wound 
with her own Royal lips, and caused Prince Edward to 
say that a good wife was the very best doctor in the 
world. 
This good queen died abroad, and her husband caused 
crosses to be erected at the different places where her body 
rested on its way to its burial, where the people might stop 
and pray for her soul. I wonder ho,v many people who 
pass by Charing Cross nowadays ever think of her, or 
whether the onulibuses stop there in order that the cads 
. and coachlnen may tell their beads for good Queen E1inor! 
From 1272, when he began to reign, until 1307, when 
he died, King Ed ward was engaged in ceaseless wars. In 
being lord of the largest portion of the island of Great Bri- 
tain, he had a lnind to possess the whole of it; and, in or- 
der to do so, had to subdue the 'Velsh first, and the Scots 
afterwards. Perhaps some of you have read an ode by Mr. 
Gray, beginning" Ruin seize thee, ruthless king! " Rut as 
not a single person in the cOlnpany had, Miss T. said, "At 
any rate, Iny loves, you have heard, no doubt, of the 
bards? " 
Miss Bin[/e.-Papa calls Shakspeare the Í1nmoral bard 
of Heaven. \Vhat is a bard, ma'am? 
Miss T.-\Vhy, the bards, as I aln led to believe, are 
'Velsh poets, with long beards, who played Welsh airs 
upon Welsh harps. SOlne l)eople are very fond of these 
airs; though, for lny part, I confess, after hearing "Poor 
IVlary Ann" played for fourteen consecutive hours by a 
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blind harper at Llangollen, I l'ather felt as if I should pre
 
fer any other tune to that. 
ltIastm 9 Sp'ì"!J.-Pray, lua'am, hare the Welsh airs hany- 
thing like the vVe1sh rabbits? If so, nlother can perform 
'eln very prettily. (A. laugh, 'u:hich l\ifiss TICKLETOBY 
sevel'ely checks, and continues.) 
This country of 'Vales King Edward determined should 
be his own, and accordingly Inade war upon the princes of 
the Principality, who withstood him in many bloody ac- 
tions, and at one time were actually puffed up with the idea 
that one of their princes should become King of England, 
on acount of an old prophcey of }[erlin's- 
" Llwllwyn pd.wdlwdl c'UJmlwm." - :MERLIN' S PROPHECIES 
" Let Wales attend! the bard proplletic said: 
I. V. at Y. shall crown Llewellyn's Z. "-SIMCOE, 
From which obscure phrase the people, and Llewellyn him- 
self, were led to believe that they would overcome the stern 
and powerful King of England. 
But the prophecy was fulfilled in a singular way. On 
the two armies meeting together on the river'Vye, Llewel- 
lyn was slain by an English knight, and his head in deri- 
sion crowned with ivy. The other vVelsh Sovereign, Prince 
David, nlet with a worse fate than to die in battle; he re- 
peatedly rebelled against King Ed ward, and was forgiven 
until the last time, when he was taken in arms, and judged 
to die as a rebel, so fOl'lning the last of his line. 
If the King had had trouble with the Welsh, with the 
Scots he had still nlore, and was occnpied during ahnost the 
w hole of his reign in settling (after his own fashion, to be 
sure) that unruly nation. 
In one of his invasions of Scotland, he carried off the fa- 
Ul0US stone on which the Scottish kings used to sit at their 
coronation-and a very cold seat it must have been for their 
l\Iajesties, considering their unhappy custom of wearing no 
slllall-clothes; which are not the least of the inestimable, 
I may say inexpressible, beneflts the Scots have derived 
from commerce with this country. 
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On the regular line of the Scotch kings having ended- 
(never mind in whose person, for, after all, a king without 
pantaloons is a sorry subject to trouble one's head about)- 
the regular line being ended, there started up several 
claiulants to the throne;. and the lords of the country, in 
an evil hour, called upon Edward to decide who should suc- 
ceed. He gave a just a ward, assigning the crown to one 
John Baliol; but he caused Baliol to swear fealty to hiIn 
for his cro,vn, and did not scruple about having hinl up to 
London whenever he was nlinded. It is said that he SUID- 
Inoned him to court six tiInes in one year, when Edinburgh 
was at least a 11lonth's journey froln London. So thus the 
poor fello\v 111USt have passed the whole year upon the 
road, bumping up and down on a rough-trotting horse; and 
he without ,vhat-d'ye-call-'elns, too !-after the fashion of 
Hunlphrey Clinker. 
The consequence 111ay be imagined. Baliol was quite 
worn out by such perpetual jolting. Flesh and blood 
couldn't bear twelve of these journeys in a year; and he 
wroté to King Edward, stating his detenuination no longer 
to be saddled with a throne. 
Wisely, then, he retired. He took up his residence in 
Nonnandy, where he passed his life quietly in devotion, it 
is said, and the cultivation of literature. The Master of 
Baliol College, Oxford, has kindly communicated to 111e a 
MS., in the hand writing of the retired prince, accompanied 
with designs, which, though rude, are interesting to the 
antiquary. There is one representing John of Baliol on 
the North Road, \vhich must have been in a sad condition 
indeed at the close of the thirteenth century. 
The motto placed beneath the illulnination by the Royal 
bard is a quaint, simple, and pathetic one. He says touch- 
ingly- 
To Scotys withoutcn brychys ryùillge is not swete. 
I mote have kept my crOWllC. I shold have lost my seatc. 


He retired, then; but a greater than he arose to battle 
for the independence of his country. 
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LECTURE IX. 


EDWARD I.-THE SCOTS AND THEIR CLAIMS. 


SCOTCH
IEY, my dears, you know are my antipathy, and 
I had at one time thought, in these lectures, of so demol- 
,ishil1g the reputation of Willialll \Vallace, that historians 
would never more have dared to speak about him, and the 
numbers who hear me, the Inillions who l'ead me in Punch, 
the countless myriads who in future ages win refer to that 
work when we, young and old, are no more, would have 
seen at once that the exploits ascribed to him were fabu- 
lous for the 1110st part, and his character as doubtful as his 
history. 
SOlne late ,vriters have been very hal'd upon him. Dr. 
Lingard, especially, has fallen foul of his claÌlns to be a 
hero; and another author, 1\11'. Keightley, has been to the 
full as severe, quoting sentenèes froin the old chroniclers 
strongly defamatory of 'Vallace's character. One of these 
calls him " q uidam lat'J'o publiclls," a certain comnlon thief; 
another, writing his family, says he was" ex irifimâ gente 
prOCl'eatlis "-sprung from the lowest of the low; but these 
wl'iters, it must be remelnbered, were of the English nation 
and way of thinking. Washington was similarly abused 
during the Ame1'Ïcan war; and I Blake no doubt that S0111e 
of my darlings, ,vho read the English newspapers, have 
seen exactly the same epithets applied to Mr. Daniel 
O'Connell. 
It is easy to call nanles in this way, but let us, Iny be- 
loved young friends, be lnore charitable; in the case of 
these Scots especially, for if we take 'Vallace froln them, 
what hero do we leave to the poor creatures? Sir 'V alter 
Scott has, to be sure, invented a few good Scotclllnen in 
his novels, and perhaps their actions, and those of Wallace, 
are equally true. 
But even supposing that he did come of a low stock- 
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that he was a freebooter once, it is clear that he caIne to 
COlTIlTIand the Scotch armies, that he was for a short time 
Regent of the kingdom-so nluch the more creditable to 
him then was it, that, by his skill and valour, he overcalne 
those brave and discip1ined troops that were sent against 
hiIn, and raised hiInself to the position he occupied for a 
while over the heads of a powerful, ignorant, cowardly, 
sordid, treacherous, selfish nobility, such as that of the 
Scots was. 
Even poor John Baliol made one or two attempts to res- 
cue his crown from the domineering Edward, but these no- 
bles, though they conspired against the English king, ,vere 
the first to truckle down to him when he caIne to assert 
what he called his right; and the proof of their tÍIne-serv- 
ing conduct is, that King Edward forgave everyone of 
theIn, except Wallace, who was the only lllan who refused 
to COllie to terlllS with the conqueror. 
During the king's absence '\Vallace had tolerable success; 
he discomfited the English leaders in many small skir- 
lnishes and surprises, and defeated, at Cambuskenneth, a 
great body of the English troops. He thought, too, to 
have as easy work with the king hiInself, when Edward, 
hearing of his Lieutenant's defeat, canle thundering down 
to avenge him. But the Scot was no lnatch for the stern 
English warrior. At Falkirk the king gave 'Vallace's 
arnlY such a beating as ahnost annihilated it, and vVallace 
was obliged to fly to the woods, where he was final1y seized 
by one of his forlner friends and adherents; and, being 
sent to London, there died the death of a traitor. 
Be warned then, IllY little clears, when you COlne to read 
"The History of the Scottish Chiefs," by IllY dear friend 
Miss Porter, that Willian1 .
Yallace was by no lneans the 
character which that charilling historian has depicted, going 
into battle, as it were, ,vith a tear ill his eye, a caulbric 
handkerchief in his hand, and a floullce to his petticoat; 
nor was he the heroic creature of rryt1el' and Scott; nor, 
11l0st probably, the ruffian that Doctor J.Jinganl would have 
hinl to be. 
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He appears, it is true, to have been as violent and fero- 
cious a soldier as ever lived; in his inroads into England 
murdering and ravaging without pity. 
 But such was the 
custoln of his tilne; and such being the custon1, as we ex- 
cuse Wallace for murdering the English, we Inust excuse 
Edward for hanging 'Yallace when he caught hÜn. Hang- 
ing and nlurdering, look you, were quite conllnon in those 
days; nay, they 'were thought to be just and laudable, and 
I luake 110 dou bt that people at that period ,vho objected 
to such nlurders at all, were accused of " sickly sentilnen- 
tality," just as they are now, who presuille to be hurt when 
the law orders a fellow-creature to be killed before the Old 
Bailey. \Yell, at any rate, allow us to be thankful that 
,ve do not live in those days, when each of us would have 
had a thousand nlore chances of being hanged than now. 
There is no sickly sentilnentality about such a preference 
as that. 
Let us allow, then, the claims of 'Va llace to be a hero 
and patriot. Another hero arose in Scotland after \Val- 
lace's discolnfiture, who was In ore lucky than he; but stern 
ICing Edward of the Longshanks was dead when Bruce's 
tritunphs were secured; and his son, Edward of Carnarvon, 
was Hlaking- believe to reign. 
This Bruce had been for a long tÜne shilly-shallying as 
to the side he should take; whether he should join his 
countrYlnen over whonl he might possibly becOlne king; or 
whether he should relnain faithful to King Edward, and 
not risk his estates or his neck. The latter' counsel for 
SOlne tÏIne prevailed; for alnongst other causes they had to 
take sides against their country, a chief one ,vas, hatred of 
the Baliols. '7'{hen .John of Baliol died, his son being then 
a prisoner in London, a nephew of .J ohn BaHol, called 
Comyn of Badenoch, becanle the head lnau in Scotland. 
He had always heen found gallantly in arlllS against King 
Ed ward, doing his duty as a soldier in Falkirk fight, and 
in lllany other actions, 'with better 01' sin1Ïlar fortune; not 
sneaking in the English camp as Bruce was. 
The king, however, who had pardoned the young man 
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many tÌ1nes, at last got wind of SOlne new conspiracies in 
which he was engaged, and vowed, it was said, to make 
away with hiIll. Bruce got warning in time, made for 
Scotland, called a meeting with the Regent, Con1yn of Ba- 
denoch, who granted the interview, and hereupon Bruce 
murdered Conlyn in God's church, and at once proclaiIned 
himself King of Scotland. The Scotch historians have 
tried to apologise as usual for this foul and dastardly assas- 
sination, saying that it was done in a heat-unpremedi- 
tated, and so forth. Nonsense, lilY loves; Robert Bruce had 
been shuffling and intriguing all his life. He murdered 
the man who stood between hiIn and the crown-and he 
took it, and if you read Sir vValter Scott's "Lord of the 
Isles," you win see what a hero he has made of hÜn. 0 
these Scotchn1en! these Scotchmen! how they do stand by 
one another! 
Old Ed warò caIne tearing down to the borders on the 
news, vowing he would kill and eat Robert Bruce; but it 
was not so ordained; the old king was carried off by a 
Illuch more powerful enelny than any bare-legged Scot; and 
his son, Edward of Carnarvon (who reigned 1307-1327) 
had not the energy of his father; and though he made sev- 
eral attempts to punish the Scots, ,vas usuaHy left in the 
huch by his nobility, and on one occasion, at Bannockburn, 
cruelly beaten by them, They have made a pretty pother 
about that battle, I warrant yon, those Scots; and you may 
hear sailors fl'om Glasgow or Paisley still crow and talk big 
about it. Give the fellows their battle, nlY dears; we can 
afford it. (G'i'eat sensation.) As for the Inurderer, Robert 
Bruce, he was, it Inust be confessed, a wary and gallant 
captain-wise in good fortune, resolute in bad, and he 
robbed the English counties to the satisfaction of his sub- 
jects. It is ahnost a pity to think he deserved to be 
hanged. 
During the dissensions in England, Robert Bruce, hav- 
ing pretty well secured Scotland, took a fancy to Ireland 
too-invaded the country himself, caIne }'ather suddenly 
back again, and sent his brother Edward, who even had 
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the impudence to be crowned King of Ireland: but the 
English forces coming up ,vith hinl, took his crown froin 
hiIn wi th his head in it-and so ended the reigns of the 
Rruces in Ireland. 
As for Edward of Carnarvon, little good can be said of 
him or his times. An extravagant, idle king, insolent fa- 
vourites (though Gaveston, it Inust be confessed, was a 
gallant and dashing fellow), bullying greedy barons, jeal- 
ous that anyone should have power but theillsel Yes, and, 
above all (alas! that I should have to say it), an infalnous, 
disreputable wretch of a French ,vife, fill the whole pages 
of this wretched killg'S reign, with their quarrels, their 
vices, and their Inurders. In the midst of their quarrels, 
they allowed the country to be bullied by the French, and 
even the Scots; the people were racked and torn by taxes 
and tyrannJ.; the king was finally deposed, aud rnul'dered 
by the intrigues of his wicked vixen of a wife, who did llOt 
however, enjoy her ill-gotten honours long as regent of the 
kingdoll1. Edward the Third came to the throne, and of 
him we will speak in the next lecture. 
In the year 1356, the Black Prince, who had cOllnnenced 
his career ten years earlier as a gallant young soldier at 
Crécy, had an opportunity of achieving for hÜnself a tri- 
umph to the full as great as that fonner faluous one. Rob- 
bing and Inurderillg for ten years, as he had beeu, he had 
become naturally a skilful captain; and now, in 1356, say 
the historians, having left his chief city of Bordeaux with 
12,000 Inen, crossing the Garonne, overrunning Querci, the 
Limousill, Auvergne, and Berri, slaughtering the peasant- 
ry, destroying the corn, wine, and provisions, and burning 
the fann-houses, villages, and towns, he was surprised 
near Poictiers, in the province of Poitou, by a large arlny, 
led by King John of France. The French army was very 
large-that of the Black Prince very slnall. " Heaven 
help us," said his Royal Highness; "it only reJnaills for 
us to fight bravely." 
He was, however, so doubtful as to the result of the ac- 
tion, that he sent rather modest proposals to the French 
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king, offering to give up his plunder and prisoners, and to 
pron1Ïse not to serve against France for seven years, if the 
French ,vollld but let him off this time. King John, how- 
ever, replied, that he must have the Black Prince and a 
hundred of his chief knights as prisoners, before he would 
listen to any terms of accommodation, which idea his 
Royal Highness" indignantly rejected." 
He beat the King of France, whose goods he was carry- 
ing off; he kill
d his friends who caIne to help the king, 
he drove the king's servants away; he took King John to 
England, and would not let him return to France again un- 
til he had paid an enOrlllOUS Stun for his ransom. And this 
was the man who called upon heaven to defend the right! 
Ah, my dears, thel'e is not a crowned ruffian in Europe who 
has not uttered the saIne cry these thousand years past, at- 
testing heaven in behalf of his unjust quarrel, and murder- 
ing and robbing with the most sacred of all names in his 
month. 
Perhaps the most annoying part of the whole imprison- 
ment to poor King .J ohn 111Ust have been the abominable 
politeness and hUlnility of his captor. Taken prisoner, 
and his grand arluy routed by a handful of starving bri- 
gands, the king was J11arched to supper in the conqueror's 
tent, the Prince cOlnplimented hilll by saying that his vic- 
tory was all chance, that the king ought to have won it 
(and so he ought and no mistake),:and that his majesty 
was the "gar land of chivalry." N or would he sit down in 
his lnajesty's presence-not he-he said he was the subject 
and only fit to wait npon the king (to wait upon hÜn and 
rob him), so he fetched the dishes, drew the corks and per- 
fornled all the duties of his l\Iajesty's yellow-plush. 
IIis conduct in carrying his prisoner to London was of 
the san1e sort. He had a triumphal entry; the king being 
placed on a great horse, the prince Ineekly riding a pony 
beside hinl, and all the people, of course, shouting" Long 
live the prince." \Yhat luunility! cry the historians, what 
noble conduct ! No, no, Iny loves, I say it ,vas shain hn- 
rnâlity, the very worst sort of priùe; if he wanted to spare 
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his prisoner's feelings why didn't the prince call a hack. 
ney -coach? 
In the year 1376, twenty years after his victory of Poic- 
tiers, the gallant Black Prince (who in France and Spain, 
at the head of his falllous free companies, had fought 
Inany a hard fight since then) died leaving an only son be- 
hind hiIn. Old King Edward, who had been battling and 
fighting as much as his son, now in his old age, had grown 
dotingly fond of a wicked hussy, Alice Perrers by name, 
that had been maid of honour to the good Queen Philippa. 
The king gave to this good-for-nothing creature all the 
queen's jewels, she had the giving away of all the places 
about the court, and behaved in such a way that the par- 
lialnent ,vas obliged to stop her extravagance. 
A year after, his son, the famous old warrior, King Ed- 
ward III., felt that d
ath was cOIning upon hirH; and called 
his beloved Alice Perl'ers to conle and console hinl ere he 
died. She seeing death on his face, took the expiring 
1110narch's hand in hers, and pulled his ring off his finger. 
The servants pilJaged the wardrobes and the hangings of 
the bed, and dying Ed ward, the terror of Frenchmen, lay 
unheeded upon his bed, until a priest caIne by chance into 
the roonl, and knelt down by the king's side, and said a 
prayer with him for the safety of his soul, at the end 
whereof, the priest alone had the power of saying" Alnen." 
IIere Miss Tickletoby paused with a very sole Inn voice, 
and the little children retired quite ,vistfnlly and silently, 
and were aU particularly good in school the next day. 
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LECTURE X. 


EDW ARD III. 


- 
THE reign of the third Ed ,yard has always been consid- 
ered a glorious period of our annals-the fact is, he beat 
the French soundly, and it is always a cOlnfort to read of 
these absurd 'Tapouring vainglorious Frenchlnen obtaining 
a beating-and he has had for a historian of his battles one 
John Froissart, a very bad clergyn1an, as I ll1ake no doubt, 
but a writer so exceedingly lovely and pleasant, that the 
scenes of the war are made to pass before the reader as if 
he saw theIne No-not as if he saw them in reality by the 
way, but as if he beheld the 111 well acted in a theatre, the 
principal characters represented by Mr. Charles Kean, and 
other splendid stars of the stage. 
So there is nothing but fighting in the works of the Rev- 
erend John Froissart-nothing but fighting and killing; 
yet all passes with such brilliancy, splendour, and good- 
hUlnour, that you can't fancy for the world that anybody 
is hurt; and though the warriors of whom he speaks are 
sometimes wounded, it really seelns as if they liked it. It 
is-" Fair Sir, shall we for the honour of our ladies, or the 
love of the blessed virgin of heaven, cut each other's head 
off? "I am un worthy to have the honour of running 
through the body such a flower of chivalry as you," replies 
the other, and herewith smiling s,veetlyon each other, 
gaudy with plulnes, and gold, and blazing coats of anllonr, 
bestriding prancing war-horses, covered also with gay 
housings, and bright steel, at it the two gentlemen go, 
,vith lances in rest, shouting their war-cries gaily. " A 
Manny! a Manny! our J.Jady for Alençon," says one or the 
other :-" For the love of the saints parry me that cut, Sir," 
says Sir Walter Manny, delivering it gracefully,vith his 
heavy battle-sword. "Pa1
 le Sam1Jleu, beau Sire, voilà 'Un 
lJea'lt coup d' espée," says the constable to the other, politely, 
S-VoI. 24 
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who has just split his nose in bvo, or carried off his left 
whisker and cheek :-and the common people go to work 
just as genteelly :-,vhizz! how the bo'w-strings thrum, as 
the English arcþers, crying" St. George for England," send 
their arrows forth! 
.1YontJoie Saint Denis! -how the Frenchlnen at arnlS 
conle thundering over the corn-fields, their lances and cors- 
lets shining in the sun! As for me, Iny dears, 'v hen I read 
the story, I fancy Jnyself for a moment or two Jane of 
Montfort, dressed in armour, and holding up my son in Iny 
arms, calling upon my faithful nobles of Bretagne to de- 
fend me and him. 
(He're :Miss TICKLETOBY, seizing playfully hold of Master 
TIMSON, lifte(llti1ì
 !/(Ûl!l in one oj. he). al'1ì
S, and stood fo'/' 
a moment in a heroic attitude j but the ckildren, ne'ver hav- 
ing before heal.d of Jane oj' JJIontf01't u',' he'jO lâstm'y, 'lve;re 
quite frightened, and fanc'ied thei;. venerable instructress 
'mad,-while Master TIMSON, who bel'ieved he had been ele- 
vated fO'J. the pU'J-pose of being flogged, set up a 1'0(1l1" 'which 
caused the 'l1JO'J.thy lady to put hÙn quickly down again.) 
But to speak of King Edward III. The first act of his 
reign Inay be said to have been the seizing of one Morti- 
Iller, the Queen's lover, wholn he caused to be hanged, and 
of her Majesty, whoin he placed in a castle, where she 
lived for the last seven-and-t,venty years of her life, with 
a handsome allo.wance made to her by her son. 
The chief of his time hereafter was filled up with wars 
-those wars which are so pleasant to read of in Froissart, 
before mentioned, but which I need not tell any little child 
here who ever by chance has had a black eye or a ,vhip- 
ping, are by no means pleasant in reality. When ,ve read 
that the King's SO}}, the Black Prince, burned down no less 
than 500 towns and villages in the south of :Fl'ance, laying 
the country waste round about them, and driving the popu- 
lation Heaven knows where, you Inay fancy what the char- 
acter of these ,vars must have been, and that if they were 
good fun to the knights and soldiers they were by no nleans 
so pleasant to the people. 
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By such exploits, however, the reign of Edward is to be 
noted. Robert Bruce being dead, and his son a child, Ed- 
ward fell on the Scots, slaughtered forty thousand of them 
at Halidon Hill, and aided the younger Baliol, ,vho in re- 
turn promised the submission of himself and kingdoln to 
England, to take a telnporary possession of the throne. 
The Scotch, however, soon rose against Baliol; and Ed- 
ward Bruce got back his crown,-such as it was. 
Then our Lord Sir Ed ward took a fancy to France, and, 
upon a most preposterous claÏ1u advanced by hÜn, assluued 
the French arms, called hiIllself king of that country, and 
prepared to take possession of the saIne. The first thing 
he did, to this end, was to obtain a glorious victory over 
the French navy, taking no less than two hundred and forty 
of their ships, and killing I don't know how many thou- 
sands of their Inen. I don't know if the French wore 
" wooden shoes" in those days, but the English hated them 
for that or some other equally good cause; and the Parlia- 
Iuents forever granted the King Inoney to carryon the 
war in assertion of his just rights. Just rights, for- 
sooth I-a private man putting for,vard such claims to an- 
other's purse, and claÏ1ning his just rights with a pistol 
at your head, would be hanged for his pains. Bishops 
and priests said prayers for King Edward, and judges 
and la wyers wrote long lying documents in support of his 
cause. 
In spite of the hundreds of thousands of pounds which 
his subjects gave hin1, and the hundreds of thousands of 
men he brought into the field against the King of France, 
Ed ward for SOlne tiIne made very little way, and did not 
overcome the French King's arlnies- for the very good rea- 
son, that the latter would never meet hÏ1n. And it is a 
singular thing, that when the two al'lnies did lueet, and the 
English obtained those two victories about which we have 
been bragging for near five hundred years, ,ve did not fight 
until we ,vere forced, and because we could not he]p it. 
Burning, robbing, ravaging Edward's troops, had arrived 
at the gates of Paris, not with the hope of conquering the 
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country, but of plundering it simply; and were Inakillg the 
best of their way honle again from the pursuit of an im- 
mense French arlny which ,vas pressing thelll very hard, 
when Edward, finding he could not escape without a fight, 
took a desperate stand and the best ground he could fiud 
on the famous hill of Cressy. 
Here, sheltered amidst the vines, the English archers 
and chivalry took their posts; and the blundering French, 
as absurdly vain and supercilious in those days as they are 
at this moment, thinking to nlake easy work of ces coquins 
d' AngZais, charge the hill and the vineyards-not the Eng- 
lish, who were behind theIn, and whose arrows slaughtered 
theln without pity. 
When the huge mass of the French army was thrown 
into disorder by these arrows, the English riders issued out 
and plunged among theIn, murdering at their ease; and 
the result was a glorious triumph to the British arms. 
King Edward's son, a lad of fourteen, disinguished hilu- 
self in the fight, holding his ground bravely against the 
only respectable attack ,vhich the French seem to have 
nlade in the course of the day. And ever since that day, 
the Princes of Wales, as you know, have had for a crest 
that of an old King of Bohemia (the blind old fool!) who 
could not see the English, but bade his squires lead him 
towards them, so that he might exchange a few coups de 
lance with them. So the squires laced their bridles into 
his, made their attack, and were run through the body in 
a Ininute; and SERVE 'EM RIGHT, say I. 
Whilst Ed ward was fighting this battle, those Inarauder- 
ing Scotchmen, under David Bruce their new king (as great 
a robber, my dears, as his father), thought they Inight take 
ad vantage of the unprotected state of the kingdom, and 
cmne across the border in great force, to plunder as usual. 
:But I am happy to state that her l\Iajesty, Queen Philippa, 
heading a small English army, caught them at a place 
called Nevil's Cross, and utterly defeated the thievish 
rogues, killing vast numbers of them. She was as kind- 
hearted, too, as she was brave. For at the siege of Calais, 
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after Edward had reduced the town, he swore, in his rage 
at the resistance of the garrison, that he would hang six of 
the principal inhabitants. These unhappy six came before 
hiln "in their shirts, with halters round their necks," the 
old chroniclers say, and as, in fact, is proved by the fol- 
lowing portraits of 


_...
-.J- 


THE CITlZEXS OF CALAIS. 


The Queen interceded for their lives; the 1\lonarch grafl ted 
her prayer, and her Majesty gave the poor burghers what 
Inust have been very acceptable to theln after six months' 
starvation, a comfortable Ineal of victuals. 
"I hope they ,vent home first TO DRESS FOR DINNER," 
here remarked an intelligent pupil. 
"Of course, they n1ust have done so, my dear," answered 
Miss Tickletoby; "but for my part, I believe that the 
whole scene n1ust have been arranged previously between 
the King and Queen; indeed, as you will see by the pic- 
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ture, neither of thelll can help laughing at the ridiculous 
figure the burgesses cut." 


(The C0111pany separated in ilunlense good-humour, say- 
ing that the I..Iecturer had, on this occasion, Iningled alnU8e- 
nlent with nluch stern instruction.) 



WANDERINGS OF OUR FAT 
CONTRIB'UTOR. 




WANDERINGS OF OUR FAT CONTRIBUTOR. 


TRA VELLING NOTES. 
I. 
[The fattest of our contributors left London very suddenly last week, 
without giving the least idea of his movements until we re- 
ceived the following communication. We don't know whether 
he is going to travel, nor do we pledge ourselves in the least to 
publish another line of the Fat Contributor's correspondence. 
As far as his tour goes at present, it certainly is, if not novel, 
at least treated in a novel Dlanner; for the reader win remark 
that there is not a word about the places visited by our friend, 
while there is a prodigious deal of information regarding him- 
self. Interesting as our Fat Contributor is, yet it may chance 
that we shall hear enough about him ere many more letters are 
recei ved from him.] 
There ,vere eleven more dinners hustling one another in 
my invitation book. "If you eat two lllore, you are in for 
apoplexy, Glauber," said my medical man. "But lVliss 
Twadùlings is to be at the Mackwhirters' on Thursday," I 
expostulated, "and you know what money she has." 
"She'll be a wido1v before she's Inarried," says Glauber, 
" if you don't 111Ïnd. A way ,vith you. Take three grains 
of blue pill every night, and my draught in the morning- 
if you don't, I,von't answer for the consequences. You 
look as ,vhite as a sheet-as puffy as a bolster-this season 
you've growll so inordinately gross and fa . . . 
It's a word I can't bear applied to myself. I wrote let- 
ters round to decline IllY dinners, and agreed to go- 
But whither? \Vhy not to Brighton. I ,vent on the 
18th .J uly. The day before the blow-up. * I was out for 
* [A trial of Captain Warner's invention for destroying ships at 
sea, which took place on July 23, 1844.] 
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four hours in a fiy on that day: I saw Lord Brougham in 
a white hat and telescope-I saw the sea lighted up with 
countless smiles-I sa,v the chain pier, and the multitudes 
swarming on it-I saw the bucks smoking cigars on the ter- 
race of the Albion. 
I could not slnoke. I ,vas with three ladies in the fiy- 
they ,vere all fat, and oh! how hot! The sun beat down 
upon us ruthlessly. Capain 'Varner wouldn't come. We 
drove and put back the dinner. Then Miss Bogle said she 
would like to drive to the Library for the last volume of 
Grant's" 'Visit to Paris." * 
\Vhile we were at Folthorpe's, their messenger caIne 
running in-he had been out but one minute that day; he 
had seen it. 'Ve had been out for hours; it was all over! 
All that ,ve could see ,vhen ,ve got back ,vas this- 


AI 
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That was ,vhat I had come to Brighton for-to eat 
prawns for breakfast-to pay five shillings for a warIn bath 
-and not to see the explosion. 
I set off for London the next day. One of Iny dinners 
was coming off that day-I had resigned it. There would 
very likely be turtle; and I wasn't there! Flesh and blood 
couldn't stand it. "I ,vill go to Dover to-morrow," I said, 
"and take the first packet that goes-that goes anywhere." 
I am at Dover. This is written frolu the Ship Hotel: 
let me recollect the adventures of the day. 
The Dover trains go from two places at once: but Iny 
belief is, the cabmen try and perplex yon. If it is the 
turn of the Bricklayers' Arlus train, they persuade you to 
* [" Paris and its People." By James Grant,] 



WANDERINGS OF OUR FAT CONTRIBUTOR. 75 


London Bridge, if of the London Bridge, they inveigle you 
to the Bricklayers' Arms-through that abominable suburb 
stretching away from Waterloo Bridge, and into the Great 
London, which seems as it ,vere run to seed. 
I passed a Theatre-these creatures have a theatre it ap- 
pears-it is called (to judge from a painted placard) the 
Victoria. It is a brick building, large, and with the win- 
dows cracked and stuffed with coats. 
At the Bricklayers' Arms, ,vhich we reached at length 
after paying several base turnpikes, and struggling through 
a noisy, dirty, bustling, dismal city of small houses and - 
queer shops and gin palaces-the policeman comes grin- 
ning up to the cab, and says" No train from here, sir- 
next train from London Bridge-hoften these mistakes. 
Cab drove a,vay only just this _,minute. You'll be in time 
if you go." 
T.rhe cablnan gallops off, with a grin. The brute! he 
kne,v it well enough. He went for an extra fare. 
As I do not wish to have a cOlljJ-de-soleil j or to be blinded 
with dust; or to have my nerves shattered by the infernal 
screaming of the engine as we rush howling through the 
tunnels: as I wish to sit as soft as I can in this life, and 
find a board by no means so elastic as a cushion, I take the 
first class, of course-I should prefer having some of the 
third-class people for company, though-I find them gene- 
rally less vulgar tha.íl their betters. 
I selected, as Inay be imagined, an elnpty calTiage: in 
which I lived pretty comfortably until we got to Reigate, 
where two persons with free tickets-engineers and Scotch- 
men-got into the carriage. 
Of course one insisted upon sitting down in the very seat 
opposite me. There were four seats, but he must takp 
that, on purpose to mingle his legs '\vith mine, and make 
me uncomfortable. I removed to the next seat--the mid- 
cUe one. This was ,vhat the wretch wanted. He plumped 
into nlY place. He had the two places by the ,vindow- 
the two best in the coach-he leered over my shoulder at 
his comrade a great, coarse, hideous Scotch smile. 
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I hate engineers, I hate Scotchmen, I hate brutes with 
free tickets, who take the places of gentlemen ,vho pay. 
On alighting at Dover, and reluelubering the extrava- 
gance of former charges at the Ship, under another pro- 
prietor (pray Heavens the morro,v's little bill lnay be a 
mild Olle I), I thought of going elsewhere. Touters were 
about seizing upon the passengers and recolnmending their 
hotels-" Now, GENTS, THE GUN!" roared one monster, I 
turned sickening away from him. "Take me to the Ship," 
I faintly gasped. 
On proposing for dinner, the ,vaiter says with an air as 
if he was inventing sOlnething extrelnely clever, " Whiting, 
Sir! Nice fried Sole? " 
Mon Die1t! ,vhat have I done to be pursued in this ,yay, 
by whiting and fl'ied sole? Is there nothing else in the 
world? Ain't I sick of fried sole and whiting-whiting 
and fried sole. Having eaten them for long years and 
years until my soul is weary of theine " You great ass," I 
felt inclined to exclailn, "I can get w
iting and sole in 
London, give me sOlnething llew! . . . 
Ah for that something l1e,v! I have seen the dry toast 
come up for Iny breakfast so Dlany, InallY times-the same 
old tough stiff leathery tasteless choky dry toast, that I can 
bear it no longer. The other morning (1 had been rather 
feverish all night) it caIne up and I declare I burst into 
tears, "Why do you -haunt me," I said, "you demd old 
toast! What have I done that there is no other companion 
for me but you? I hate and spurn you-and yet up you 
COine. Day by day, heartless brute, I leave you in the 
rack, and yet it's not you that suffers torture": and I made 
a passionate speech to that toast full of eloquence, and 
how led and flung the plateful at the door-just as l\{ary 
caIne Ill. 
She is the maid. She could not understand my feelings. 
She is contented with toast for breakfast, with bread I be- 
lieve, poor wretch! So are cows contented ,vith grass. 
Horses with corn. The fine spirit pants for novelty-and 
mine is sick of old toast. 
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"Gents" are spoken of familiarly even at this hotel. 
During dinner a messenger comes to ask if a young" gent" 
,vas dining in the coffee-rooIll? 
" No," says the waiter. 
"How is that?" thinks I, "am I not a young gent my- 
self? " He continues, "'}'here's two holdish ladies and a 
very young gent in No. 24; but t!tere's only a MIDDLE- 
RAGED gent in tIle Coffee-roorn." 
Has it come to this, then? Thirty something last birth- 
day, and to be called alniddle-agedgent? Away! Away! 
I can bear this ribaldry no more. Perhaps the sea may 
console me. 
And how? it's only a dinl straight line of horizon, ,vith 
no gaiety or variety in it. A few wretched little vessels are 
twiddling up and do,vn. A stealn-tug or two-yachts 
Inorc or less-the town is hideous, except for a neat ro\v of 
houses or two-the cliffs only respectable. The castle 
looks tolerable. But who, I should like to know, would be 
such a fool as to climb up to it? Hark! ,There is a band 
playing-it is a long nlile on ,and yet I go to listen to it. 
It is a band of ,vind-instrlunents of course, a military 
band, and the wretches listening in their stupid goorl-hu- 
motu are giving the players-beer. I knew what would hap- 
pen immediately upon the beer (I'm forbidden it luyself). 
They played so infernally out of tune that they blasted Iue 
off the ground-away froln the Dover Bucks, and the poor 
girls in their cheap finery, and the grinning yokels, and the 
maniacs riding velocipedes. 
This is what I sa,v lllost ,vorthyof remark all day. This 
person ,vas standing Oll the beach, and her garll1ents flapped 
round about her ill the breeze. She stood and looked and 
looked until somebody caIne-to her call apparently. 
SOlnebody a Inale of her species, dressed in corduroys and 
a frock. Then they paired off quite happy. 
That thing had a lover. 
Good-night, I can say no more. A Inonster has just told 
Ine that a vessel starts at 7 for Ostend: I will take it. I 
would take one for Jericho if it started at 6. 
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II. 


THE SEA. 


I HAD one comfort in quitting Dover. It was to see 
To,vzer, my tailor, of St. James's Street, lounging about 
the pier in a mal'ine jacket, with a tuft to his chin. 
His face, when he sa,v me in the boat, was one of the 
most intense agony. I owe Towzer ëE203. 
" Good-bye, To,vzer," I said. "I shall be back in four 
years." And I laughed a demoniac yell, and tumbled 
chattering down the brass stairs of the cabin. 


An Israelite had already taken the best place, and was 
preparing to be unwel1. I have observed that the" 
Iosaic 
Arabs," as Conillgsby calls them, are always particularly 
amenable to maritime discomfiture. · The Je.w's internal 
commotions were frightful during the passage. 


T,vo Oxford youths, one of ,vhom had been growing a 
moustache since the commencement of the vacation, began 
to smoke cigars, and assume particularly piratical airs. 
I took the picture of one of them an hour afterwards- 
stretched lifeless on the deck, in the agonies of sea -sickness. 
I will not print that likeness. It is too excellent. If 
his mamIna saw it, she would catch her death of fright, 
and order her darling Tommy 
home. I will rather publish 
the following- 
That man is studying Le- 
vizac's grammar. He is a 
Scotchman. He has not the 
least sense of modesty. As 
he gets up phrases out of 
that stale old grammar of 
1803 (he bought cheap on a 
stall in Glasgow), the wretch 
looks up, and utters the sen- 
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tences he has just acquired-serves theln up hot in his 
hideous jargon. "Parlyvoo Fl-ans1
s," says he, or " P'I-anny 
ga'l'de de '1nong tait." He thinks he has quite the accent. 
He never doubts but that he is in a situation to cope with 
the natives. And a'll fa it, he speaks French as well as 
many Belgians or Germans in those lands whither he is 
wandering. 
Poor Caledonian youth! I have been cralnnling him 
with the most dreadful lies all the way. I should have 
utterly bewildered him, and made him mad with lies, but 
for this circumstance :- 
In the middle of a very big one, which (administered by 
me) was slipping down his throat as glibly as an oyster, 
there came up from the cabin a young woman, not very 
pretty, but kind-looking, and she laid her hand upon the 
shoulder of that Levizac-reading Scotchman, and smiled, 
and he said with an air of superiority- 
" \Vall, Eliza, are ye batter noo? " 
It was his ,vife. She loved hÌ1n. Shë was partial to 
that snob. She did not mind the strings of his shirt-collar 
sticking out hehind his back. 
Gentle Eliza! a Dlan whom you love and whose exposed 
follies would give you pain, shall never be nlade the butt 
of the Fat Contributor. 


It will hardly be credited, but, upon my honour, there 
are foul' people on deck learning French dialogues as hard 
as they can. There is the Oxford luan who is not sick. A 
young lady who is to be the spokeswoman of her party of 
nine. A very pompous nlan, who swore last night in lny 
hearing that he was a capital hand at French, and the Cale- 
donian student before mentioned. 
vVhat a wise race! They learn French phrases to speak 
to Gerlnan waiters, who understand English perfectly. 
The coul'Ïers and gentlemen's Servants are luuch the 
most disang-ué-Iooking people in the ship. Lord Muffil1g- 
ton was on board, and of course I got into conversation 
,vith his Lordship-a noble looking person. But just when 
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I thought he might be on the point of asking me to Muling- 
ton Castle, he got up suddenly, and said, " Yes, my Lord," 
to a fellow I never should have suspected to a coronet. 
Yet he was the noble Earl, and my friend was but his 
flunky. 
Such is life! and so may its most astute observers be 
sometimes deceived. 
08
end, August C, 
While the couriers, comlnissioners, footmen, gentlemen, 
ladies'-lllaids, Scotchman ,vith the shirt-collar, the resus- 
citated Oxford youth, the fan1ily of nine, and the whole 
ship's passengers are struggling, puffing, stamping, squeez- 
ing, baw 1ing, cursing, tunlbling over their boxes and one 
another's shins, losing their keys, screaming to the com- 
Inissioners, having their treasures unfolded, their wonder- 
ful packed boxes unpacked so that it is inlpossible ever to 
squeeze the articles. back into their receptacles again; while 
there is such a scene of Babel clatter and confusion around 
me! ah! let me" thank Heaven that I have but a carpet 
bag! 
Any man going abroad ,vho purchases this nunlber of 
Funch a day previous to his departure, will bless me for- 
ever. Only take a carpet bag! Y Oll can have everything 
there taste or luxury delllands: six shirts, a fresh suit of 
clothes, as Inany razors as would shave the beards of a 
regÏ1nent of Turks, and what more does a traveller require? 
Buy nothing. Get a reading of :\Iurray's Guide Book froln 
your lleigbbour, and be independent and happy. 
}Iy acquaintance, the Hon. James Jillyflower, was in the 
boat ,vith fifteen trunks a
 I alll a sinner. lIe was induced 
to take packages for l1Ïs friends. This is the beauty of 
11aggage if you have a bag, you can refnse. On this score 
J l'efused twenty-four nn111bers of the 
1Jet}'opolit(ln .11Iaga- 
;.;ine, a teapot, and a hanl, which he accepted. 
Lady Scranljaw-the packet ,vas opened before my eyes 
by the custom-house officers at Ostend-gave Jillyflower a 
parcel of law papers to car1'Y to Italy, "only deeds upon 
bel' honour," and deeds they were, but with six pairs of 
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gloves inside. All his fifteen trunks were opened ill conse- 
quence of that six pair of gloves. He is made miserable 
for those gloves. But what cares Lady Scramjaw? Let 
all travellers beware then, and again and again bless me 
for the hint. 
I have no passport. They have arrested me. 
I am about to be conducted to the police. I may be put 
into a dungeon like O'Connell. Tyrants! lead on! 


III. 


I WAS not led to prison, as luight have been expected. 
I was only conducted to a corner of the room, ,vhere was 
an official with large lllustachios and a conical cap. Eye- 
ing me with lowering bro,vs, the following dialogue took 
place between Ine and this myrmidons of tyrants:- 
lIIan in the Cap-" Monsieur, votre passep01
t." 
Fat Cont1
ibutor-" lIionsieur, je'n' en ai pas." 
Man in the Cap-" Alors, 1I1onsieur, vous pou'l
rez passe?'" 
à votre hôtel." 
Fat Cont1'ibutor-" Bonjo'ltr, Monsieur" (ici le Gros Ré- 
dacte'ltr tire un profond coup de chapeau). 
Man in the Cap-" Monsie'lt1" je vous sa'zue." 
'Ve separated. I want to know how long Britons are to 
be subjected to such grinding oppression? 


We went then to our hotel-the Hôtel deB Bains. We 
were so foolish as to order Champagne for dinner. It is 
the worst Champagne I ever drank in my life: worse than 
Champagne at Vauxhall-worse than used to be supplied 
by a wine merchant at the University-worse even than the 
Bordeaux provided in the Hôtel des Bains. Good Heavens! 
is it for this I am come abroad? 
Is it for this! To drink bad wine-to eat fried soles as 
tough as my shoe-to have my nerves agitated about a 
passport-and, by way of a second course, to be served 
with flabby raw mutton-chops? Away! I can get these 
in Chancery Lane. Is there not such a place as Greenwich 
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in the WOl']ù; and aln I come two hundred miles for such an 
iniquitous <1innel' as this? 
I thought of going back again. 'Vhy did I come away? 
If there had been a gig at the door that instant to carry me 
to my native country, I ,vould have jumped in. But there 
is no hope. Look out of the window, miserable man, and 
see you are a stranger in a foreign land. There is an ale- 
house opposite, ,vith "HIER VERKOOPT MAS TRANKEY ", over 
the porch. A woman standing before me-a woman in 
wooden shoes. She had a Belgic child at her neck, an- 
other at her 
ide in little wooden shoekins. 
To theln appl>oached their father-a mariner-he kisses 
his wife, he kisses his children, and what does he do 
next? vVhy he wipes the nose of the eldest child, and 
then the fond father wipes the nose of the youngest 
child. 
Fancy its expression of gratitude, ye kind souls who read 
this. I aln a fat Ulan, but sOlllehow that touch of nature 
pleased me. It went to the heart through the nose. Ah! 
happy children, sua si bona nÔJ>int; if they did but know 
their luck! They have a kind father to tend them now, 
and defend their delicate faces froln the stornlS of life. I 
am alone in the ,vorld-sad and lonely. I have nobody to 
blo,v lny nose. There are others yet more wretched, who 
must steal the handkerchief ,vith which they perf 01'111 the 
operation. 
I could bear that feeling of loneliness no longer. A way! 
let us hasten on the dyke to enjoy the pleasures of the 
place. All Ostend is there, sitting before the Restaurant, 
and sipping ices as the Slln descends into the western 
wave. 
Look at his rounù disc as it sinks into the blushing 
waters I-look, too, at that fat woman bathing--as round 
as the sun. She ,vears a brown dressing-gown-t'vo bath- 
ers give her each a hand-she advances backwards towards 
the coming wave, and as it reaches her-plop! she sits 
down in it. 
She en1erges, puffing, wheezing, and shaking herself. 
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She retires, creeping up the steps of the bathing machine. 
She is succeeded by other stout nYlnphs, disporting i:a the 
waves. For hours and hours the Ostenders look on at this 
enchanting sight. 


The Ostend ()yster is falnous in Paris, and the joy of the 
gormandizer. Our good-natured neighbours would not en- 
joy thenl, perhaps, did they know of what country these 
oysters are natives. 
At Ostend they are called English Oystel's. Yes; they 
are born upon the shores of Albion. They are brought to 
Belgium young, and educated there. Poor molluscous ex- 
iles! they never see their country again. 
vVe rose at four, to be ready for the train. A ruffianly 
boots (by what base name they denominate the ,vretch in 
this country I know not) was pacing the corridors at half- 
past two. 
\Vhy the deuce will ,ve get up so confoundedly early on 
a journey? \Yhy do we persist in Inaking ourselves miser- 
able-depriving our souls of sleep, scuffling through our 
blessed meals, that we nlay be early on the road? Is not 
the sight of a good cOlllfol'table breakfast more lovely than 
any landscape in any country? And what turn ill the pros- 
pect is so charluing as the turn in a clean, snug bed, and 
another snooze of half an hour? 
This alone is ,vorth a guinea of any man's money. If 
you are going to tl'a vel, never lose your natural rest for 
anything. The prospect that yon want to see will be there 
l1ext day. You can't see an object fairly unless you have 
had your natlual sleep. A woman in curl-papers, a man 
unshorn, are not fit to exaluine a landscape. A.11 empty 
stolnach makes blank eyes. If you would enjoy exterior 
objects well, dear friend, let your inner man be comfort- 
able. 
Above all, young traveller, take my advice and never, 
never, be such a fool as to go up a nlountain, a tower or a 
steeple. I have tried it. :\rlen still ascend eminences 
to this day, and, descending, say they have been de- 
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lighted. But it is a lie. They have been n1Ïserable the 
whole day. Keep you down: and have breakfast while 
the asinine hunters after the picturesque go braying up the 
hill. 


It is a broiling day. Some arduous fellow-countrymen, 
now that we have arrived, think of mounting the tower of 


ANTWERP. 


Let you and me rather remain in the cool Cathedral, and 
look at the pictures there, painted by the gentleman WhOlll 
Lady Londonderry calls Reuben. * 
We examined these ,vorks of art at our leisure. We 
thought to ourselves what a privilege it is to be allowed to 
look at the works of Reuben (or any other painter) after' 
the nobility have gazed on them! "What did the Noble 
Marquis think about Reuben?" we lnentally inquired-it 
would be a cOlnfort to know his opinion; and that of the 
respected aristocracy in general. 
So thought some people at the table-d' hófe, near whom 
we have been sitting. Poor innocents! How little they 
knew that the fat gentlelnan opposite was the contributor 
of-ha! ha! My n1Índ fills with a savage exultation every 
now and then, as, hearing a piece of folly, I say inwardly 
-" Ha, my fine fellow! you are down." The poor wretch 
goes pottering on 'with his dinner: he little knows he will 
be in Punch that day fortnight. 
There is something fierce, luighty, savage, inquisitorial, 
demoniac, in the possession of that power! But ,ve wield 
the dreadful weapon justly. It would be death in the 
hands of the inexperienced to entrust the thunderbolts of 
PunclL. There they sit, poor, siInple lambs! all browsing 
away at their victuals; frisking in their innocent, silly way 
-lnaking puns, some of them-quite unconscious of their 
fate. 
One luan quoted a joke from Punch. It was one of my 
· [See" Lady L, '8 Journal of a Visit to Foreign Courts."] 
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own. Poor wretch! And to think that you, too, must 
submit to the knife? 
COJne, 
Gentle victim! Let me plunge it into you. 
But my paper is out. I will reserve the slaughter for 
the next letter. 


IV. 


[The relations, friends, and creditors of the singular and en-atic 
being who, under the title of the Fat Contributor (he is, by the 
way, the thinnest mortal,thatever was seen), wrote some letters 
in August last in this periodical, have been alarmed by the sud- 
den cessation of his correspondence; and the public, as we have 
reason to know from the innumerable letters we have received, 
has participated in this anxiety. 
Yesterday by the Peninsular and 01'Ìental Company's steam-ship 
Tagu8, we received a packet of letters in the strange handwrit- 
ing of our eccentric friend; they are without date, as might be 
expected from the author's usual irregularity, but the first 
three letters appear to have been written at sea, between South- 
ampton and Gibraltar, the last from the latter-named place. 
The letters contain some novel desCliptions of the countries 
which our friend visited, some neat and apposite moral senti- 
ments, and some animated descriptions of maritime life; we 
therefore hasten to lay them before the public. 
He requests us to pay his laundress in Lincoln's Inn" a small for- 
gotten account." As we have not the honour of that lady's 
acquaintance, and as no doubt she reads this Miscellany (in 
company with every lady of the land), we beg bel' to apply at 
our Office, where her claim, upon authentication, shall be set- 
tled. ] 


IIA VING been at Brussels for three whole days (during 
which tinle I calculate, I ate no less than fifty-four dishes 
at that admirable table-d' hóte at the Hôtel de Suède), time 
began to hang heavily upon me. Although I am fat, I am 
one of the most active men in the Universe-in fact, I roll 
like a ball-and possess a love of locomotion which would 
do credit to the leanest of travellers, George Borrow, Cap- 
tain Clapperton, or Mungo Park. I therefore pursued a 
rapid COllI'se to Paris, and thence to Havre. 
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As Havre is the dullest place on earth, I quitted it the 
next day by the Ariadne steamer-the weather was balm, 
real balm. A myriad of twinkling stars glittered down on 
the deck which bore the Fat Contributor to his nati"\"e 
sho1'es- the crescent moon shone in a sky of the most ele- 
gant azure, and myriads of dimples decked the smiling 
countenance of the peaceful Inain. I ,vas so excited I 
would not turn into bed, but paced the quarter-deck all 
night, singing my favourite sea songs--all the pieces out 
of all the operas which I had ever heard, and many more 
tunes whinh I invented on the spot, but have forgotten 
long since. 
I never passed a 111 ore delicious night. I lay down 
happily to :J-'est, folded in my cloak-the eternal stars 
above me, and beneath me a horse-hair mattress, which the 
steward brough t from belo'v. When I rose like a giant 
refreshed at Iuorn, 'Vight was passed; the two churches of 
Southampton lay on my right hand; we were close to the 
pIer. 
"What is yonder steamer?" I asked of the steward, 
pointing to a handsolne, sliIll, black craft that lay in the 
harbor, a flag of blue, red, ,vhite, and yellow, on one Illast; 
a blue peter (signal of departure) at another. 
"That," said the steward, "is the Peninsular and Orien- 
tal Steam Navigation Company's ship, Lady JJJ.ary Wood. 
She leaves port to-day for Gibral tar, touching on her way 
at Vigo, Oporto, Lisbon and Cadiz." 
I quitted the Ariadne-J as on did the same in LeIll- 
prière's Dictionary, and she consoled herself with drink- 
ing, it is said-I quitted the ship, and went to the inn, 
with the most tremendous thoughts heaving, panting, boil- 
ing, in Iny bosom! 
"Lisbon! " I said, as I cut into a cold round of beef for 
breakfast (if I have been in foreign parts for a ,veek, I 
always take cold beef and ale for breakfast)-" Lisbon!" 
I exclaimed, "the fleuve del' Tage! the orange groves of 
Cintra! the vast towers of Mafra Belem, the Gallegos, and 
the Palace of N ecessidades ! Can I see all these in a 
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,veek? Have I courage enough to go and see them? " I 
took another cut at the beef. 
" What! " continued I (lny mouth full of muffin), "is it 
possible that I, sitting here as I am, may without the least 
trouble, and at a trifling expense, transport myself to 
Cadiz, shining 0' er the dark blue sea, to the land of the 
SOlnbrero and the Seguidilla-of the puchera, the much- 
acha, and the Abanico? If I employ my time well, I may 
see a bull-fight, an auto-da-jé, or at least a revolution. I 
may look at the dark eyes of the Andalusian maid flashing 
under the dark Ineshes of her veil; and listen to Alma- 
viva's guitar, as it tinkles under the balcony of Rosina?- 
vVhat time does the Mary 1Vood go, ,vaiter't" I cried. 
The slave replied she went at half-past three. 
"And does she make Gibraltar?" I continued. " Say, 
John, will she land me at Gibel el Altar? opposite the 
coast of Africa, whence whilom swarm eel the galleys of the 
Moor, and. landed on the European shores the dusky squad- 
rons of the Moslemah? Do you mean to say, rrhomas, that 
if I took my passage in yon boat, a few days would trans- 
port me to the scene reno-wned in British story-the fortress 
seized by Rook, and guarded by Elliot? Shall I be able 
to see the smoking ruins of Tangiers, which the savage 
bully of Gaul burned down in braggadocio pride?-" 
" VV ould you like anything for dinner before you go? " 
William here rather sulkily interrupted nle; "I can't be a 
listening to you all day - there's the bell of 24 ringing like 
mad. " 
My repast was by this time concluded-the last slice of 
boiled beef made up lny Inind cOlllpletely. I ,vent forth 
to the busy town-l sought a ready-ulade linen warehouse 
-and in the twinkling of an eye I purchased all that was 
necessary for a two nlonths' voyage. 
Fr01n that 1nornent I let }ny 1n1tstnclâos grow. At a quar- 
ter-past three, a mariner of a stout but ,veathel'-beaten ap- 
pearance, with a quantity of new carpet-bags and portInan- 
teaus, containing t,venty-four new shirts (six terrifically 
striped), two dozen ditto stockings-in brief, everything 
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necessary for travel, tripped lightly up the ladder of the 
Lady Ma1'y TVood. 
I luade a bow as I have seen T. P. Cooke do it on the 
stage. " A vast there, my hearty," I said; "can you tell 
me which is the skipper of this here craft, and can a sea- 
man get a stowage in her?" 
"I aln the Captain," said the gentleluan, rather surprised. 
"Tip ns your daddle, then, myoid sea-dog, and give us 
change for this here Henry Hase." 
'Twas a bank note for 100l. and the number was 33769. 


v. 


THE SHIP AT SEA.-DoLORES! 


THE first thing that a narrow-minded individual does on 
. shipboard is to make his own berth comfortable at the ex- 
pense of his neighbours. The next is to criticise the pas- 
sengers round about him. 
Do you remark, when Britons meet, with what a scowl 
they salute each other, as much as to say, "Bless your eyes, 
what the angel do you do here?" Young travellers, that 
is to say, adopt this fascinating mode of introduction-I 
am old in voyaging-I go up with a bland smile to one and 
every passenger. I originate sonle clever observation about 
the fineness of the weather-if there are ladies, I manage 
to make some side appeal to thell
, w:h.ich is sure of a ten- 
der appreciation; above all, if there are old ladies, fat 
ladies, very dropsical, very sea-sick, or ugly ladies, I pay 
theln some delicate attention-I go up and insinuate a pil- 
low under their poor feet. In the intervals of sickness I 
whisper, "a leetle hot sherry and water! " All these little 
kindnesses act upon their delicate hearts, and I know that 
they say to thelusel ves, "How exceedingly polite and well- 
bred that stout young man is." 
"It's a pity he's so fat," says one. 
"Yes, but then he's so active," ejaculates another. 
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And thus you, my dear and ingenuous youth who read 
this, and whom I recommend to lay to heart every single 
word of it-I am adored by all Iny fellow-passengers. 
When they go ashore they feel a pang at parting ,vith their 
anlÏable companion. I am only surprised that I have not 
been voted several pieces of plate upon these occasiol1s- 
perhaps, dear youth, if you follow my exam pIe you lnay 
be more lucky. 
Acting upon this benevolent plan, I shall not begin satiri- 
cally to describe the social passengers that tread with me 
the deck of the Lady 
Wary lVood. I shall not, like that 
haughty and supercilious wretch with the yellow whiskers, 
yonder, cut short the gentle efforts at good fellowship 
which human beings around me may make-or grlunble at 
the dinner, or the head-wind, or the narrowness of the 
berths, or the jarring of the engines-but shall nlake light 
of all these-nay, by ingenuity, turn them to a facetious 
and moral purpose. Here, for instance, is a picture of the 


ship, taken under circumstances of great difficulty-over 
the engine-rooin-the funnel snorting, the ship's sides 
throbbing, as if in a fit of ague. 
There! I flatter myself that is a master-piece of per- 
spective. If the Royal Academy would exhibit, or Mr. 

loon would publish a large five guinea plate of the" lnain- 
T-Vol. 24 
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deck of a steamer," how the public would admire and pur. 
chase! \Vith a little imagination, you may fancy yourself 
on shipboard. Before you is the iron grating, up to which 
you see peeping every minute the pumping head of the 
engine; on the right is the galley, where the cook prepares 
the victuals that we eat or not, as weather permits, near 
which stands a living likeness of }lr. Jones, the third 
engineer; to the left and running along the side of the 
paddle-boxes are all sorts of mysterious little houses 
painted green, from which mates, mops, cabin-boys, black 
engineers, and oily cook's-assistants emerge; above is the 
deck between the two paddle-boxes on which the captain 
,valks in his white trousers and telescope (you may catch 
a glimpse of the former), and from which in bad weather 
he, speaking-trumpet in hand, rides the whirlwind and 
directs the storIn. Those are the buckets in case of fire; 
see how they are dancing about because they have nothing 
else to do-I trust they will always remain idle. A ship 
on fire is a conveyance by ,vhich I have no mind to travel. 
Far away, by the quarter-deck ladder, you see accu- 
rate portraits of Messrs. Mac Whirter and Mac Murdo, of 
Oporto and St. Mary's, wine-merchants; and far, far away, 
on the quarter-deck, close by the dark helmsman, with 
the binnacle shining before his steadfast eyes, and the 
English flag streaming behind him (it is a confounded 
head-wind)-you see-O my ,vildly beating, my too sus- 
ceptible heart I-you see DOLORES! 
I write her nanle ,vith a sort of despair. I think it is 
fonr hours ago since I wrote that ,vord on the paper. 
They were at dinner, but (for a particular reason) I cared 
not to eat, and sat at my desk apart. The dinner went 
away, either down the throats of the eager passengers, or 
to the black caboose whence it came-dessert passed-the 
sun set-tea came-the moon rose-she is now high in 
heaven, and the steward is laying the supper things, and 
all this while I have been thinking of Dolores, Dolol'es, 
Dolores! 
She is a little far off in the picture; but by the aid of a 
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microscope, my dear sir, you may see every lineament of 
her delicious countenance-every fold of the drapery which 
adorns her fair form, and falls down to the loveliest foot 
in the world! Did you ever see anything like that ankle? 
-those thin, open-worked stockings make my heart thump 
in an indescribable rapture. I would drink her health out 
of that shoe; but I swear it would not hold more than a 
liqueur glass of wine. Before she left us-ah me! that 
I should have to write the words left 'U8-1 tried to make 
her likeness; but the abominable brute of a steam-engine 
shook so, that-would you believe it? -this is all I could 
make of the loveliest face in the world! 


I look even at that with a melancholy pleasure. It is 
not very like her, certainly; but it was drawn frOin her- 
it is not the rose, but it has been near it. Her complexion 
is a sort of gold colour-her eyes of a melting, deep, un- 
fathom ably deep brown-and as for her hair, the varnish 
of my best boots for evening parties is nothing compared 
to it for blackness and polish. 
She used to sit on the quarter-deck of sunny afternoons, 
and smoke paper cigars-oh if you could have seen how 
sweetly she smiled and how prettily she puffed out the 
smoke! I have got a bit of one of them ,vhich has been 
at her sweet lips. I shall get a gold box to keep it in 
some day when I am in cash. There she sat silloking, and 
the young rogues of the ship used to come crowding round 
her. Mac Whirter was sorry she didn't stop at Oporto, 
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Mac l\t{urdo was glad because she was going to Cadiz- I 
warrant he was-my heart was burst asunder with a twang 
and a snap, and she carried away half of it in the Malta 
boat, .which bore her a,vay from Ine forever. 
Dolores was not like your COlnlnOll mincing English girls 
-she had always a repartee and a joke upon her red lips 
which made everyone around her laugh-some of these 
jokes I would repeat were it not a breach of confidence; 
and had they not been uttered in the Spanish language, of 
which I don't understand a word. So I used to sit quite 
silent and look at her full in the face for hours and hours, 
and offer her my homage that way. 
You should have seen how Dolores ate too! Our table 
was served four times a-day-at breakfast, with such deli- 
cacies as beefsteaks, bubble and squeak, fried hanl and 
eggs, hashed goose, twice-laid, etc.,-of all which trifles 
little Dolores would have her share-the saIne at dinner 
when she was well: and-,vhen beneath the influence of 
angry Neptune the poor soul was stretched in the berth of 
sickness, the ste,vards ,vould nevertheless bear away plates 
upon plates of victuals to the dear suffering girl; and it 
would be" Irish stew for a lady, if you please, sir?"- 
"rabbit and- onions for the ladies' cabin "-" Duck, if you 
please, and plenty of stuffing, for the Spanish lady. " 
And such is our blind partiality when the heart is con- 
cerned, that I admired that conduct in my Dolores which 
I should have detested in other people. For instance, if 1 
had seen Miss Jones or 
Iiss Slnith making peculiar 11lay 
with her knife, or pulling out a tooth-pick after dinner, 
what ,vonld have been l1lY feelings? 
But I only saw perfection in Dolores. 


VI. 


FROM MY LOG-BoOK AT SEA. 
WEare at sea-yonder is Finisterre. 
The only tempest I have to describe during the voyage 
is that raging in my own stormy interior. It is Blost pro- 
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vokingly uncomfortably fine weather. As we pass Ushant 
there is not a cloud on the sky, there scarcely seems a rip- 
ple on the ,vater-and yet-oh yet! it is not a calm witldn. 
Passion and sea-sickness are raging there tumultuously. 
Why is it I cannot eat my victuals? Why is it that 
when Steward brought to nlY couch a plateful of Sea-Pie 
(I called wildly for it, having read of the dish in maritime 
novels), why is it that the onions of which that delectable 
condiment seenlS to be mainly composed, caused a convul- 
sive shudder to pass from my nose through my whole 
agonised fraIne, obliging me to sink back gasping in the 
crib, and to forego all food for many, many hours? 


I think it must be my love for Dolores that causes this 
desperate disinclination for food, and yet I have been in 
love many times before, and I don't recollect ever having 
lost Iny desire for my regular four meals a day. I believe 
I In ust be very far gone this tinle. 
I ask Frank, the Steward, how is the Señora? She 
suffers, the dear, deal' Soul! She is in the ladies' cabin- 
she has just had a plate of roast-pork carried in to her. 
She always chooses the dishes 
with onions-she COlnes 
fro In the sunny South, .where both onions and garlic are 
plentifully used-and yet somehow, in the depression of 
IllY spirits-I .wish, I wish she hadn't a partiality for that 
particular vegetable. 


It is the next day. I have lost almost all count of tiIne; 
and only know how to trace it faintly, by relnell1bel'ing 
the Champagne days-Thursday and Sunday. 
I aln abominably hungry. And yet .when I tried at 
breakfast !-O horror !-I was obliged to plunge back to 
the little cabin again, and have not been heard of since. 
Since then I have been lying on my back, sadly Inunching 
biscuit and looking at the glimlner of the sun through the 
deadlight overhead. 
I 'Was on the sofa, enjoying (if a wretch so lniserable call 
be said to enjoy anything) the fresh breeze which came 
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through the open port-hole, and played upon my dewy 
brow. But a confounded great ,vave came flouncing in at 
the orifice, blinded me, wet Ine through, wet alliny linen 
in the carpet-bag, rusted all my razors, lliade ,vater-buckets 
of my boots, and played the deuce ,vith a tin of sweet bis- 
cuits ,vhich have formed Iny only solace. 
Ha! ha! 'Vhat do I want with boots and razors? I 
could not put on a boot now if you were to give nle a thou- 
sand guineas. I could not shave if my life depended on 
it. I think I could cut Iny head off-but the razors are 
rusty and would not cut clean. 0 Dolores, Dolores! 


The hunger grows worse and worse. It seeins to Ine an 
age since butcher's Ineat passed these lips: and, to add to 
my misery, I can hear every word the callous wretches are 
saying in the cabin; the clatter of the plates, the popping 
of the soda-,vater corks-or, can it be Champagne day, and 
I a miserable gl'oveller on Iny lnattress? The follo,ving is 
the conversation:- 
Captain. Mr. Jones, Inay I have honour of a glass of 
wine? Frank, some Champagne to }Il'. Jones. 
Colonel Conely (of the Spanish service). That's a 111Ïghty 
delicate hanl, Mr. Carver, may I thrubble ye for another 
slice? 
lib'. If,lac ]"IlU'do (of St. Mal'y's, sherry-nlerchant). 
Where does the Providore get this sherry? If he would 
send to lilY cellars in St. l\Iary's, I ,vould put him in a 
couple of butts of wine that shouldn't cost him half the 
money he pays for this. 
M1'. ]"lac Whi1'tCJ' (of Oporto). The sherry's good enough 
for sherry, which is never worth the drinking; but the 
port is abominable. Why doesn't he COlne to our house 
for it? 
Captain. There is nothing like leather, gentleIllen.- 
More Chalnpagne, Frank-l\ll'. Bung, try the Inaccaroni. 

Ir. Perkins, this plum-pudding is capital. 
Stewa
d. SOlne pudding for 
Irs. Bigboc1y in the cabin, 
and another slice of duck for the Sei1ora. 



WANDERINGS OF OUR FAT CONTRIBUTOR. 95 


And so goes on the horrid talk. They are eating-sll,
 
is eating; they laugh, they jest. Mr. Smith jocularly in- 
quires, Ho.w is the fat gen tlmnan that 'was so gay on board 
the first day? Meaning rne, of course; and I am lying 
supine in my berth, without even strength enough to pull 
the rascal's nose. I detest Smith. 
F1'iday.- Vigo j its bay j bea/utyof its envÙ'ons.-.l.Velson. 
Things look more briskly; the swell has gone down. 
\Ve are upon deck again. 'Ve have breakfasted. 'Ve 
have made up for the tinle lost in abstinence during the 
two former days. Dolores is on deck; and when the 
spring sun is out, where should the butterfly be but on the 
wing? Dolores is the sun, I am the remainder of the 
sÏ1nile. 
It is astonishing how a few hours' calnl can make one for. 
get the long hours of weary bad weather. I can't fancy I 
have been ill at all, but for those melancholy observations 
scrawled feebly down in pencil in IllY journal yesterday. I 
am in clean shining white-ducks, my blue shirt-collars 
falling elegantly over a yello-w bandanna. 
[y moustachios 
have come on wonderfully; they are a little red or so. 
But the Spanish, they say, like fair faces. I would do 
anything for Dolores but smoke with her; that I confess I 
dare not attempt. 


It appeal's it was the Bay of Biscay that made me so ill. 
\Ve were in Vigo yesterday (a plague take it! I have 
missed ,vhat is said to be one of the lllost beautiful bays in 
the world); but I was ill, and getting a little sleep; and 
when it is known as a fact that a Nelson ,vas always ill on 
first going to sea, need a Fat Contributor be ashamed of a 
manly and natural ,veakness? 


Saturday.-Description of OP01'tO. 
vVe were off the bar at an exceedingly early hour-so 
early, that although a gun fired and waked me out of a 
sound sleep, I did not rise to examine the town. 
It is three miles inland, and therefore cannot be seen. 
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It is fatnous forthe generous wine which bears the name of 
port, and is drunk by some after dinner; by other, and I 
think wiser persons, siInply after cheese. 
As about ten times as much of this liquor is drunk in 
England as is made in Portugal, it is needless to institute 
any statistical inquiries into the growth and consumption 
of the wine. 
Oporto was besieged by DOll Miguel, the rightful king, 
who, although he had Marshal Bourmont and Justice on 
his side, was defeated by Don Pedro and British V alour. 
Thus may our arms ever triull1ph! These are the only 
facts I was enabled to gather regarding Oporto. 


New Passenge1's.-On coming 011 deck, I was made aware 
that .we had touched land by the presence on the boat of 
at least a hundred passengers, ,vho had not before appeared 
among us. They had COlne from Vigo, and it appears were 
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no Inore disposed to rouse at the nlorning gun than I was; 
for th
y lay asleep on the fore-deck for the Inost part, in 
the very attitudes here depicted by Ille. 
They ,vel'e Gallegos going to Lisbon for service; and I 
wished that a better hand than mine- viz., one of those 
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immortal pencils which decol'ate the cohullns of our dear 
Punch-had been there to take cognizance of these strange 
chilùren of the 
South - in their 
scarfs and their 
tufted hats, with 
their brown faces 
shining as they lay 
under the sun. 
Nor were these 
the only new' pas- 
sengers; with them 
caIne on board a 
half-dozen of Hungarian cloth-sellers, of one of whom here 
is the accnrate Portrait as 
he lay upon two barrels, and 
slept the sleep of innocence 
sub Jot'e. 
Again the same individ- 
ual, but ah how changed! 
He is suffering frolll the 
pangs of sea-sickness, and 
I have no doubt is yearn- 
ing for fatherland, or land 
of SOlne sort. But I am in- 
terrupted. Hark! 'tis the 
bell for lunch! '*' 


* Though our fat friend's log has been in the present instance a 
little tedious, the observant reader may nevertheless draw from it a 
complete and agreeable notion of the rise, progress, and conclusion 
of the lualady of sea-sickness. He is exhausted; he is melancholy; 
he is desperate; he rC1jects his victuals; }lC grows hungry, but dares 
not eat; be Inends; his spirits rise; aU his faculties are restored to 
him; and he eats with redoubled vigour. This fine diagnosis of the 
lllaritime complaint, we pronounce from experience lllay be per- 
fectly relied upon. 
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" PUNCH" IN THE EAST. 


FROM OUR FAT CONTRIBUTOR. 


1. 
On board tlte P. & O. Oompany's Ship, 
Bun'umpooter, Off Alexandria. 
F AT CONTRIBUTOR, indeed! I lay down IllY pen, and 
smiling in bitter scorn as I write the sarcastic title-l re- 
meillber it was that which I assul11ed when my peregrina- 
tions began. I t is now an absurd lllisnomer. 
I forget whence I wrote to .yon last. \Ve were but three 
wee ks frolll England, I think-off Cadiz, or l\Ialta, per- 
haps-I was full of IllY recollections of Dolores-full in 
other ways, too. I have travelled in the East since then. 
I have seen the gardens of Bnjukdore and the kiosks of the 
Seraglio: I have seen the sun sinking behind Morea's hills, 
and rising over the red 'waves of the Nile. I have trav- 
ellecllike Benjan1Ïn D'Israeli, Ulysses, lVIonckton ]\{ilnes, 
and the eminent sages of all 'bimes. I alll not the fat being 
I was (and proudly styled nlyself) ,vhen I left Iny dear, 
dear Pall }\tlall. You recollect my N ugee dress-coat, ,vith 
the brass buttons and Canary silk lining, that the Author 
of the" Spirit of the. Age" '*' used to en yy? I never con- 
fessed it-but I was in agonies when I wore that coat. I 
was girthed in (in'wardly) so tight, that I thought every 
day after the third entrée apoplexy would ensue-and had 
IllY nalne and address written Ill0st legibly in the breast 
flap, so that I Illight be carried hOlne in case I was found 
speechless in the street on lIlY return froln dinner. 'A snlÏl- 
ing face often hides an aching heart; I proillise you Inine 
did in that coat, and not IllY heart only, but other regions. 
There is a skeleton in every house-and mine-no-I 
wasn't exactly a skeleton in that garnlent, but suffered 
* [R. H. Horne.] 
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secret torments in it, to which, as I take it, those of the 
Inquisition were trifles. 
I put it on t'other day to dine with Bucksheesh Pasha at 
Grand Cairo-I could have buttoned the breast over to the 
two buttons behind. 
Iy dear Sir-I looked like a perfect 
Guy. I am wasted away-a fading flo,ver-I don't weigh 
above sixteen and a half now. Eastern Travel has done it 
-and all my fat friends may read this and consider it. It 
is sOlnething at least to kno,v. Byron (one of 'llS) took 
vinegar and starved hilnself to get down the disagreeable 
plenitude. Vinegar?-nonsense I-try Eastern travel. I 
am bound to say, however, that it don't answer in all cases. 
'\Vaddilove, for instance, with 'v hOlll I have been making 
the journey, has bulged out in the Slill like a pumpkin, and 
at dinner you see his coat and waistcoat buttons spirt vio- 
lently off his garn1ents-no longer able to bear the confine- 
Inent there. One of thelll hit Colonel Sourcillon plump on 
the nose, on which the Frenchman * "" * But to re- 
turn to my own case. A Iuan always speaks most natu- 
rally and truly of that which occurs to hhllself. 
I attribute the din1Ïnution in IllY size not to my want of 
appetite, which has been uniformly good. Pale ale is to 
be found universally throughout Turkey, Syria, Greece, 
and Egypt, and after a couple of foaming bottles of Bass, 
a man could eat a crocodile (we had some at Bucksheesh 
Pasha's, fattened in the tanks of his country villa of El 

Iuddee, on the Nile, but tough-very fishy and tough)- 
t.he appetite, I say, I have found to be generally good in 
these regions-and attribute the corporeal din1Ïnution solely 
. TO WANT OF SLEEP. 
I give you my word of honour, as a gentleman, that 101. 
seven weell's 1 hnoe neon' slept (It single wink. It is IllY be... 
lief that nobody does in the East. You get to do without 
it perfectly. It Inay be said of these countries, they are 
so hospitable, you are never alone. Yon have always 
friends to come and pass the night with you, and keep yon 
alive with their cheerful innocent gaillbols. At Constanti- 
nople, at Athens, 
Ialta, Cairo, Gibl'altar, it is an the same. 
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Your watchful friends persist in paying you attention. 
The frisky and agile flea, the slow but steady-purposed bug 
-the fairy mosquito, with his mellow-sounding-horn, rush 
to welcome the stranger to their shores-and never leave 
him during his stay. At first, and before you are used to 
the manners of the country, the attention is rather annoy- 
ing. Here, for instance, is my miniature- 


F. C. ON GOING TO B1W AT 
GIBRALTER. 


F. C. ON GETTING UP THE 
NEXT MORNING. 


Man is a creature of habit. I did not at first like giving 
up my sleep. I had been used to it in England. I occa- 
sionally repined as my friends persisted in calling IllY at- 
tention to them, grew sulky and peevish, wished luyself in 
bed in Loudon-nay, in the worst bed in the 1110St fre- 
quented old, lllouldy, lllUSty, wooden-galleried coach inn in 
Aldgate or Holborn. I recollect a night at the Bull, in 
poor dear old Mrs. Nelson's tilne-well, well, it is nothing 
to the East. \Vhat a country would this be for Tiffin, and 
what a noble field for his labours! 
Though I aill used to it now, I can't say but it is probable 
that when I get back to England I shall return to Iny old 
habits. Here, on board the Peninsular and Oriental COlnpa- 
ny's magnificent stealllship Bu/rrumpooter, I thought of try- 
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ing whether I could sleep any lnore. I had got the sweetest 
little cabin in the world; the berths rather small and tight 
for a luan of still considerable proportions-but everything 
as neat, sweet, fresh and elegant as the most fastidious 
alnateur of the night-cap n1Íght desire. I hugged the idea 
of having the little palace all to lnyself. I placed a neat 
white night-gown and IllY favourite pink silk cap, on the 
top berth ready. The sea ,vas as clear as glass-the breeze 
caIne cool and refreshing through the port-hole- the towers 
of Alexandria faded away as Ollr ship sailed westward. 
1\[y Egyptian friends were left behind. It ,vouid soon be 
sunset. I longed for that cahn hour, and meanwhile went 
to enjoy 111yself at dinner ,vith a hundred and forty passen- 
gers from Suez, who laughed and joked, drank Chan1paglle, 
and the exhilarating Hodgson, and brought the latest news 
froin ÐUIndlUll Futtyghur. 
I happened to sit next at table to the French gentleman 
before Inentioned, Colonel Sourcillon, in the service of the 
Rajah of Lahore, returning to Europe on leave of absence. 
The Colonel is six feet high-of a grÍln and yellow physi- 
ognomy, with a red ribbon at his button-hole, of course, 
and large black mustachios, curling up to his eyes-to one 
eye, that is-the other was put out in mortal combat, which 
has likewise left a furious purple gash down one cheek, a 
respectable but terrible sight. 
" V ous 'J'egardez ma cicat1'ice," said the Colonel, perceiving 
that I eyed hiin with interest. "Je l' ai 'J'eçue en Espagnc, 
MonsieUl", à la bataille de Vitt01'ia, qu,e n01lS avons garlnée 
sur'L'Ous. J'ai tué de 'Jna 1nain le gl'1"1'ed1.
n de Feldn
a'l'échal 
Anglais qui 1n' a donné cette noble blessure. Elle n' est pas la 
seule, l11onsieur. Je possède enC01'e soixante-quatorze cicfLtr-i- 
cees .';U'l' le corps. lJfais j' ai fai:t sonner pu'/"tout le grrrand 
nOln de la ji'r1>ance Vous étes 'lnilitaire, ]}lonsieul"? .Non? 
-Passez 'lnfJi le poivre-1'ouge, s'il1'01lS pla-it." 
The Colonel elnptied the cayenne pepper cruet over his 
fish, and directed his conversation entirely to me. He told 
me that anI'S was a perfidious nation, that he esteen1ed 
some individuals, but detested the country, which he hoped 
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to see ém'rrasé un jour. He said I spoke French with re-- 
markable purity; that on board all our steamers there was 
an infamous 
onspiracy to insult every person bearing the 
name of Frenchman; that he would call out the Captain 
directly they came ashore; that he could not even get a 
cabin; had lone? On my affirmative reply, he said I was 
a person of such amiable manners, and so unlike my coun- 
trymen, that he would share my cabin with me-and in- 
stantly shouted to the steward to put his trunks into num- 
ber 202. 
What could I do? When I ,vent on deck to smoke a 
cigar, the Colonel retired, pretending a petite santé, suffer- 
ing a horrible mal de rne1', and dreadful shooting-pains in 
thirty-seven of his wounds. What, I say, could I do? I 
had not the cabin to myself. He had a right to sleep there 
-at any rate, I had the best berth, and if he did not snore, 
my rest would not be disturbed. 
But ah! my dear friends-when I thought I would go 
down and sleep-the first sleep after seven weeks-fancy 
,vhat I saw-he was asleep in my berth. 
llis sword, gun, and pistol-cases blocked up the other 
sleeping-place; his bags, trunks, pipes, cloaks, and port- 
manteaus, every corner of the little room. 
" Qui 'lJa I à ?" roared the monster, with a terrific oath, 
as I entered the cabin. "Ah! c'est vous, Monsieur, pO'll'J>- 
q1toi diable fâites-vous tant de b1"'ltit? J' ai une petite santé J' 
lldssez moi dormir en paix." 
I went upon deck. I shan't sleep till I get back to Eng- 
land again. I paid my passage all the way home; but I 
stopped, and am in quarantine at Malta. I couldn't make 
the voyage with that Frenchman. I have no money; send 
me some, and relieve the miseries of him who was once 
,THE FAT CONTRIBUTOR. 
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II. 


ON THE PROSPECTS OF PUNCH IN THE EAST 


To the Edit01' of Pu-n
h (Oonfidential). 


:Alv DEAR SIR 
In IUY last letter (which was intended for the public eye) 
I was too much affected by the reoollection of 'v hat Ilnay 
be 
permitted to call the Arabian Nights' Elltertainnu.nts, to 
allow me for the moment to comlnit to paper that useful 
information, in the iInparting of which your Journal-our 
Journal-the world's Journal-yields to none, and which 
the British public will naturally expect frolll all who con- 
tribute to your columns. I address Iuyself therefore pri- 
vately to you, so that you lnay deal with the facts Ilnay 
COlulllunicate as you shall think best for the general welfare. 
\Vhat I wish to point out especially to your notice is, the 
astonishing progress of Punch in the East. Moving ac- 
cording to your orders in strict incognito, it has been a 
source of wonder and delight to me to heal' how often the 
nanle of the noble 1\iiscellany ,vas in the mouths of Britjsh 
men. At Gibraltar its jokes passed alnong the lnidship- 
men, merchants, Jews, &c., assembled at the hotel table 
(and quite unconscious how sweetly their words sounded on 
the ear of a silent guest at the board) as current, ay, luuch 
more current, than the coin of the reahn. At 1\Ialta, the 
first greeting between Captain Tagus and SOlue other Cap- 
tain in anchor-buttons, who came to hail hÜn when we en- 
tered harbour, related to Punch. "What's the news?" 
exclaÏ1ned the other Captain. "Here's PUlwh," was the 
Ïlnmediate reply of Tagus, handing it out-and the other 
Captain's face was suffused with instant slniles as his 
enraptured eye glanced over some of the beauteous designs 
of Leech. At Athens, Mr. Sn1Îth, second cousin of the 
respected Vice-Consul, who came to onr inn, said to Iue 
mysteriously, "I'ln told we've got Punch on board." I 
took hÏ1n aside, and pointed him out (in confidence) Mr. 
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Waddilove, the stupidest man of all our party, as the author 
in question. 
Somewhat to IllY annoyance (for I was compelled to 
maintain my privacy), 
Ir. W. was asked to a splendid 
dinner in conseqnence-a dinner which ought by rights to 
have fallen to my share. It was a consolation to me, how- 
evel', to think, as I ate my solitary repast at one of the 
dearest and worst inns I ever entered, that though Ilnight 
be overlooked, Punch was respected in the land of Socl'ates 
and Pel'icles. 
At the Ph'æus we took on board four young gentlemen 
from Oxford, who had been visiting the scenes consecrated 
to theln by the delightful associations of the Little Go; 
and as they paced the deck and looked at the lambent stal'S 
that twinkled on the bay once thronged ,vith the galleys of 
Themistocles,-what, sir, do YOll think was the song they 
chanted in chorus? Was it a lay of burning Sappho? Was 
it a thrilling ode of Alcæus? No; it was- 


Had I an ass a verse to speed, 
Deem ye I'd strike him? no, indeed, &c. 


which you had im:n10rtalised, I recollect, in your VoL 6! 
(Donkeys, it must be premised, are most numerous and 
flourishing in Attica, commonly bestridden by the modern 
Greeks, and no doubt extensively popular among the an- 
cients-unless human nature has very much changed since 
their tÍ1ne.) Thus we find that P1tnch is respected at Ox- 
ford as well as in Athens, and I trust at Cambridge, like- 
WIse. 
As we sailed through the blue Bosphorus at midnight, 
the Health of Punch was enthusiastically drunk in the deli- 
cious beverage which shares his respectable nalne; and the 
ghosts of Hero and Leander must have been startled at 
hearing songs appropriate to the toast, and very different 
frOll1 those with which I have no doubt they amused each 
other in times so affectingly described in Lem prière' s de- 
ligh tful Dictionary. I did not see the Golden Horn at 
Constantinople, nor hear it b10wn, probably on account of 
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the fog; but this I can declare, that Punch was on the table 
at Miestre'
 Hotel, Per a, the spirited propl"ietor of which 
little knew that one of its humblest contributors ate his 
pilaff. Pilaff, by the way, is very good: kabobs are also 
excellent; IllY friend, Mechmet Effendi, who keeps the 
kabob shop, close by the Rope-bazaar in Constantinople, 
sells as good as any in town. At the Armenian shops, 
too, you get a sort of raisin wine at two piastres a bottle, 
over which a Ulan can spend an agreeable half hour. I 
did not hear what the Sultan Abdul 
redjid thinks of 
Punch, but of wine he is said to be uncommonly fond. 
At Alexandria, there lay the picture of the dear and 
venerable old face, on the table of the British hotel; and 
the 140 passengers from Burrumtollah, Chowringhee, &c. 
(now on their ,vay to England per Bur-ru1npooter), rushed 
upon it-it was the July number, with my paper, which 
you may reJnember made such a sensation-even more 
eagerly than on pale ale. I made cautious inquiries amongst 
them (never breaking the incognito) regarding the influence 
of Punch in our vast Indian territories. They say that 
from Cape Comorin to the Sutlege, and from the Sutlege 
to the borders of Thibet, nothing is talked of but Puncll. 
Dost Mahomed never misses a single ntunber; and the 
Thara,vaddie knows the figure of Lord Brougham and his 
Scotch trowsers, as ,veIl as that of his favourite vizier. 
Puncl
, my informant states, has rendered his Lordship so 
popular throughout our Eastern possessions, that were he 
to be sent out to India as Governor, the whole army and 
people would shout ,vith joyful recognition. I throw out 
this for the consideration of Governlnent at hOllie. 
I asked Bucksheesh Pasha (with whom I had the hononr 
of dining at Cairo) ,vhat his august Master thought of 
Punch. And at the Pyralnids-but of these in another 
letter. Yon have here enough to show you how kingly the 
diadem, boundless the sway, of Punch is in the East. By 
it we are enabled to counterbalance the influence of the 
French in Egypt; by it we are enabled to spread civilization 
over the vast Indian Continent, to soothe the irritated feel- 
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ings of the Sikhs, and keep the Burmese in good humour. 
By means of Pu.nch, it has been our privilege to expose the 
designs of Russia more effectually than U rq uhart ever did, 
, and to this Sir Stratford Canning can testify. A proud 
and noble post is that which you, Sir, hold over the Intel- 
lect of the W orId; a tremendous power you exercise! May 
you ever wield it ,visely and gently as now! "S'llbjectis 
parce1'e sllperbos debellare," be your motto! I forget whether 
I mentioned in my last that I was without funds in quar- 
antine at Fort Manuel, Malta, and shall anxiously expect 
the favour of a comlnunication from you -Poste Restante- 
at that town. 
With assurances of the highest consideration, 
Believe me to be, Sir, 
Your most faithful Servant and Correspondent, 
The F- CONTRIBUTOR. 


P. S.- We touched at Slnyrna, where I purchased a real 
SmY1'na sponge, which trifle I hope your lady will accept 
for her toilet; some real Turkey 'J'huba'rb for your dear 
children; and a friend going to Syria has prolnised to pro- 
cure for me sorne 'real Jerusalem G'J'fichokes, which I hope 
to see flourish ing in your garden at -. 


[This letter was addressed "strictly private and confi- 
dential" to us: but at a mOlnent ,vhen allinen's mindR are 
turned towards the East, and every inforlnation regarding 
"the cradle of civilisation "is anxiously looked for, we have 
deelned it our duty to submit our Correspondent's letter to 
the public. The news which it contains are so important '-j 
and startling-our correspondent's views of Eastern affairs 
so novel and remarkable-that they 1nust make an impres- 
sion in Europe. We beg the Obse'rve1', the TÙnes, &c., to 
have the goodness to acknowledge their authority, if they 
avail theillseives of our facts. And for 'itS, it cannot but 
be a matter of pride and gratification to think-on the tes- 
timonyof a correspondent who has never deceived us yet 
-that our efforts for the good of mankind are appreciated 
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by such vast and various portions of the lllunan race, and 
that our sphere of usefulness is so prodigiously on the in- 
crease. Were it not that dinner has been announced (and 
consequently is getting cold), we would add more. For 
the present, let us content ourselves by stating that the in- 
telligence conveyed to us is most welcome as it is Inost sur- 
prising, the occasion of heartfelt joy, and, we hope, of 
deep future meditation, ] 
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III. 


ATH:E
S. 


THE above is a picture of S0111e beautiful windmills near 
Athens, not I believe depicted by any other artist, and 
which I dare say some people ,viII adn1Íre because they are 
Athenian windmills. The world is made so. 
I was not a brilliant boy at school-the only prize I ever 
remelnber to have got was in a kind of lottery in which 
I was obliged to subscribe with seventeen other competitors 
-and of which the prize was a flogging. That I won. 
Rut I don't think I carried off any other. Possibly fronl 
laziness, or if you please froln incapacity, but I certainly 
was rather inclined to be of the side of the dunces-Sir 
Walter Scott, it" will be recollected, was of the saIne spe- 
cie
. Many young plants sprouted up round about both of 
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us, I daresay, with astonishing rapidity-but they have 
gone to seed ere this, or were never worth the cultivation. 
Great genius is of slo'wer growth. 
I always had Iny doubts about the classics. When I saw 
a brute of a schoolmaster, whose lllind was as coarse- 
grained as any ploughboy's in Christendom; whose man- 
ners were those of the Inost insufferable of Heaven's crea- 
tures, the English snob trying to turn gentleman; whose 
lips, ,vhen they ,vere not mouthing Greek or grammar, 
were yelling out the most brutal abuse of poor little cower- 
ing gentlemen standing before hÏ1n: when I saw this kind 
of Ulan (and the instructors of youth are selected very fre- 
quently indeed out of this favoured class) and heard him 
roar out praises, and }>lunp himself up into enthusiasm for, 
certain Greek poetry,-I say I had Iny doubts about the 
genuineness of the article. A man may well thump you 
or call you naines because you won't learn-but I never 
could take to the proffered delicacy; the fingers that offered 
it were so dirty. Fancy the brutality of a lnan w"ho began 
a Greek granunar with, "TÚTCTW, I thrash!" \Ve were all 
made to begin it in that way. 
\Vhen then I caIne to Athens, and saw that it was a 
hUlllbug, I hailed the fact ,vith a sort of gloolny joy. I 
stood in the Royal Square and cursed the country which 
has Inaùe thousands of little boys lniserable. Th
y have 
blue stripes on the ne,v Greek flag; I thought bitterly of 
my own. I ,vished that IllY schouhnaster had been in the 
place, that we lnight have fought there for the right; and 
that I n1Ìght have ÏIlllnolated him as a sacrifice to the 
manes of little boys flogged into preInature Hades, or pin- 
ing away and sickening under the destiny of that infernal 
Greek grammar. I have often thought that those litt1(\ 
cherubs who are carved on tOlllbstones and are represented 
as possessing a head and ,vings only, are designed to con- 
sole little children-usher and beadle-belaboured-and say 
"there is no flogging where we are." From their con- 
forlnation, it is impossible. Woe to the man who has 
harshly treated one of them! 
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Of the ancient buildings in this beggarly town it is 
not my business to speak. Between ourselves it must be 
acknowledged that there was some merit in the Heathens 
who constructed them. But of the Tenlple of Jupiter, of 
,vhich some columns still remain, I declare with confidence 
tllat not one of them is taller than our o,vn glorious Monu- 
ment on Fish-Street-Ilill, which I heartily wish to see 
again, whereas upon the columns of Jupiter I never more 
desire to set eyes. On the Acropolis and its temples and 
towers I shall also touch briefly. The frieze of the Par- 
thenon is ,vell known in England, the fanIous chevaux de 
fr'ie::e being carried off by Lord Elgin, and now in the Brit- 
ish l\Iuselun, Great Russell Street, Bloomsbury. The 
Erectheum is another building, which I suppose has taken 
its nalne from the genteel club in London at a corner of 
St. J alnes' s Square. It is likewise called the Temple of 

Iillerva Polias-a capital name for a club in London cer- 
tainly; fancy gentlemen ,vriting on their cards" ì\lr. Jones, 
Teln ple-of- ::\linerva- Polias Club." -Our country is surely 
the most classical of islands. 
As for the architecture of that temple, if it be not en- 
tirely stolen from St. Pancras Church, New Road, or vice 
versá, I am a Dutchman. "The Tower of the Winds" 
may be seen any day at Edinburgh-and the Lantern of 
Demosthenes is at this very minute perched on the top of 
the church in Regent Street, within a hundred yards of the 
lantern of 1\'11'. Drlllnmond. Only in London you have 
them 'all in much better preservation--the noses of the Ne,v 
Road Caryatides are not broken as those of their sisters 
here. The teInple of the Scotch ,vinds I am pleased to 
say I have never seen, but I have 110 doubt it is ,vorthy of 
the l\Todern Athens-and as for the Choragic temple of 
Lysicl'ates, erroneously called Demosthenes' Lantern-frOlll 
\Vaterloo Place you can see it well: whereas here it is a 
ruin in the midst of a huddle of dirty huts, whence you 
try in vain to get a good view of it. 
\Vhen I say of the temple of Theseus (quoting J\tIurray's 
H Guide- Book") that" it is a peripteral hexastyle with a 
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pronaos, a posticum and two columns between t.he antæ," 
the commonest capacity may perfectly imagine the place. 
Fancy it upon an irregular ground of copper-coloured heyb- 
age, ,vith black goats feeding on it, and the sound of per- 
petual donkeys braying round about. Fancy to the south- 
east the purple rocks and towers of the Acropolis IDeeting 
the eye-to the south-east the hilly islands and the blue 
Ægean. Fancy the cobalt sky above, and the temple itself 
(built of Pentelic marble) of the exact colour and nlouldi- 
ness of a ripe Stilton cheese, and you have the view before 
IOU as well as if you had been there. 
As for the modern buildings-there is a beautiful design 
of the Royal Palace, 
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built in the style of High-Dutch-Greek, and resembling 
Newgate whitewashed and standing on a sort of mangy 
desert. 
The King's German guards (l:1i:'T'
ßoußoc) have left him 
perforce'; he is now attended by petticoated Albanians, and 
I saw one of the palace sentries, as the sun was shining on 
his sentry-box, wisely couched behind it. 
The Chalubers were about to sit when we arrived. The 
Deputies were thronging t
 the capital. One of thelD had 
come as a third-class passenger of an English stealner, took 
a first-class place, and threatened to blowout the brains -of 
the steward, who remonstrated with him on the irregular- 
ity, IÏj is quite needless to say that he kept his place- 
and as the honourable deputy could not read, of course he 
could not be expected to understand the regulations ÌlI) e> 
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posed by the avaricious proprietors of the boat in question. 
Happy is the country to have such makel's of laws, and to 
enjoy the liberty consequent upon the representative system! 
Besides Otho's palace in the great square, there is 
another house and an hotel; a fountain is going to be 
erected, and roads even are to be made. At present the 
King drives up and down over the mangy plain before- 
mentioned, and the grand officers of state go up to the pal- 
ace on donkeys. 
As for the Hotel Royal-the Folkstone Hotel might take 
a lesson from it-they charge five shillings sterling (the 
coin of the country is the gamma, lambda, and delta, 
which I never could calculate) for a bed in 1. double-bedded 
room; and our poor young friend Scratchley, ,vith whOln I 
wa
 travelling, was cOlnpelled to leave his and sit for 
safety on a chair, on a table in the middle of the roonl. 
As for me-but I will not relate my own paltry suffer- 
ings. The post goes out in half an hour, and I had thought 
ere its departure to have described to you Constantinople 
and my interview with the Sultan there-his splendid 
offers-the Princess Badroulbadour, the order of the 
Nisham, the Pashalic ,vith three tails-and my firm but 
indignant rejection. I had thought to describe Cairo-in- 
terview with Mehemet Ali-proposals of that Prince- 
splendid feast at the house of my dear friend Bucksheesh 
Pasha, dancing-girls and magicians after dinner, and their 
extraordinary disclosures! But I should fill volumes at 
tbis rate; and I can't, like Mr. James, * wl'ite a vohulle 
between breakfast and luncheon. 
I have only tilne rapidly to jot down my great ADTn<.:x- 
TURE AT THE PYRAMIDS-and P1tncl
' s enthronization there. 


* [G. P. U. James1J 
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IV. 


PUNCH AT THE PYRAMIDS. 


THE 19th day of October, 1844 (the seventh day of the 
month Hudjmudj, and the 1229th year of the Mohamme- 
dan Hejira, corresponding with the 16,769th anniversary 
of the 48th incarnation of V eeshnoo) is a day that ought 
hereafter to be considered eternally famous in the climes 
of the East and West. I forget what was the day of Gen- 
eral Bonaparte's battle of the Pyramids; I think it ,vas in 
the Inonth Quintidi of the year Nivose of the French !{e- 
public, and he told his soldiers that forty centuries looked 
down upon them frOlll the summit of those buildings-a 
statement which I very much doubt. But I say THE 19TH 
DAY OF OCTOBER, 1844, is the Inost important era in the 
modern world's history. It unites the modern with the 
ancient civilisation; it couples the brethren of Watt and 
Cobden with the dusky family of Pharaoh and Sesostris; 
it fuses Herodotus ,vith Tholnas Babington Macaulay; it 
intertwines the piston of the blond Anglo-Saxon stealll- 
engine with the Needle of the Abyssinian Cleopatra; it 
weds the tunnel of the subaqueous BruneI with the 11lystic 
edifice of Cheops. Strange play of .wayward fancy! As- 
cending the Pyralnid, I could not but think of \Vaterloo 
Bridge in my dear native London-a building as vast and 
as magnificent, as beautiful, as useless, and as lonely. 
Forty centuries have not [lS yet passed over the latter struc- 
ture, 'tis true; scarcely an equal number of hackney- 
coaches have crossed it. But I doubt whether the individ- 
uals who cOlltributed to raise it are likely to receive a better 
dividend for their capital "(jhan the swarthy shareholders 
in the Pyramid speculation, whose dust has long since been 
tralnpled over by countless generations of their sons. 
If I use in the above sentence t
e longest ,vords I can 
find, it is because the occasion is great and delllands the 
finest phrases the dictionary can supply; it i
 because I 
have not read Tom Macaulay in vain; it is because I wish 
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to show I am a dab in history, as the above dates will tes- 
tify; it is because I have seen the Reverend Mr. Milman 
preach in a black gown at St. Margaret's, whereas at the 
Coronation he wore a gold cope. The 19th of October was 
Punch's Coronation,. I officiated at the august ceremony. 
To be brief-as :illiterate readers Inay not understand a 
sy Hable of the above piece of ornamental eloquence-oN 
THE 19TH OF OCTOBER, 1844, I PASTED THE GREAT PLACARD 
OF PUNCH ON THE PYRAMID OF CHEOPS. I didit. The 
Fat Contributor did it. If I die, it could not be undone. 
If I perish, I have not lived in vain. 
If the forty centuries a1'e on the summit of the Pyra- 
mids, as Bonaparte remarks, all I can say is, I did not see 
them. But Punch has really been there; this I swear. 
One placard I pasted on the first landing-place (who knows 
how long Arab rapacity will respect the sacred hiero- 
glyphic?) One I placed under a great stone on the summit; 
one I waved in air, as my Arabs raised a mighty cheer 
round the peaceful victorious banner; and I :fiung it tow- 
ards the sky, which the Pyramid almost touches, and left 
it to its fate, to mount into the azure vault and take its 
place among the constellations; to light on the eternal 
Desert, and mingle with its golden sanùs; or to flutter and 
drop into the purple waters of the neighbouring Nile, to 
swell its fructifying inundations, and mingle with the rich 
vivifying influence ,vhich shoots into the tall palm-trees 
on its banks, and generates the waving corn. 
I ,yonder were there any signs or Olnens in London when 
that event occurred? Did an earthquake take place? Did 
Stocks or the Barometer preternaturally rise or fall? It 
matters little. Let it suffice that the thing has been done, 
and forms an event in History by the side of those other 
facts to which these prodigious monuments bear testimony. 
N ow to narrate briefly the circumstances of the day. 
On Thursday, October 17, I causbd my dragoman to 
purchase in the Frank bazaar at Grand Cairo the fol- 
lowing articles, which will be placed in the Museum on my 
return. 


U-Vol. 24 
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A is tin pot, holding about a pint, B a packet of flour 
<,vbich of course is not visible, as it is tied up in brown 
paper), and C a pig-skin bl'ush of the sort commonly used 


-- 


in Europe-the whole costing about 5 piastres, 01' one shill- 
ing sterling. They were all the implements needful fOI' 
this tremendous undertaking. 
Horses of the Mosaic Arab breed,-I mean those animals 
called J erns ale nl ponies by some in England, by others 
denominated donkeys,-are the common means of transport 
employed by the subjects of Mehemet Ali. 1vlyexcellent 
friend Bucksheesh Pasha would have mounted me either 
on his favourita horse, or his best drolnedary. But I de- 
clined those proffers-if I fall, I like better to fall from a 
short distance than a high one.-I have tried tumbling in 
both ways, and recommend the latter as by far the pleas- 
antest and safest. I chose the }Iosaic Arab then-one 
for the dragoman, one for the requisites of I'efreshment, 
and two for myself-not that I proposed to ride two at 
once, but a person of a certain dimension had best have a 
couple of animals in case of accident. 
I left Cairo on the afternoon of October 18, never hint- 
ing to a single person the mighty purpose of my journey. 
The waters were out, and we had to cross them thrice- 
twice in track-boats, once on the shoulders of abonlÌnable 
Arabs, who take a pleasure in slipping and in making be- 
lieve to plunge you in the stream. 'Vhen in the midst of 
it, the brutes stop and demand Inoneyof you-you are 
alarlned, the savages may drop you if you do not give-you 
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prolnise that you will do so. The half-naked ruffians who 
conduct you up the Pyramid, when they have got you pant- 
ing to the most steep, dangerous, and lonely stone, make 
the same demand, pointing downwards while they beg, as 
if they would fling you in that direction on refusal. As 
Boon as you have breath, you prolnise more money-it is 
the best way-you are a fool if you give it when you come 
down. 
The journey I find briefly set down in r my pocket-book 
as thus :-Cairo Gardens-Mosquitoes- Women dressed in 
blue-Children dressed in nothing-Old Cairo-Nile, dirty 
water, ferry-boat-Town-Palm-trees, ferry-boat, canal, 
palIn -trees, town-Rice-fields-Maize-fields- Fellows on 
dromedaries-Donkey down-Over his head-Pick up 
pieces- More palm -trees- More rice-fields- W ater-cou l'ses 
-Howling Arabs-Donkey tumble do,vn again-Inunda- 
tions-Herons or cranes-Broken bridges-Sands-Pyra- 
midst If a man cannot make a landscape out of that he 
has no iInagination. Let him paint the skies very blue-- 
the sands very yellow-the plains very flat and green-the 
dromedaries and palIn-trees very tall-the women very 
brown, some with veils, some with nose-rings, some tat- 
tooed, and none with stays-and the picture is complete. 
You may shut your eyes and fancy yourself there. It is 
the pleasantest way, entre nous. 


v. 


PUNCH AT THE PYRAMIDs-(Concludeá). 
IT is all very well to talk of sleeping in the tombs; tl
at 
question has been settled in a former paper, where I have 
stated lny belief that people do not sleep at all in Egypt. 
I thought to have had some tremendous visions under the 
shadow of those enorlnous Pyramids reposing under the 
stars. Pharaoh or Cleopatra, I thought, might appear to 
me in a dream. But how could they, as I didn't go to 
sleep? I hoped for high thoughts, and secret communings 



116 WANDERINGS OF OUR FAT CONTRIBUTOR. 


with the. Spirit of Poesy-I hoped to have let off a sonnet 
at least, as gentlemen do on visiting the spot-but how 
could I hunt for rhymes, being occupied all night in hunt- 
ing for sOlnething else? If this remonstrance will deter a 
single person from going to the Pyramids, my purpose is 
fully answered. 
But 'lny case was different. I had a duty to perfol'm-I 
had to introduce Punclt to Cheops-I had vowed to leave 
his carfl at the gates of History - I had a mission, in a 
word. I roused at sunrise the snoring dragoman frOln his 
lair. I sUlnlnonec1 the four Arabs who had engaged to 
assist me in the ascent, and in the undertaking. We 
lighted a fire of camel's dung at the North-East corner of 
the Pyramid, just as the god of day rose over Cairo! The 
embers began to glow, ,vater was put into the tin pot be- 
fore mentioned,-the pot was put on the fire-'twas a 
glorious-a thrilling mOlnent! 
At 46 minutes past 6 A.M. (by one of Dollond's Chro- 
nometers), the 'wate1' bego/n to boil. 


At 47 minutes the flour was put gradually into the water 
-it was stirred with the butt-end of the brush bought for 
the purpose, and Schmaklek Beg, an Arab, peeping over 
the pot too curiously, I poked the brush into his mouth at 
11 nlÍnutes before 7 A.:\I. 


At 7 THE PASTE WAS l\IADE-doubting whether it was 
thick enough, Schmaklek tried it with his finger. It was 
pronounced to be satisfactory. 


At 11 minutes past 7 I turned round in a majestic atti- 
tude to the four Arabs, and said, "Let us mount." I sug- 
gest this scene, this mOlnent, this attitude, tp the Commit- 
tee of the Fine Arts as a proper subject for the Houses of 
Parliament-Punch pointing to the Pyramids, and intro- 
ducing civilisatioll to Egypt-I merely throw it out as a 
suggestion. What a grand thing the Messieurs Foggo 
would make of it! 
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Having given the signal-the Sheikh of the Arabs seized 
my right arlU, and his brother the left. Two volunteer 
Arabs pushed me (quite unnecessarily) behind. The other 
two preceded-one with a water-bottle for refreshment; 
the other with the posters-the pot-the paint-brush and 
the paste. Away we went-away! 


I was blown at the third step. They are exceedingly 
lofty; about 5 feet high each, I should think-but the 
ardent spirit will break his heart to win the goal-besides 
I could not go back if I would. The two Arabs dragged 
me forward by the arms-the volunteers pushed Ille up 
from behind. It 'was in vain I remonstrated with the lat- 
ter, kicking violently as occasion offered-they still went 
on pushing. We arrived at the first landing-place. 


I drew out the poster-how it fluttered in the breeze!- 
with a trembling hand I popped the brush into the paste 
pot, and smeared the back of the placard, then I pasted up 
the Standard of our glorious leader-at 19 minutes past 7, 
by the clock of the great minaret at Cairo, which was clearly 
visible through Iny refracting telescope. My heart throbbed 
when the deed was done. My eyes filled with tears-I aln 
not at liberty to state here all the emotions of triumph and 
joy which rose in my bosom-so exquisitely overpowering 
were they. There was P1fncl
-familiar old Punch-his 
back to the desert, his beaming face turned towards the 
Nile. 


"Bless him!" I exclainled, embracing him; and almost 
choking, gave the signal to the Arabs to move on. 


These savage creatures are only too ready to obey au 
order of this nature. They spin a man along be his size 
never so consiùerable. They rattled up to the second land- 
ing so swiftly that I thought I should be broken-winded 
forever. But they gave us little tilne to halt. Yallah! 
Again we mount!-'tis the last and most arduous ascent- 
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the limbs quiver, the pulses beat, the eyes shoot out of the 
head, the brain reels, the knees trem hIe and totter, and 
you are on the summit! I don't know how many hundred 
thousand feet it is above the level of the sea, but I wonder 
after that "tremendous exercise that I am not a roarer to 
f' 
my dying hour. 
When consciousness and lungs regained their play, 
another copy of the placard ,vas placed under a stone-a 
third was launched into air in the manner before described, 
and we gave three immense cheers for P'llnch, which aston- 
ished the undiscovered mummies that lie darkling in tomb- 
chambers, and must have disturbed the broken-nosed old 
Sphinx ,vho has been couched for thousands of years in the 
aesert hard by. This done, we made our descent from the 
Pyramids. 
And if, my dear Sir, you ask me whether it is worth a 
man's while to Inount up those enormous stones, I will say 
in confidence that thousands of people went to see the 
Bottle Conjuror, and that we hear of gentlemen becoming 
Free- 1Iasons every Jay. 
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AN EASTERN ADVENTURE OF TIlE 
FAT CONTRIBUTOR. 


WHEN our friend, the Fat Contributor, arrived from the 
East, he ,vas the object of a good deal of curiosity, espe- 
cially anlong the younger artists and writers connected 
with the facetious little periodical called Punch j and his 
collection of Oriental curiosities, his beard (which, though 
originally red, he wore dyed of a rich purple), his pipes, 
narghilés, yataghans and papooshes made him a personage 
of no small inlportance. The crimson satin dressing-gown 
and red tarboosh, arrayed in which he used to lie on a sofa 
3ud snloke a long pipe all day, caused the greatest sensa- 
tion in the neighbourhood of the New Cnt, Lambeth, where 
the Contributor lived; nor can a finer sight be inlagined 
than our fat friend in this magnificent costume, ogling and 
snliling, and kissing his hand, to the six young ladies at 
l\Iiss Runt's, the straw-bonnet makers over the way. 
Frank DelaInere, the actor at the Victoria Theatre (his 
l'eal name is Snoggin, by the way), got an old cotton robe 
covered ,vith faded spangles, and used to attempt the same 
nlanænvres out of his window; but he was voted an im- 
postor, and onr friend Bluebeard, as ,v.e used to call him 
from the peculiar dye of his whiskers, was the Lion of 
La1l1beth for 1845. 
His stories about the East and his personal adventures 
were so outrageous that we all laughed at the fellow's 
gasconading, with the exception of young Speck, the 
artist, a credulous little creature, ,vho swallowed all these 
legends with the most extraordinary good faith, smoked 
his long pipes, although tobacco disagreed wofully with 
his poor little chest, and absolutely began to grow his 
beard and llloustachios forsooth; just as if he had a beal'ù 



120 WANDERINGS OF OUR FAT CONTRIBUTOR. 


to grow. Such are the foolish vanities indulged ill by weak 
minds. 
Over the Contributor's mantel-piece was an immense 
silver-mounted yataghan, of Damascus steel, in an em- 
broidered filligree-case, with texts from the Koran en- 
graved upon the hilt. Of this weapon the owner was 
excessively proud; he read off the sentences of the handle 
with perfect ease (though he might have been reading 
gibberish for anything we knew to the contrary), and 
Speck came back from supping with him one night in a 
state of great consternation. "'Vhat do you think he 
told me?" Mr. Speck said. "We had a ham for supper 
(we ad an an
 1m' SUPPe1', S. pronounces it), and the 
knife being blunt, the Contributor took down his yata- 
ghan, and carved 'with it. He sliced off the meat as if 
he'd been bred to Woxall," Speck continued; "and as I 
took my last slice, 'Speck, my boy,' says he, 'what do 
you think I used that knife for last? '-' Well, mayap to 
cut beef with,' Speck said. 'Beef? ha! ha! When I 
drew that knife last it was to cut off the head of SolÏ1nan 
Effendi !' 
"I eard this," Speck said, " I laid down my knife 
and fork, and thought I should have fainted. I pressed 
him for further particulars; which he not only refused, 
but his countenance assumed an expression of intense 
agony, and he said circumstances had passed connected 
with that tragedy which he never, never could relate; 
and he made me solenlnly promise never to reveal a 
single word even of that half-confidence which he had 
made." 
Speck of course called upon everyone of the Contribu- 
tors to Punch the next day, and told them this terrific 
story, on which we rallied our fat friend remorselessly the 
next time we met. 
S0111e fifteen days afterwards Messrs. Bradbury & Evans 
were greatly surprised by receiving a letter with the Alex- 
andria postmark, and containing the following extraordi- 
nary document:- 
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"CAmo, tlle fourtlt day of tlw month .Nishan, year 1234 
of the Begin/;. Sept. 25, 1844. 
U Three months after sight, please to pay the sum of one 
thousand tomauns on account of 
" Your obedient Servant, 
"THE FAT CONTRIBUTOR. 


" Messl's. Bradbul'Y & Ev(tns, 

, JVltitej'riaTs, London." 


This extraordinary draft was crossed to the house of 
Ossuln Hoosein and COlllpany, Alexandria; and a note 
scra,vled in pencil at the back of it, said, "Fm' Heaven's 
sake pay it: rny life depends on it. F. C." 
As the contributor was back among us-as the draft 
caIne by the post, and was presented by nobody-of course 
.l\Iessrs. B. & E. did not pay the thousand tomauns, but 
sent over a printer's devil to the New Cut, requesting the 
Contributor to call in Whitefriars, and explain the mean- 
ing of this strange transaction. 
He called. And now indeed we did begin to stare. 
"Gentlemen," said he, blushing and seeming very muoh 
agitated, "that paper was extracted from me by an Egyp- 
tian Bey, at the risk of my life. An nnfoltunate affair, 
which I can't particularise, put nle into his power, and I 
only escaped by-by killing lâm. Don't ask me any more." 
Everyone of our gents was alnazed at this mystery, and 
our ContributoJ,: rose so much in inlportance that he in- 
stantly demanded an increase of his salary. He gave the 
law to our Society about all matters of fashion, about 
duelling, horse-flesh, &c. "That's a nice nag," he would 
say, while swaggering in the Park with us; "but you should 
see what horses I rode at the Etnleidan at Constantinople." 
"What do you
 know about the East? " he would exclaiIn, if 
any of us talked about our Eastern victories; and in fact 
becanle a perfect bully and nuisance to the Society. 
One day, in Rotten Row, two very smart, though rathe\. 
yellow-faced gent1
nlen, moustached and with a lnilitary 
look, came riding up, and seeing our fat friend, hailed him 
with loud voices and the utmost cordiality. 
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The Contributor sprang over the railings to salute them, 
and shaking hands with the pair turned round with a 
beaming face towards us, as much as to say, "There, my 
boys, do YO'll know any such swells as these, lllounted 011 
thorough-bred horses, who will shake hands ,vith you in 
the full Park? " 
"1\Iy friends, Bob 'Farcy and Frank Glanders, of the 
Bengal Cavalry," said he afterwards, tapping his boot 
with an easy ail'; "dpvilish good fellow, Bob; made that 
brilliant charge at Ferozeshah; ll1et him in the East;"- 
and he swelled ana swaggered about l110re pompously than 
ever. 
That very day some of us had made a little conspiracy 
to dine at Greenwich, and we were just sitting d.own to 
dinner at the Trafalgar, when who should enter the Coffee 
Room but the Contributor's Park friends? They singled 
him out in a moment. His countenance fell. "Can you 
and these gentlelllen make room for us, Poddy, my boy? " 
they said. The tables were everywhere quite full; and, 
besides, these military gentlelnen very likely were anxious 
to lnake the acquaintance of persons, I may say, not alto- 
gether disagreeable or unkno,vn. 
Vie congratulated these officers upon their achievelnents 
in the East, and they received our complim
nts with a 
great deal of manliness and lllodesty. The whole party 
speedily became very talkative and intÏ1nate. All the 
rOOln was enlivened by our sallies, until, to tell the truth, 
we ordered in so many cool cups and tankards and bottles 
of claret, that at last 'we had the apartlnent to ourselves, 
and sat in great contenbnent looking out; at the river and 
the shipping, and the Inoon rising as the sun sank away. 
And now a history ,vas revealed about our Fat Contribu": 
tor, which was so terrible and instructive that we cannot 
do better than record it here. 
It must be premised that the individual in question had 
in the early stage of the dinner been particularly loud and 
brilliant; that his loudness increased with the courses of 
the banquet; that sOll).ehow during the dessert he insisted 
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upon making a speech, remarkable for its energetic incoher- 
ency; that then he proposed, without the least desire upon 
_ anybody else's part, to sing a song-a very sentimental 
one- which finished abruptly in a most melancholy falsetto; 
that he sate down affected to tears by something unknown, 
and was now sound asleep ill his chair. 
"lIas he told you his adventures in the East?" Captain 
Glanders said, "and his famous night in the Harem? " 
" La! " exc] ahned Speck. 
"In the Harem of OSlnan Effendi. We used to call 
him the Harem Scarum: a joke which, though old, we 
thought was pretty fair for a professional man." "Do tell 
it us;" we all exclaimed, and a snore from the poor Con- 
tributor seemed to encourage the Captain to go on. 
"Gentlemen," he said, "Farcy here, and I, had the 
pleasllre of making your friend's acq uain tance on board 
the BU1"1'Utnpoote'ì o steamer, which we found at Gibraltar on 
()u:r way to our regiment in India. Your fat little friend 
got the name of Poddy, I don't know how; we found him 
christened when we came on board, and he was at that 
time in a great state of despondency, having just parted 
with a lady at Cadiz with whom he was violently smitten." 
'"' Dolores! " we all exclaimed in chorus. 
4"' The Tery same. Well, I am inclined to think that 
Poddy's heart was as fickle as it was inflanlmable; for dur- 
ing the course of our voyage to Alexandl'ia he was in love 
with more than one person. He proposed to l\fiss Nokes, 
who was going to Bombay to be married to Livermore, of 
the Civil Service; had gro,vn uncommonly sweet upon 
Colonel Hustler's daughter before we left }Ialta, and ,vas 
ready to throw himself into the river when she refused him 
on the Nile. Tom Hustler, a young lad fresh from Addis- 
combe, was always the chief of the jokes against him, in 
which, indeed, everyone of the passengers joined. 
'\Vhen we arrived at Cairo I had the pleasure of accom- 
panying your friend to the Pyramids, and saw hinl stick 
up the placard of Punch there, which I have no doubt may 
still be seen there; but all the way on the joul'ney he was 
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particularly anxious and reserve<Ì. At last he broke out to 
me in confidence:- 
'" Captain Glanders,' said he, ' do YOll know the lan- 
guage of flowers?' and of course, from my long residence 
in the East, I am acquainted with that elegant lnode of 
orthography. 
'" Look here,' says he, taking a bunch out of his bosom 
and thrusting it into IUY hand; ',vhat do you think of 
tlta t ? ' 
'" Hallo! this is a declaration indeed. A polyanthus, 
eternal constancy; a rhododendron, my heart pines for 
you; a Inagnolia, laIn imprisoned by a wall; a withered 
rose, I pine for my bulbul; two tulips-upon my ,vord 
you're a lucky fellow! ' 
" , The finest eyes you ever saw in the 'world!' Poddy 
exclaÌ1ned. 'The lilost extraordinary circumstance! I 
was riding yesterday through the Frank Bazaar with young 
Hustler, when SolÌ1uan Effendi's harenl passed-fourteen 
of them, IDounted on donkeys, all covered over with hoods 
like cab-heads, and black luasks concealing everything but 
their eyes-but Oh, snch eyes! Four hideous black slaves 
aCCOID pallied the procession, which was going to the bath 
opposite the Mosque of Sultan Hassan; and, seeing me 
gazing rather too eagerly, one brute rode up and actually 
handled his whip, when my servant Paolo dragged me 
a way. The dear disguised creature rode on in the proces- 
sion, throwing me baek a glance-one glance of those de- 
licious orbs. 
" , Last night Paolo caIne to lue with an air of mystery, 
and thrust that bouquet into lny hand. One old ,vomall, 
he said, bring lne this-you see Egyptian lady-She love 
you-Soliluan Effendi's daughter. Don't you go: he cut 
you head off. I was at a loss for the Inystel'Y, I showed 
the flowers to Farcy, and he read theIn exactly as you do.' 
" , But, my dear fellow, recollect it's a dangerous lnatter 
entering a Turkish Harem- death threatens you.' 
'" Death! ' said Poddy: 'Ha, ha! I'm a1'rned, Glanders;' 
and he showed me a pair of pistols and a knife that he 
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had got. 'I'll run away with her, and take her to the 
Consul's and marry her. I'm told she's jewels to the 
amount of millions. I'm going to meet her to-night, I 
tell you, and (whispers) disguised as a woman.' 
" You know what a figure your friend is; and sure 
enough, on our return from the Pyramids, he dressed him- 
self in a woman's dress and tro,vsers, put a veil over his 
face, and one of those enormous hoods which the Egyptian 
ladies wear; and though we could not help laughing at the 
absurdity of his appearance, yet, knowing the danger he 
was about to incur, we entreated him to give up his attenlpt. 
Go, however, he would. 
"A black slave with a lantern, an old woman veiled, 
another slave holding a pair of donkeys, were in waiting 
at the door of the hotel, and on one of these beasts the 
undaunted Contributor mounted, taking rather a mournful 
farewell of half-a-dozen of us ,vho were there to wish him 
goodby. The streets of Cairo are quite dark at night. He 
and his people threaded through the lonely alleys enyironed 
by enormous masses of black houses, and ,veré presently 
lost in the labyrinths of the city. But this is what, as we 
heard frOln him, afterwards took place. 
" After winding and winding through the city for half- 
an-hour, the party canle to a garden gate; and the guide 
knocking and uttering some words, the gate was cautiously 
unbarred. Poddy must have had good pluck, it must be 
owned, to pass that barrier alone. 
"He was carried into a court, where he descended from 
his animal; then into another court, where there was a 
garden and a fountain; then into a gallery, ,vhere every- 
thing was dal'k; and at last-at last into the rOOIn, the 
harem itself, an ancient chaInber ornanlented with carved 
arabesques, and on a divan at the end of which, with a 
single faint lamp near her, sat-a lady. 
" 'Bring the lady to the divan,' said the veiled one, in 
the Egyptian language, , and bring pipes and coffee.' 
"Poddy shuffled up in his double yello,v slippers and 
sate down opposite his charmer. 
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Ii' Gudge mudge gurry bang hubaloo?' says he, after 
the slaves who brought the refreshment had retired. It 
is the Turkish for' What is your elegant name, darling of 
my heart?' 
"The fair l'eplied-' EInina.' 
'" Chow row, wackyboss, coctaloo!' continues Poddy, 
repeating his lesson of the morning-meaning, angel of 
my soul, let me kiss your lily finger. She gave him her 
hand, glittering with rings, and tinged with hennah. 
'" I can speak English well,' said she, with ever so little 
foreign accent. ' I was born there. My poor mother was 
drowned in the Regent's Canal by my father, who was 
chief secretary to the Ottonlan Embassy. I love your coun- 
try, Christian. Emina pines here.' 
" 'Let us fly thither!' exclaimed the enraptured Con- 
tributor. 'My boat is on the sea, and my bark is on the 
shore. Pack up your jewels, and hasten with me to the 
Consul's. My palace at home awaits thee; thou shalt be 
the ornament of London society; thou shalt share my heart 
and my fame.' And who knQws how much farther the 
enraptured Contributor might have carried his eloquence, 
when the black slave came rushing in, crying-' The 
Effendi! the Effendi! ' 
'" Gosh guroo! ' cried Emina, , my father! ' Poddy let 
his veil down in a twinkling, crossed his legs, and puffed 
away at his pipe in the utmost trepidation, and a most 
ferocious Turk entered the room. 
" , The English lady, my father,' Emina said, recovering 
from her perturbation. 'She came by the Burrumpooter. 
We-we met in the bazaar. Speak to her in her Northern 
language, father of my heart! ' 
'" The English lady is welcome-the light of the sun is 
welcome-the Northern rose is beautiful in the Eastern 
garden. What a figure ,she has! as round as the full 
moon; and ,vhat eyes! as brilliant as carbuncles. }Iashal- 
"lah, the English lady is welcome. Will she not unveil?' 
" , Before a stranger, my father! ' 
'" I have seen English ladief? at Almack's unveiled be- 
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fore strangers-and shall Rot this one?' Soliman Effendi 
said; and, approaching the disguised lady, with a sudden 
jerk he tore off her veil, and the Contributor stood before 
him aghast. 
" , Ha! by Mahomet,' roared the Effendi, , have English 
ladies beards? - Dog of an unbeliever! Disgrace of my 
house! Ho! Hassan, Muley, Hokey, Ibrahim, eunuchs 
of my guard!' and, clapping his hands, a body of slaves 
ran in, just as, rushing upon Elnina, he dashed a dagger 
into the poor girl's side, and she fell to the ground with a 
horrible hysteric scream! 
"At the sight of this, Poddy, who had some courage, 
fell roaring on his knees, and cried out-' Amaun! amaun! 
Mercy! mercy! I'll write to the Consul. I'm enormously 
rich. I'll pay any ransom.' 
" , Give llle an order for a thousand tomauns!' said the 
Effendi, gloomily; and, pointing to his daughter's body 
, Fling that piece of carrion into the Nile.' Poddy wrote 
a note for a thousand tomauns, which was prepared by the 
Effendi in the regular Oriental manner. 'And now,' said 
he, putting it into his waistcoat pocket,-' now, Christian, 
prepare to die! Bring the sack, mutes!' And they 
brought in a large one, in which they invited him to enter. 
" 'I'll turn Turk-I'll do anything,' screamed franti- 
cally the Fat Contributor." 
* * * * * 
Here Captain Glanders' story was interrupted by the 
subject of it, the Fat Contributor, bouncing up from his 
chair, and screaming out, "It is an infernal lie ! I did not 
say I would turn Turk." And he rushed out of the room 
like a madman. 
Captain Glanders then explained to us the ,vhole circum- 
stances of the hoax. Young Tom Hustler acted Emina. 
G landers himself was Soliman Effendi; all that had been 
done was to lead the Contributor up and down the street 
for half-an-hour, and bring hbn in at the back part of the 
hotel, which was still a Turkish house. 
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THE LEGE
D OF JA'VBRAHI1\tI-HERAUDEE. 


[June 18, 1842,] 
THERE once lived a king in Armenia, whose name was 
Poof- Allee-Shaw; he was called by his people, and the rest 
of the worlù who happened to hear of him, Zubberdust, 
or, the Poet, founding his greatest glory, like Bulwer- 
Khan, 
Ioncktoun-}[ilnes-Sahib, Rogers-Sam- Bahawder, 
and other lords of the English Court, not so much on his 
possessions, his ancient race, or his personal beauty (all of 
,vhich, 'tis known, these Frank emirs possess), as upon 
his talent for poetry, which was in truth amazing. 
He was not, like other sovereigns, proud of his prowess 
in arms, fond of invading hostile countl'ies, or, at any rate, 
of reviewing his troops when no hostile country \vas at hand, 
but loved Letters all his life long. It was said, that, at 
fourteen, he had copied the Shah-Nroneh ninety-nine tÍ1nes, 
and, at the early age of twelve, could repeat the Koran 
backwards. Thus he gained the most prodigious power of 
Dlemory; and it is related of him, that a Frank merchant 
once coming to his Court, with a poem by Bulwer- Khan 
called the Siamee-Geminee (or, Twins of Siam), His Maj- 
esty, Poof-Allee, \vithout understanding a word of the lan- 
guage in which that incomparable epic was written, never- 
theless learned it off, and by the Inere force of memory 
could repeat every single word of it. 
Now, all great men have their weaknesses; and King 
Poof- Allee, I am sorry to say, had his. He \vished to pass 
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for a poet, and not having a spark of originality in his 
composition, nor able to string two verses together, ,,'ould, 
with the utmost gravity, repeat you a sonnet of Hafiz or 
Saadee, ,vhich the simpering courtiers applauded as if it 
were his own. 
The king, as a man of Letters himself, pretended to be a 
great patron of all persons of that profession, inviting 
thein to his Court, receiving them at first ,vith sntiles, and 
filling their mouths with sugar-candy and so forth. But 
smiles and sugar-candy do not cost much; and, in return 
for his compliments, His 1\lajesty made the poets pay hhn 
very handsomely; for he sucked their brains, learned their 
beautiful poems of them, and then showed them the door. 
In fact, when he had heard their poems once read to him, 
he could repeat them without Inissing a word; and then he 
would pretend to be violently angry with the bards for 
daring to deceive him. "This an original poem!" he would 
cry; "Oh, shaine-faced rogues! I have heard it this score 
of years;" and repeating it, would forthwith call for his 
furoshes to beat the poet's heels into jelly. Thus he 
learned a great deal of delightful poetry, and at small 
charges. . Now, strange to say, the king had a female 
slave, the far-fained Inoon of beauty, surnamed, for the 
slimness of her shape, Roolee- Poolee, who had ahnost as 
wonderful a memory as himself, and would sit and cap 
verses with him for weeks together. She knew the works 
of all sorts of authors, and could repeat you a little lively 
erotic ditty of Thamaz the Moor, or a passionate tale by 
Byroon, or a long sanctimonious, philosophic, reflective 
poem by the famous old Dervish Woords-woorth-el-1\iuddee 
(or of the lake), and never miss one single word. To be 
brief, she was the next person in the kingdoIn, after the 
king, for memory; for though she could not, like His 
Majesty, repeat a poem on hearing it once, after hearing it 
twice she was perfect in it, and would repeat it off ,vithout 
missing a word. And as the poet touchingly observes, that 
"Birds of one and the saIne feather will frequently be 
found in one and the same company," so likewise the Court 
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of Armenia boasted a kindred spirit to that of Poof- Allee 
and Roolee- Poolee, in the person of the chief of the 
eunuchs, Samboo Beg. Samboo had been a Shaitan or 
printer's devil in the printing-office of Buntlee's Mugazeen 
(the fashionable periodical of Constantinople), and thence, 
after acquiring a love of Letters and a great power of mem- 
ory, had been transported to the Armenian Court, where he 
held the important post before-named. After hearing a 
thing tlu'ice, Salnboo Beg would repeat it without a fault, 
as he had been frequently kno,vn to do with the leading 
articles of the AU'i'OJ'(l-PO (the fashionable Court news- 
paper of Armenia), which he ,vould have read to him ,vhile 
h
 was being shaved in the morning, before he waited upon 
his Sovereign. 
Thus, then, the matter stood in this singular court:- 


I{ing Poof - Allee } . 1 once, 
Princess Roolee-Poolee co
ld 
epeat a thIng after hear- twice, 
Samboo Beg mg It thrice, 


and now yon must be informed how they put this strange 
talent of theirs out to interest. 
The king gave out that he believed there were no more 
original poems left in the world, that he believed men of 
letters were impostors, but that he would give its weight in 
gold for any original ,vork which a poet should bring him. 
Those who failed were to suffer the penalty of the basti- 
nado, and were to pay a fine to the crown. 
No,v what did he do? When any poet came to recite, 
Poof-Allee received him ,vith courtesy sitting on his 
throne, with his eunuch, Samboo Beg, ,vaiting behind him. 
As soon as the poet had done his verses he ,vould assume 
a terrible air and say" Bankillah, Bismillah, Rotee-l\Iuckun, 
Hurrumzadeh! (Mahomet is the true prophet, and Mecca 
the Holy City). Slave of a poet, thou hast deceived me! 
this poem, too, is borrowed;" and then he would repeat it 
hiInself, and bid Samboo go and fetch Roolee-Poolee (who 
had been standing all the while behind a curtain and had 
heard every syllable)-and Roolee-Poolee appearing would 
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also repeat the poem; and as if to put the matter beyond 
all doubt, Salnboo himself would step forward saying, 
" Nay, I myself have known the verses for years past! and 
would repeat them;" as well he might, having heard theln 
thrice repeated already, viz., by the inventor, by his Maj- 
esty, and by Roolee-Poolee. Then if the poor bard could 
not pay a handsome fine, he was bastinadoed; in fine, to 
use the monarch's own vile pun, he ,vas completely Ball
- 
boozled. 
It was a wonder then after some time, when the fate of 
all poets at King Poof-Allee's court came to be known, 
that still literary men could be found to spout their verses, 
and to brave the inevitable bastinado, which was their 
reward; but such is the infatuation of men of letters in 
Armenia, Persia, and elsewhere., that they will make poems 
be they never so much belaboured for them, and there was 
never a lack of bards to come and sing before the Ar- 
menian throne. There ,vas, for instance, the celebrated 
writer, Mollah MOQngoomeree, who recited his poem of 
Eblis, and was beaten accordingly; there was Ulphabeet- 
Baylee, who sung his little verses to the guitar, and whose 
heels were sacrificed for his pains; and a hundred others 
whose name
 might be mentioned, but that the heart grows 
sick at thinking of the fate which attended these geniuses, 
and at the atrocious manner in which Poof-Allee-Shaw 
treated them. His conduct you may be sure awakened the 
deepest indignation in all loyal bosoms, and Inany a con- 
spiracy was hatched in order to put the monarch to shalne. 
Now there lived somewhere on the peak of Mount Cau- 
casus a famous and wise old bard and prophet, who ,vas 
chief of the Syncreteek sect of philosophers, and luuch ad- 
mired by his followers. They were, though not nUluerous, 
yet of undaunted courage, and cheerfully went down at the 
command of their master, the great Jawbrahim-Heraudee 
(may his shadow never be less!), to recite these poems 
before Poof- Allee, and assert their claÜns to originality. 
Alas! ODe by one they came back dreadfully bastinadoed; 
and the old mall, revol Villg their wrongs in his mind, deter- 
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mined to avenge them. "This king," said he, "who re- 
peats a poem, when one of my faithful children has uttered 
it-this woman, this rascally black slave ,vho repeats it 
after the king, what can be their art?-I am sure they 
must either take it down in short-hand, or that they Inust 
employ sonle other diabolical stratagenl!" Accordingly 
Jawbrahim-Heraudee climbed up to the topmost peak of 
his mountain, and remained there for three ,veeks ill tre- 
mendous nleditation; he lay on his back there in the sno,v, 
not caring for the burning noon sun, nor the icy night- 
'ViDd, but he fasted, and gave up his soul to the contempla- 
tion of the heavenly bodies, and at the end of the three 
,veeks came do,vn to the huts and hermitages where the 
Syncreteeks inhabited, emaciated certainly, but still, to 
the astonishment of his disciples, wearing a cheerful 
aspect. 
"1\-ly children," said he, "I will go down to Armenia, 
and confront this wicked king, who has put onr brethren 
to shame." And though the disciples clung about him, he 
yet resolutely determined to go forth, and girded his loins, 
and mounted his dromedary, and descended the rugged 
sides of the lnountain. 
He took nothing with him but a little bag of rice for 
himself and his faithful animal, his night-cap, and his 
harp, which he slung behind him. 
'" If I can't puzzle Poof-Allee-Shaw," said the sage, 
'" only Belzeboob himself can hope to overcome him." 
In the six-thousandth year of the Hejira, it being the 
day Nishti, the thirteenth day of the month Ramjam, tl1ere 
was great gloom and despondency in the court of Armenia 
-as when was there not, when the heart of Armenia's 
king was sad? 
He was ill, and was out of humour-no literary man had 
appeared before him for many days; his great soul yearned 
for new poetry, and there ,vas nOlle to be had. He called 
upon Roolee-Poolee to recite to hinl in vain; could she 
compose verses of her own? and did he not know every 
poem that ever was written? He flung his slippers at 
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Roolee- Poolee' s head, and the faithful girl retired sobbing. 
Then he called upon Salnboo Beg for a song; but Sanlboo 
too failed, and left the royal presence how ling, after a 
vigorous bastinado. Then he told the slaves to bastinado 
each other all round-which they did; and afterwards 
dare not come near their august master, who sate in his 
divan alone. "By the beard of Mahomet's grandmother," 
said he (and that oath no believer was ever known to 
break), "if I do not heoar a new poem to-day, I will levy 
an incolne-tax upon all Armenia." 
Just as evening fell, the curtain of the sacred apartlnent 
was drawn aside, and the head of the chief of the eunuchs 
appeared between the interstices. 
"Grinning hound of a black slave, what will thou?" said 
the king-flinging at the same time one of his top-boots in 
the direction in which the slniling sycophant appeared. 
"Light of the world!" replied the faithful negro, 
"thele's a poet come! a poet of fame: no other than the 
great Jawbrahim-Heraudee." 
" What! the sheikh of the Syncreteeks? " cried the king, 
delighted; "bring sherbet and pipes-go, slaves, get a col- 
lation ready, set the fountains playing, bring flowers, per- 
fumes, and the best of everything." And the delighted 
n10narch himself rushed outside the court of the palace to 
welcome the illustrious stranger. . 
There stood indeed the great Jawbrahim; he was not on 
the back of his dromedary, but led the animal by the 
bridle: it seemed to bend under the weight of two huge 
baskets, which hung on either side of his humps. 
"Great bard," said the king, bending low before him, 
"welcome to the court of Armenia; thy fame hath long 
since travelled hither, and Poof-AIlee's i!eart yearns 
towards the sage of Mount Caucasus." 
Jawbrahim-Heraudee, who knew the fallacious nature 
of his majesty's complilnents and welcome, made a stiff 
salutation in reply to this oratorical flourish, and thus 
said: "The fame of Poof- Allee has reached to the sumlnit 
of Mount Caucasus; the world cries that he is a lover of 
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poetry, and a generous patron of bards-and is it so, 0 
king? " 
Jawbrahim spoke these words in such a queer satiric 
way, that Poof-Allee did not at first know whether he was 
complimenting him, or merely laughing at his beard. 
"Poetry I love," said he, "poets I respect, if I find them 
original: but, 0 Caucasus sage! many poets have come 
before me, who were but magpies with peacocks' plumes; 
who looked like lions, but lo! when they opened their 
mon ths, brayed like donkeys: these I chastise as they de- 
serve; but the real poet I honour with my soul." 
" Am I a real poet, or a false poet?" inq l1ired J awbrahim. 
"That I cannot tell, except from reputation, and can 
only be sure of when I have heard a specimen of your art. 
Be it original, I promise you that, though your work be 
twenty cantos long, I will pay its weight in gold; but be 
it a copy (as I shall know, for I know by heart every 
known poem in the world), I shall exercise upon thy heels 
the wholesome rattan." 
"May my heels be beaten into calf's-foot jelly," replied 
Jawbrahim, "if the poem I shall sing before your 
Iajesty 
be not entirely unknown to you. Only the moon has heard 
it as yet, as I lay upon the snowy peak of Caucasus-or, 
mayhap, an owl has listened to a stanza or two of it, as he 
flapped by my midnight couch upon his pinions white." 
"\Vill you take a trifle of anything before you begin?" 
asked the king; but the sage only waved his head in scorn, 
and, tying up his dromedary to a post in the courtyard, 
said that he required no refreshment, but 'would con1mence 
his poem at once. Accordingly the monarch and his suite 
led the way, and seated themselves in the magnificent 
chaluber of the palace which was called the golden night- 
ingale cage, or the hall of song. 
"I have, sir, a choice of works \vhich I can recite to .;._ 
you. Will you have a sonata to Swedenborg, an ode to 
l\Iadame Krudner, or a little didactic, enclytic, æsthetic- 
in a word, synthetic piece, on the harmony of the sensible 
and moral worlds and the symbolical schools of religion?" 
V-Vol. 24 
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"The subjects, sir, do honour to your Inorality," replied 
the king, "but strike us as rather tedious." 
"l\Iy ode to Iny country?- 


o for dear Little Britain-for dear little Britain-my country, 
Close to Goswell-street l'oad,-closer to Simmary Axe,- 


" Simmary, my lord, is not the real, and, so to say, 
organic pronunciation of the term-but rather the synthetio 
and popular .one. 
o for dear little Britain, that's near thy row Pater
oster, 
Near to t.he Post-office new, near to the Bull and the Mouth. 
o for Aldel'sgate pump! " 
"Those jaw-breaking hexameters and pentameters, 0 
sage! " here interposed the monarch, who had already begun 
to yawn, "were never much to my taste; and if you will 
please to confine yourself to some Inetre more consonant to 
the Armenian language" -(in ,vhich dialect it lleed scarcely 
he stated that the monarch and the poet both spoke),-" if 
you will condescend to try rhYlne, or at the ,vorst, blank 
verse, I shall listen with much greater pleasure." 
"Sire, I will enunciate a poem in sixteen cantos, if you 
please, and written in the Dantesque fe'J'za-rima." But the 
unconscionable Sovereign of Armenia, knowing the extreme 
difficulty of hunting up the rhymes in that most puzzling 
of metres, begged Jawbrahim l'ather to confine himself to 
blank verse; on 'v hich the Caucasian sage, taking his harp, 
sung as follows:- 
Eastward of Eden lies the land of Nod; 
There grew an old oak in the vale of Ely- 
Old as the world, in lasting marble dure. 
The threefold serpents animating clasp 
The mundane egg, and wondrous trident coil'd, 
The cataracts of everlasting beaven, 
The fountains of the co-eternal deep, 
Defined anon, and growing visible, 
Undimm'd shone out clear as the hour of dawnl 


Harmonious symmetry, proportion bland I 
Visions were thine wherein the sculptile mind 
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Twin'd with the harmless serpent as in sport, 
Tin grew his a
pect spectral, and his eye 
, Flitting athwart a place of sepulchres, 
Hung o'er bis shoulders broad and on his breast. 
* * * * * 
Consistency, eternity's sole law, 
The indefatigable universe, 
Substance with attribute. 


Then entering upon his theme, the poet after these pre- 
paratory considerations gave utterance to his sublime epic, 
which is far too long to be noted here. He spoke of the 
vision of Noah, and the Book of Enoch; he spoke of the 
children of Cain, of Satan, Judael, Azazael; and when he 
arrived at that splendid part of his work in which he cries- 


Oh, Amazarah! most lllajestical 
Of women, wisest and most amorous! 


he looked up at the king and paused, expecting no doubt 
that applause ,vould ensue. 
The king bounced up on his seat-the black eunuch sud- 
denly started and opened his great goggling black eyes- 
the lovely Roolee- Poolee stretched out her fair arms and 
gave a yawn. The fact is, they had all been asleep for 
hours. 
"Samboo-Roolee- Poolee," cried the Monarch, "I was a 
little overtaken and did not hear that awful long poem, but 
you can repeat it, can't ye?" Samboo and the lady could 
not repeat one word of it. They began to stammer, "the 
catechisms of everlasting Heaven,"-"the mundane egg 
in ,vondrous trident boiled "-" the harmless spectral ser- 
pent with his eye flitting athwart a pair of spectacles"- 
but as for repeating the whole of the lines, that was impos- 
sible. The king was ob1iged fairly to give in, and to con- 
fess fOr the first time in his life that the poem he had heard 
was original. 
"0 sage," said he (in quite a new compliment), "your 
poem does equal credit to your head and heart. I cannot 
reward you as you merit" but that poor guerdon which my 
stl'aitened circulnstances permit me to offer to the origi- 
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nal poet is justly thine. Take thy poem to my treasurer, 
ha ve the book in which it is wri tteQ. weighed against the 
purest gold, and by the beard of the prophet's relative, the 
gold shall be thine." 
"Will it not please you to hear the rest of the poem, 
sire?" said the sage, "there are but forty thousand lines 
more, and having vouchsafed to give me a patient hearing 
since yesterday-," 
"Since 'when?" exclaiIned Poof-Allee. 
"Since yesterday at sunset, ,vhen I began; and the stars 
came out, and still my song continued; and the moon rose, 
and 10! my voice never faltered; and the cock crew, but 
we were singing before him; and the skies were red, and 
I, like the rising sun, was unwearied; and the noontide 
came and J awbrahim- Heraudee still spake of Azazael and 
Samiasa. " 
"Mercy upon us, the nlan has been talking and we have 
been asleep for four-and-twenty hours," cried lovely little 
Roolee- Poolee. 
"Your Majesty paid me a compliInent not to notice how 
the hours flew," said Jaw brahiln, "and I will now proceed, 
by your leave, with the 44th canto; beginning with an ac- 
coun t of the birds"- 


Then came the birds that fly, perch, walk, or swim, 
On trees the Incessorial station hold l 
The Gallinaceous tribes must feed and walk; 
The Waders. * * * 


"Hold your intolerable tongue, 0 poet with a burned 
father!" roared King Poof-Allee in a fury. "I can bear 
no more of thy cursed prate, and ,viII call my slaves with 
bamboo cases if thou utterest another word." 
"Thou promisedst nle gold and not a beating, 0 king!" 
cried the sage, scornfully. "Is it thus that the Armenian 
monarchs keep their word? " 
"Take thy gold in the name of the prophet! " replied the 
king-" go to my treasurer and he shall pay it to thee." 
"He will doubtless not pay without a draft frOln thy 
royal hand." 
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"I can't write!" shouted the king; and then recollecting 
himself, and his reputation as a literary genius, blushed 
profusely, and said, "that is, I can write, but I do not 
choose to have my signature in the hand of every rogue 
who may take a fancy to forge it. Here, take my ring, 
and Samboo, go thou with J awbrahim ; see his poem 
weighed by the treasurer, and its weight in gold counted 
out to the poet (may dirt be flung on his mother's grave). 
Go, Samboo, and execute my conlmission." 
"On my eyes be it!" replied the faithful negro; and, 
with J awbrahim, whose face wore a look of exulting ma- 
lignity, quitted the royal presence. 
* * * * * 
SOlne two hours afterwro'ds, the hoofs of Jawbrahim's 
drolnedary were heard clattering over the paving-stones of 
the court, and the king, going to the window, had the sat- 
isfaction of beholding that renowned chief of the Syncre- 
teeks pacing solemnly by the side of the animal which he 
led by the bridle. 
"J\Iay I never see his ugly nose again! " cried Poof- Allee, 
"the rascal's unconscionable poem must have weighed 
twenty guineas at least." 
At this moment, and looking rather frightened, in came 
Sam boo. He made a low salaam to his master and restored 
to him his private signet. 
"How nluch did the old wretch's poem weigh?" asked 
Poof- Allee. 
"0, him weighed a berry good deal," answered Sa.mboo, 
still salaaming; "but, massa, treasurer had a plenty of 
money, and him paid him poet, and sent him about him 
business. " 
"Did it weigh twenty guineas? " 
"0 berry much more-him poem in two columns." 
"Two columns? two volu1nes you mean, you black anti- 
grammarian. " 
" Well, two bolumns two columns, two columns two bol- 
umns, him all de same." 
"How do you mean, ruffian? "shrieked the monarch, 
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,vhen 'with some hesitation the negro handed him a paper, 
thus written :- 


"SIRE-I acknowledge to have received frolll your treas- 
urer, Cashee Beg, the sum of two hunm'ed and fifty-five 
billions four hundred and nineteen thousand nine hundred 
and six tomauns, two rupees, and sixpence, being the 
weight of my splendid epic poem, 'The Descent into 
Jericho,' recited to your l\Iajesty last night. 
"And lest, Sire, you should be astonished that such a 
sum should be paid for a poem (for which, in fact, 110 
llloney can pay), learn, that I had no paper whatever to 
write (which would have rendered the bargain a much 
cheaper one to your l\iajesty), but that I was compelled, at 
much pains, to engrave my epic upon t'wo pillars which I 
found in the ruins of Persepolis, and which now lie in your 
august treasury.-I have the honour to be, Sire, with the 
utmost respect, your l\Iajesty's nlost faithful Servant, 
" J A WBRAHIl\l-HERAUDEE SYKCRETEEK." 


Fancy how poor Salllboo Beg was balllbooed that night! 
how the treasurer was fnstigated, ho,v all the clerks of the 
treasury were horsed and swished! 
Anything like the rage of Poof-Allee was never known 
since the days when Achilles ICahn grew furious whilst 
laying siege to the town of Shah Priam. As for Jaw- 
brahim-Herawdee, he returned safely among the Syncre.. 
teeks, and spent his money in publishing several immortal 
,vorks which have rendered his nallle beloved and cele- 
brated; and never after that did Poof-Allee pretend to be 
a Inan of letters, or try to swindle poor literary gentlemen 
any 111ore. 
This story is taken fronl the ancient Chronicles, written 
in the Arl11enian language, and sung by the shepherds 
of the Caucasus as they drive down their flocks to water 
by the Red Sea. Praise be to Mahomet and the twelve 
Imaums ! 
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MR. SPEC'S REl\IONSTRANCE. 


[February 11, 1843,] 
Fro'1n the Door Steps. 


SIR, 
U ntH my Cartoons are exhibited, I am in an exceedinglj 
uncomfortable state. I shall then have about fourteen 
hundred pounds (the amount of the seven first prizes), and 
but a poor re,vard for the pains and care which I have be- 
stowed on my pieces. 

Ieanwhile, how am I to exist? How, I say, is an his- 
torical painter to live? I despise humour and buffoonery, 
as unworthy the aim of a great artist. But I am hungry, 
sir,-hungry! Since Thursday, the 13th instant, butcher's 
meat has not passed these lips, and then 'twas but the flap 
of a shoulder of nlutton, which I ate cold,-cold, and 
without pickles,-icy cold for 'twas grudged by the nig- 
gard boor at whose table I condescended to sit down. 
That man was my own cousin-Salnuel Spec, the em i- ' 
nent publisher of Ivy Lane; and by him, and by all the 
world, I have been treated with unheard-of contulnely. 
List but to a single instance of his ingratitude! 
I need not ask if yon know Iny ,vork, "Illustrations of 
Aldgate Pump." All the 'world knows it. It is published, 
in elephant folio, price seventy guineas, by Samuel Spec, 
before-mentioned; and many thousands of copies were 
subscribed for by the British and Foreign nobility. 
Nobility!-why do I sar Nobility? KINGS, sir, have set 
their august signatures to the subscription-list. Bavaria's 
Sovereign has placed it in the Pinakothek. The Grecian 
Otho (though I am bound to say he did not pay up) has 
hung it in the Parthenon-in the Pal.tlLenon! It Inay be 
seen in the walls of the Vatican, in the worthy COIU- 
pany of Buonarotti and U rbino, and figures in the gilded 
saloons of the Tuilel'ies, the delight of Delaroche and 
Delacroix. 
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From all these Potentates, save the last, little has been 
received in return for their presentation.copies but unsub- 
stantial praise. It is true the King of Bavaria wrote a 
sonnet in acknowledgment of the" Illustrations;" but I 
do not understand German, Sir, and am given to under- 
stand by those who do, that the composition is but a poor 
one. His Holiness the Pope gave his blessing, and ad- 
mitted the publisher to the honour of kissing his great toe. . 
But I had rather have a beef-steak to my lips any day 
of the week; and" Fine words," as the poet says, "but. 
tel' no parsneps." Pal'sneps !-I have not even parsneps to 
butter. 
His Majesty Louis-Phillippe, however, formed a noble 
exception to this rule of kingly indifference. Lord Cowley, 
our ambassador, presented my cousin Spec to him ,vith a 
copy of my work. The Royal Frenchman received Samuel 
Spec with open arms in the midst of his Court, and next 
day, through our ambassador, offered the author of the 
" Illustrations" the choice of the Grand Cross of the Le- 
gion of Honour or a snuff-box set with diamonds. I need 
not say the latter was preferred. .. 
Nor did the monarch's gracious bounty end here. 
Going to his writing-table, he handed over to the officie'J' 
d' ordonnance, who was to take the snuff-box, a purely 
artistic memento of his royal good-will. 
"Go, count," said he, "to Mr. Spec, in my name, offer 
him the snuff-box-'tis of trifling value; and at the same 
time beg him to accept, as a testimony of the respect oj 
one a'J.tist for anothe1', my own identical piece of INDIA- 
RUBBER. " 
When Sam came back, I hastened to his house in Ivy 
Lane. I found him, Sir, as I have said-I found him 
eating cold mutton; and so I requested him (for my neces- 
sities were pressing) to hand me over the diamond-box, 
and returning to my humble home greedily opened the 
packet he had given me. 
Sir, he kept the box and gave nw the India-rubber! ' Tis 
no falsehood-I have left it at your office, where all the 
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world may see it. I have left it at your office, and with it 
this letter. I hear the sound of revelry from within-the 
clink of wine-cups, the Inerry song and chorus. - I am 
waiting outside, and a guinea would be the saving of me. 


('0 
p:( ,-

 
<4Itl
Y":. 

J 

Jl II 
"^ , N{N\I\'
\J\fI!
 R 
, lil
--
 


'Vhat shall I do? My genius is tragic-classic-historic- 
little suited to the pages of what I must call a frivolous 
and ridiculous publication; but my proud spirit must bend. 
Did not the l\IAJESTY of FRAKCE give lessons on Rich- 
mond hill! 
I send you a couple of designs-they are not humourous, 
but simple representations of common life-a lovely child 
-a young allcllnodest girl, and your unhappy servant, are 
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here depicted. They were done in happier times, and in 
St. JaInes's Park. The other is the boy- 
I paid for the beer which 
she is drinking in a tavern 
(or "clachan," as I called it 
in compliment to the High- 
land garb o
 the little smil- 
ing cherub, who burnt his 
fingers with a cheroot which 
I was smoking) near Pimlico. 
'Twas a balmy summer eve, 
and I had beer, and money. 
But the money is gone and 
the summer is gone, and the 
beer is gone - when, when 
will they return? 
Heaven bless you! Send me out something and succour 
the unhappy ALONZO SPEC, 
Historical Painter. 
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A TURKISH LETTER CONCERNING THE 
DIVERTISSEMENT "LES HOUR
S." 


(Translated by Oll1' Own Dragoman.) 
[May 13, 1843.] 
HADJI HEER TO HADJI THAIR. 
LONDON, A,H. 1222. 
HADJI THAIR, thou friend of my youth. Long had I 
been in tills miserable city of the Giaours, before I could 
discover that there was any place to which the faithful 
could resort to the comfort of their souls and the praise of 
the great Prophet. Yea, the sound of the mufti's voice 
was not heard from the minaret, the cupola of the mosque 
did not present itself to the thirsting eye of the l\'lussul- 
man, and at the corner of every street were vast palaces 
called the palaces of Djin, where the forbidden liquor and 
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other liquors even more abominable were sold to the in- 
fidels. The atmosphere of the whole city was a stench in 
the nostrils of the faithful, and my soul was cast down. 
But ALLAH is great, and 1\fahomet is his prophet. I 
have found refreshment for my soul, I have discovered the 
green place in the desert, where the faithful may water the 
camels of their hearts and eat the dates of consolation. 
For after sunset yesterday I was taken to a splendid pal- 
ace, called the Hop-rah, and then did I see the doctrines 
of the Prophet set forth in a most sublÏ1ne fashion. Yea, 
the truth of the !{oran ,vas realised, and ,vould that the 
venerable Imaum Big-Phul, who instructed both DIe and 
thee, friend of my youth, in our infancy, had been present 
He would have stroked his white beard ,vith delight, and 
privily IDlumured Allah Bismilla. 
This Hop-rah belongs to the powerful Alneer, whom 
they call Ben Lomli, and who endeavoureth to instil into 
hearts of the perverse Giaours a few drops of the only true 
doctrine. Oh! a faithful Mussulman must he be, for it is 
said that, once, when he was told the Hop-rah was full of 
guests, he exclaimed, "Then great is the Prophet." By 
a Ii ving picture had he shown the blessed effects of ab- 
staining from the forbiddellliquor, and woe to the Giaours 
if their hearts no,v remained unchanged. For he hast set 
forth the delights of Paradise, and the fascination of the 
Houris, and how they were awarded to a youth who spurned 
the intoxicating drink. He hast represented Paradise full 
of clouds, which slline brightly, as the smoke from the 
pipe of the Commander of the faithful. And the principal 
Houri is called Doom-y-]ateer, whose eyes shine like the 
tiger's, whose skin is fair as the sno,v of Caucasus, tinged 
with the roses of the setting sun, and whose face is like 
the brightness of the mOOll. 
This fair Houri floats among the clouds, spreading de- 
light around her, and even the Giaours, ,vho frequent the 
palace, do exclaim with delight, ,vhen they see how she 
droppeth into the arms of the faithful yout.h. And there 
are many other Houris, who inhabit the happy realm, and 
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of these the leaders be called Ka-Meel, Shay-Fer and 
Plan-Kai. And in Paradise do these eternal maidens dis- 
port themselves, and await the coming of true believers, 
whom they will crown with celestial joy. Friend of my 
youth, I still think on the young Ka-Meel, whose feet are 
as those of the antelope, when he prances to the music 
that the bulbul uttereth when he singeth to the rose. This 
picture, as I aln told, is the work of a holy man, a spin- 
ning dervish, named Pey-Roh. Oh Hadji ThaiI', remem- 
ber the Koran, and the precepts of Big- Phul, the preceptor 
of our infancy, and in future times, when the Giaours shall 
have fallen from the narrow bridge into the endless abyss, 
we shall live ,vith the lovely Houris, Doom -y-Iateer, Ka- 
l\Ieel, Shay-Fer, and Plan- Kai.-Ever thine, 
HADJI HEER. 


SECOND TURKISH LETTER CONCERNING THE 
DIVERTISSEMENT "LES HOURIS." 


(T1.anslated úy OU1 t Own D1'agornan.) 
[May 20, 1843.] 
HADJI HEER TO HADJI THAIR. 
LONDON, A,H. 1222. 
FRIEND of my soul, the first letter, wherein I poured 
out to thee the raptures of my heart, was translated into 
the English tongue by the Dragoman of one Punch, a holy 
man of small stature, who teacheth the people wisdom 
from a pulpit, which his Imaums erect in the corners of 
the streets, and who every week setteth forth on a scroll, 
in a pleasant style, such truths as the unenlightened 
Giaours are able to bear. The translation he hath inserted 
in his scroll, so that if any accident should prevent the 
letter reaching thee, thou wilt find it in the scroll, which 
is l'ead in all parts of the world, particularly at our beloved 
Constantinople. 
At first I was sorry to find that the infidels, when they 
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read the translation of my letter, put on it so perverse a 
meaning, that they thought the Imaum Big-Phul merely 
signified "big fool," which signifieth in their language, 
one whose brain Allah hath not enlightened. The night- 
traveller doth not shrink with more horror from the raven- 
ous Goule, than I shrink from this profane interpretation; 
but a second visit to the Hop-rah hast convinced me that 
the Giaours were not so far wrong, and that the Imaum 
is not such a light of the faithful as we have considered, 
but hath grievously misled both thee and me, 0 frienrl of 
my youth! For the Imaum Big- Phul instructed us that 
the paradise of the faithful was perfect, and was no more 
susceptible of improvement than the sword of the Prophet. 
But this is false, 0 Hadji; for the Paradise which I saw 
on my second visit to the Hop-rah surpassed that .which I 
before told thee of, as the song of Hafiz surpasseth that of 
Yezid, the son of Moawiyah. The Houri Doom-y-lateer 
hath left Paradise, and the Imaum Lomli hath put in her 
stead another Houri, whom they call Chai -ree-toh. 0 
Hadji, to this Houri are all other Houris but vanity and 
delusion; not Zuleika, who tried to lure the Young Yusuf 
from the paths of wisdom, of whom Hafiz hath so often 
sung, may be compared to the new Houri. She doth not 
look as a passing cloud, lightly floating before the west- 
wind as did the Houri Doom-y-Iateer; she doth not appear 
as one of the drealns, with which Eblis often tantalizeth 
even the Faithful: but she is a reality of perfection. The 
first tint of the morning sun doth not beam more softly on 
the mountain-tops than the faithful youth who supported 
her, and the eagle doth not dart more swiftly on his prey, 
than doth the new Houri anlid the clouds of Paradise. 
y 
a, 0 Hadji, the new Houri not only danceth, but, by 
the beard of my father, she can fly, and without wings. 
Mighty is the po,ver of Chai-ree-toh! The rush of the 
torrent is strong, when it sweepeth down the trees and the 
hut of the shepherd-the bound of the young lion is strong, 
when he seizeth on the traveller; but, oh, their might is 
as nothing to the might of Chai -ree-toh ! Yet cloth not 
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fierceness dwell .within her heart, for she useth her might 
as it were a pleasant sport, and boundeth along, laughing, 
and rejoicing in her own wonder. And when she resteth 
she sluileth on the guests, and their hearts beat lightly 
within their bosoms, for the soft breath of the west-wind 
doth not diffuse such joy as the sn1Ïle of Chai -ree-toh. 
Friend of IUY youth, tell the Imaum Big- Phul how well 
I em ploy my time, while in this infidel town, and pray 
enlighten him in the point of doctrine to which I have 
alluded, that he luay not mislead the sons of Islam. And 
show him the enclosed Ghazul, which I have writ in the 
Persian tongue.-Ever yours, 


HADJI BEER. 


GHAZ UL 


To THE HOURI CHAI-REE-TOR. 


Fair as the luoon, when on taU cedar-trees brightly gleam- 
ing, 
Houri, art thou, when upon mortals so gladly beaming. 
When the seba '*' stirs thy locks, Houri, they are more fra- 
grant 
Than the young rose, or the musk, which with its sweets 
is teemin g. 
No; not the rays, by Zahrah t cast from the skies of even- 
Ing 
Are as the light from the black eyes of the Houri streaming. 
And when she smiles, on her lips joys without end are 
dwelling; 
Joys which she sheds on the faitbful, and the Giaour blas- 
pheming. 
Sunn'd by thy sJnile, Houri fair, oh! I would live forever, 
For I should feel life was past, Paradise present seeming. 
Sorrows and cares, haste away, quick, to the halls of Eblis; 
· The Zephyr. Dragoman. 
t The planet Venus. D. 
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Haste where the Goule foully dwells, where evil Djins are 
screaming. 
Here '*' would I bask, free from care, gazing upon the Houri, 
And when I leave, still would I be of the Houri dreaming. 


"PUNCH'S" PARTING TRIBUTE TO JENKINS. 
[September 16, 1843.] 
[Punch invented "Je
kins" to personify the Morning Post.] 
THE illustrious nobody who has long afforded our read- 
ers much amusement, cannot be consigned to the obscurity 
from which we reluctantly dragged him, without some ap- 
propriate memorial of his value and pretension. The an- 
nexed engraving, intended for that purpose, is a magnified 
design for a tobacco-stopper, to be cast-need we add-in 
brass. The inscription in J enkins- French has been sub- 
mitted to the Editor of the Morning Post, who perfectly 
l'eciprocates the sentiments expressed in it. 
Ohl Jenkins homme du peuple-mangez bien, t 
Désormais avec toi nous ferons rien, 
Vous êtes tout usé-chose qui montre la corde, t 
Nos lecteurs étaient mal de toi d'abord: 
Allez-vous-en-votre bâton coupez vîte, 
En Ponch jamais votre nom-désormais sera dite. 


SINGULAR LETTER FROl\I THE REGENT OF 
SPAIN. 
[December 16, 1843.] 
WE have received, by our usual express, the following in- 
dignant protest, signed by His Highness the Regent of Spain. 
His Highness's Bando refers to the following paragraph, 
which appears ill the Tinws of December 7th:- 
"The Agents of the Tract Societies have lately had 1'e- 
* I presume by "here" he means his box or stall. 
t Jrlangez bien is a J enkinsonian French expression signifying lit- 
erally-farewelL 
t A threadbare subject, The Jenkinsonian French for" thread- 
bare" being q1.LÍ mont1.e la corde. 
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course to a ne,v method of introducing their tracts into 
Cadiz. The tracts were put into glass bottles, securely 
c01'ked j and, taking advantage of the tide flowing into 
the harbour, they ,vere committed to the ,vaves, on whose 
surface they floated to,vards the town, ,vhere the inhabi- 
tants eagerly took them up on their arriving on the shore. 
The bottles were then uncorked, and the tracts they con- 
tain are su.pposed to have been read ,vith much interest." 


BANDO, BY THE REGEKT OF SPAIN. 


The undersigned Regent of Spain, Duke of Victory, and 
of the Regent's Park, presents his compliments to your 
Excellency, and requests your excellent attention to the 
above extraordinary paragraph. 
Though an exile from Spain, the undersigned still feels 
an interest in everything Spanish, and asks PUllch, Lord 
Aberdeen, and the British nation, whether friends and 
allies are to be insulted by Buch cruel stratageills? If the 
arts of the Jesuit have justly subjected him to the n1Ïstrust 
and abhorrence of Europe, ought not the manævres of the 
Dissenting-Tract Smuggler (T1"Uctistero dissentero contra- 
balldiste1'o) to be like.wise held up to public odiulll? 
Let Punch, let Lord Aberdeen, let Great Britain, at 
large, put itself in the position of the poor marinel' of 
Cadiz, and then answer. Tired ,vith the day's laboul', 
thirsty as the seaUlan naturally is, he lies perchance, and 
watches at eve the tide of ocean swelling into the bay. 
\'Vhat does he see cresting the wave that rolls towards him? 
A bottle. Regardless of the ,vet, he rushes eagerly towards 
the advancing flask. 
"Sherry, perhaps," is his first thought (for 'tis the wine 
of his country). "Rum, I hope," he adds, while, with 
beating heart and wringing pantaloons, he puts his bottle- 
screw into the cork. But ah! Englishmen! fancy his 
agonising feelings in withdrawing froin the flask a Spanish 
translation of "The Cowboy of Kennington Comlnon," or 
"The IJittle Blind Dustman of Pentonville." 
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1\'loral and excellent those works may be, but not at such 
a moment. No, His Highness the Duke of Victory pro- 
tests, in the face of Europe, against this audacious viola- 
tion of the right of nations. He declares himself dissen- 
tient from the Dissenters; he holds up these black-bottle 
Tractarians to the contumely of insulted mankind. 
And against the employment of bottles in this unnatural 
fashion, he enters a solemn and hearty protest; lest Brit- 
ish captains might be induced to presume still farther; 
lest, having tam pered with the bottle department, they 
might take sÏ1nilar liberties with the wood, and send off 
missionaries in casks (securely bunged) for the same 
destination. 
In conclusion, His Highness the Regent presents to your 
Excellency (and the Lady Judy) the assurances of his 
most distinguished consideration. l\Iay you both live nine 
hundred and ninety-nine years. 
(Signed) BALDOMERO Esp ARTERO. 
Regent'8 Park, Decemher 7th. 


IßIPORTANT PROl\IOTIONS! J\IERIT REWARDED! 


[January 6, 1844.] 
(Express f'l'ont 194 Strand.) 


PUNCH OFFICE, Half-Pa8t Five 0' Clock. 
FROM exclusive sources, we announce, with unfeigned 
delight, that a celebrated public servant has received at the 
hands of a great prince an honour which the press and the 
nation will alike applaud. We, for our parts, are none 
of those who grudge to a deserving contemporary the re- 
ward of his labour and his genius. We cordially felicitate 
him on his advancement, and trust that the example so 
given will be one by which othm o foreign Potentates will 
profit. 
In one word, Jenkins has .been promoted to the peerage 
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and dukedom of France by the French King, Henry V. 
The Grand Cordon of the Order of the Bell has, ,ve under- 
stand, been sent to him, with the cane and rich plush 
mantle of the knights of the order. The investiture ,vill 
speedily take place, and we trust to be present at that 
august and affecting ceremony. 
We are also authorised to state that, taking into consid- 
eration the late eminent services of James Grunt, Esq., 
whose work on Paris and its pOl)ulace has dealt the most 
severe blow to Louis Philippe which has ever been in- 
flicted on that usurper, His Most Christian l',fajesty has 
made Mr. Grunt Chevalier of his Order of the Pig and 
Whistle. * ' 
This is as it should be. We hail with delight the pro- 
motion of Duke Jenkins and Sir James Grunt. Such 
honours honour the exalted giver. 
His Grace has forwarded to us a copy of the following 
circular, and of his patent of nobility. 


CIRCULAIRE À LA NOBLESSE FRANÇAISE. 


M. Ie Duc Jenkins, Rédacteur dn Poteau Matinal à 
l' honnenr de vous ann onceI' sa nomination comme Duc et 
Pair de France. 
II vous invite a fé1iciter cette circonstance heureuse à 
son logement (Ul)per CaInomile Buildings, Little Short's 
Gardens) au 5 me , avec un verre de grog au gin. 
La Noblesse est priée d' apporter son propre tabac. 
Rallions nous autour de Jenkins et son Roi! 


* [James Grant, the editor of the Morning Adrerti8e1', and author 
of "The Great Metropolis " and "Paris and its People," was a fs- 
vourite butt in PU1lClt of Thackeray. Thackeray was familiar with 
this writer's work. It is generally believed that he reviewed" The 
Great l\Ietropolis" in Fraser'8 Magazine (December, 1836); and just 
before writing "Important Promotions" he had contributed to 
F,,'aser'8 lJfagazine (December, 1843, vol. xxviii., pp. 702-712) a 
notice of "Paris and its People" entitled" Grant in Paris" (see vol. 
xxv,: "Critical Papers in Literature ").] 
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N OUS HEXRI ROI DE FRAXCE ET DE N A V ARRE, À Tous 
PRESENS SALUT. 
V oulant reconnaître les services de notre fidèIe et ainlé 
domestique, Jean Thomas Jennekins, envers nous et notre 
couronne; N ommons notre dit ami, Duc et Pair de France 
et de Navarre, avec les titres de Duc de la Pluche, 1\iarquis 
de l' Aiguillette, Conlte et Seigneur de la Sonnette-de- 
l' Antichanlbre. HENRI. 
Par Ie Roi, Le Secrétaire de 1'Office, De la Fleur de 
Jasmin. 


THE DUCAL HAT FOR JENKINS. 


[January 13, 1844,] 
\V E hasten to lay before our readers the following ill- 
spelt and worse-conceived comlllunication. It came to us 
by our usual express, through Lord Lowther's office in St. 
1\iartin's-le-Grand. It ,vas sealed with a large, ,ve lllay 
sayan enormous, circular seal on ,vhich are ern blazoned the 
royal arlns of England, and in all respects similar to that- 
with -some-people-very-uncommon -coin the half-crown. But 
though the appearance of the seal may have deceived the 
young gentleman in our office (who, from taking several 
hundred thousand half-crowns for Punch's Poclæt- Book 
ought to have known the coins better), to OU1. more acute 
eyes the flimsy deceit was at once apparent. 
\Ve unhesitatingly pronounce the letter AN AUDACIOUS 
FORGERY: and, in the words of the great bard, ",vòuld 
,vhip the rascal with his clothes off through the world"- 
or at least down the Strand as far as Charing Cross-did 
we know hiln, and ,vere he inclined to submit to the pun- 
ishment. As, however, he would probably resist, and as 
we are not acquainted with him we leave him to the pangs 
of Ii is own conscience and the opprobrium of all indignant 
public.-ED. '*' 
* It has been said that Punclt has not been grave enough on all 
occasions in the' conduct of this miscellan
r, and therefore, ever 
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"AN DEY HERRN PUNSCH HOCHWOHLGEBOREN, STRAND, 
LONDON. 
WINDSOR, Janua'J'Y 7. 
"Fielt.Marshal his Royal Highness Brince Albert, 
D. C.L., bresents his gombliments to 1\11'. Punch. 
"Having heard of the bromotion of 1\11'. Jenkins by 
H.R.H. the Conlte de Chambord, the Fielt-Marshal has 
l'etired to his study and gombosed for the use of Herzog 
Jenkins and the other dukes who have been greated by D. 
of Bordeaux, a DUCAL HAT of which the following is an 
aggurate design. 
"The Dugal goronet, it vill be obserfed, will surmounts 
de hat, vich Inay be a livery hat, a beafer hat, or vat you 
call a four-and -nine, at bleasure. 
"De gockade vill be vite (eln blelnatic of videlity, burity, 
and de house of Bourbon). A bouquet of lilies Inay be 
vorn in de goat, and de rest of de gostume viI be left to de 
taste of de vearer, or of de nobel and distingirshed berson- 
ages vid 'vhom Duke Jenkins Inay dvell. 
" Ven de hat grow old (or vat you call zeedy) Brinz 
Albert has alTanged so clat it viI malre a beawdiful and 
ol'namendal flower-bot for a drawing-room vindo\v. Dis 
vas also de indention of de military hat vich has obdained 
so nluch bobularity in de army. * 
" B. S.- Venever I invend any more hats, I vill send dem 
to you, Inein dear Bunch. 
"B.S.-I bercief dat Herr Glunt, de zelebrated liderary 
man, has been greated Ritter of de Order of de Big (pig) 
and Vistle. I ave no vistles, but I can subbly him from 
my farm vid some bigs very fine. A. " 
anxious to please the public. .ldl'. Punclt has engaged at an immense 
expense, a }IoRAL YOUNG 1.IAN of great parts and eloquence, and 
who has been, according to his own statement, connected with the 
Observe')' and the J.lIorning IIerald newspapers, He will be employed 
to write upon all great public questions, and is, in fact, the author 
of the letter signed Philodickt, which appeared in our last. 
· [A shako invented by Prince Albert.] 
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ú\1@TUCEJ 


[January 20, 1844.] 
WE mentioned, in a former Number of this periodical, 
that we had engaged, at an immense outlay, and in accord- 
ance with the wishes of a numerous class of British public, 
a l\IORA L YOUXG MAN, well known in the world of letters 
and newspapers, and enabled from his experience, his op- 
portunities, his learning, and his peculiar turn of mind, to 
impart to Ollr little journal that tone of gravity and de- 
corum which by some it has been found to lack. 
Before ,ve gave his nalne to the l)ublic, we were ,villing 
to make a trial of his capabilities in private; for though 
,ve had no doubt of his talents, yet all talents are not suited 
to our paper. If, as the Morning Clrponicle somewhat Ün- 
pertinently says of our respected confrère his Excellency 
Senor Gonzales Bravo, "Punch is not fit to be prime min- 
ister of Spain," in like manner ,ve answer, many a prime 
minister is not fit to be editor of P1tnrll. Sir Robert's 
jokes, however they make the House of Commons laugh, 
would hardly be suitable to the great, large jovial honest 
laughing loving PUBLIC of GREAT Britain. 
Our moral young man has undergone his preparatory 
ordeal. That ordeal has satisfied his eJuployers of the 
moral young man's capabilities. That capability we think 
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is proved by the following papers; and of these papers we 
do not now hesitate to name the illustrious author of 
"Paddington and its People" as the writer. 
In presenting the first series of his biographies to the 
public (to be completed in many scores of volumes) we un- 
hesitatingly declare that his present work is distinguished 
by more than his usual accuracy of information, by more 
than his common splendour of diction, and characterised 
by a passionate, an abounding, an outpouring, a gushing, 
an overflowing, and overwhelming interest, such as fiction 
would endeavour in vain to confer, and such as truth only 
Qan command. 
In his literary lives, the MORAL YOUNG MAN naturally 
(and gracefully, as we think) begins with the people of 
title who adorn both the Red Book, and the still more 
ennobling calendar of the 1\luses. 


LEAVES FROM THE LIVES OF THE LORDS OF 
LITERATURE. 


By THE AUTHOR OF "P ADDINGTON AND ITS PEOPLE," 
"THE GREAT NECRIPOLIS," ETC., ETC. 


BLESSINGTON, THE COUNTESS 'l\IARGUERITE of.-The 
author may be a proud man 'v hose work commences with 
such a name as that of the above distinguished scion of 
the aristocracy. Sir Joshua Lawrence's portrait of her 
ladyship, which has been engraved several times, has ren- 
dered her form and features familiar to the British public, 
and therefore I need give no portrait of them here-suffice 
it to say, that both are (as far as poor human nature can 
be, and indeed which of us is?-) faultless. Her lady- 
ship's style of writing is ditto; and her works, both of his- 
tory and fiction, are ornalnented with a great number of 
phrases both in French and Italian, which sparkle through 
her English like gems in the night. To the Inerits of these 
works the whole British Press bears witness. " Brilliant, 



}I1SCELLANEO'LS CONTRIBUTIONS TO PUNCH. 159 


charming, elegant, graceful," are expressions, I may even 
say epithets, rung out in the fair countess's praise by 
every critic in these dominions. Those gents who besto" 
such laudatory compliments upon her ladyship's productions 
are, I observe, rather shy of quoting anything from them. 
And why?-frolll envy to be sure, as I have often found 
in my own case; the reviewers being afraid lest their criti- 
cisms should appear stupid and uninteresting by the side of 
the writer's delightful text. 
l\iy avocations as a member of the press, and a leader of 
public opinion, have prevented me frolll reading any of 
her ladyship's works; and as I know nobody who has, I am 
not enabled to furnish the reader with a catalogue of them. 
Her ladyship's house is at Kensington,'*' and is llalued, 
I understand, after another fair authoress, who shall be 
mentioned in her place. I do not visit there, and there- 
fore of course cannot describe the contents of the luan- 
sion: need I say I should be happy to do so? 
The Countess is a Peeress in her own right, and was ele- 
vated to that dignity upon presenting one of her delightful 
and successful novels to his late lamented l\fajesty George 
IV. Kneeling at the royal feet to receive the Countess's 
Coronet (which is always placed on the head of the noble- 
man or lady at their investiture), the fair Countess dropped 
one of her gloves; on which his lVlajesty, picking it up, 
observed to Mr. Bentley, the respected publisher, who at- 
tended \vith a copy, "Honi soit qui 'mal y pense." This 
was the origin of the Guelphic order. I have this story 
from undoubted authority-from a. gent indeed, who has 
written a good deal in Mr. B.' s Miscellany, \vhere I should 
he very glad to furnish articles at the usual reluuneratioll 
per line. 
Her ladyship, to conclude, is Editor of the well-known 
"Book of Beauty," of which I cannot help remarking that 
the Beauties of late years seem 1'athm' used up. Is it so 
indeed! Perish the thought, I say. And the idea of the 
" Hook of Beauty" naturally brings us to- 
· [Gore Housc.] 
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BROUGHA:l\I, LORD HENRY. -His lordship is, as the 
world very well knows, a political, or what the admirable 
ltIorn'ing Herald calls a lego-political gent. He was edu- 
cated at Edinburgh, where he became acquainted with little 
Jack Horner, Judge Jeffries, Editor of the Edinb'llrgl
 
Rcview, and Admiral the Reverend Sir Sydney Smith, of 
wholn, Inore anonymously. Having finished his studies, 
he was brought to the bar in London, where he has distin- 
guished himself in various ways ever since. Being born 
and bred in the North, his accent has stuck to him like a 
burr, and he has used that tongue of his to more purpose 
than any gent of the long robe. During the session, as 
the Times has remarked of him, his labours are tremendous. 
You may see hhn in the morning at the House of Lords, or 
in the Privy Council, the eagerest among the Judges there; 
and all the tÌ1ne writing off articles for the Edinburgl
 
Review. In the evening, he is at the Lords again backing 
up his friend Lord Monteagle, to whom he is tenderly 
attached. At night, I have myself enjoyed the pleasure 
of his company many times at the Garrick's Head, in Bow 
Street, where he astonishes the world by his eloquence. 
Such is only a part of the life of this restless though 
brilliant genius! 
His fatal attachment for Queen Caroline in early life, is 
well kno\vn; and his duel with 1\'11'. Canning, another 
ardent admirer of that fascinating, though unfortunate, 
Princess. Hence his Majesty George IV. could naturally 
never abide him. 
King \Villiam IV. was passionately fond of him. When 
Lord Brougham was Chancellor, he and his Sovereign 
corresponded regularly by the post; both shed tears when 
obliged to part, especially Lord Brougham, whose suscepti- 
ble nature has, perhaps, never recovered the shock since. 
But it is as a literary man that we are called upon to 
judge him; and as such he has been at everything. " His 
lordship is a bird that has hopped upon every branch of 
the tree of knowledge," as Goethe observes: as Mr. S-m-l 
R-g-rs remarks, rather coarsely, he has been at everything 
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in the literary way, from p-tch and t-ss to Inansl-ghter. 
A politician, a theologian, an historian; on classics, optics, 
physics, metaphysics, he has wrote, and with unbounded 
applause. All his works are to be had on all these sub- 
jects, and at immensely reduced prices. 
He is corresponding member of three hundred and 
ninety-six philosophical societies. He is the inventor of 
the Brougham carriages, for which every man that uses a 
_ cab may thank him. In fact, an equestrian statue of him 
is to be set up in St. IHartin's-lane, in a Brougham car- 
riage, as SOOl1 as anybody will subscribe for the purpose. 
Coming to London with nothing on but a common stuff 
gown, he rose himself to be Lord Chancellor-a lasting 
monument of genius! He is a member of the Beef-steak 
. Club, which he founded in conjunction with lVIr. Wilber- 
force. 
He is equally distinguished in France (about which coun- 
try, its capital, Paris, and its people, }\tlessrs. Saunders 
and Ottley have just published a remarkable work). In 
France he is a member of the National Institute, and also 
Drum-
Iajor of the National Guards. King Louis Phi- 
lippe has had a portrait of him put up at Versailles. He 
has in that country a chateau at Cannae, where Bona- 
parte landed, and where Cannibal the Carthaginian was 
defeated by Scipio (no doubt another African) in the Ro- 
- man service; and there he cultivates the olive branches 
which he is in the habit of presenting to ICing Louis 
Philippe and our gracious Sovereign. 
Lord Brougham, unlike other great men, has no envy; 
rio uncharitableness; no desire to get his neighbours 
places, or to oust his friends. Indeed, his very enemies 
admire him more than any body else; and, can there be a 
greater proof of his disinterestedness? There is no truth 
in the report that, jealous of }\tIr. Macready's popularity, 
he proposed to take an opposition theatre, and play the 
principal tragic parts there. His talents are not dramatic. 
He once 'v rote a little comedy of intrigue, called "The 
Queen has done it All," but it was miserably hissed off the 
W-Vol. 24 
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stage. And finally, to speak of hÏ1n as a literary man, he 
has been so constant a contributor to Punch, and has sup- 
plied the inimitable H.B. with so many designs, that every 
loyer of humour 1llUSt admire him. 
BROUN, SIR THOl\IAs.-I kno.w nothing of this titled 
gent, except that he is secretary of tlH
 Society of Baronets 
of England, of ,vhich I know nothing too. This society, 
or this secretary, has discovered the rank of Baronetness, 
the right of the Baronets to wear the Ulster Badge, and 
what is called the collar of SS. 
Sir Thomas Broun has wrote a book upon the above in- 
teresting subject, which brings him into our literary cate- 
gory; and ,vhich, ,vhellever her Gracious l\Iajesty shall 
please to call me to the order, I shall read ,vith pleasure. 
It is not generally known, that when the llleeting of 
Baronets applied to our beloved Sovereign for perluission 
to ,veal' the collar of SS., she graciously granted the privi- 
lege, ,vith the addition of A (the first letter in the alphabet) 
to be worn before the SS in question. I have not heard 
'vhether the collars have as yet been worn; but-speaking 
of Baronets-come naturally, as ,veIl as alphabetically, to 
the celebrated 
EDWARD, EARL LYTTOK, BULWER, ,vho is the next 
noble on 111Y proud list of faIlle. As an Earl-and his 
title was actually conferred upon him at his baptisIu-he 
could not sit in the House of Commons, and therefore re- 
linquished the vain rank of an hereditary aristocracy to 
serve his country in Parliament, ,vhich he did as llleluber 
for Liskeard. He was Inade a Baronet for his services 
there; in cOlnpliment to which he 'v rote his eminent work, 
"The Last of the Baronets." Messrs. Saunders and Ottley 
will, I dare say, be happy to supply any of IllY readers 
with a copy of that performance at the usual llloderate 
charge. 
Sir Edward's labours as an author have been 111ultiva- 
rious. He has written history, poetry, rOlllance, criticislll, 
politics, the dralna. He has had detractors-what great 
man has not? I can speak myself from bitter experience; 
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but as long as he can get his present price, which I have 
no doubt is a guinea per page per novel, I think he may 
afford to laugh at envy. There's many a gent, I know, 
would undergo a deal of similar persecution for a precious 
deal less money. 
Among the celebrated authors in this family may be also 
mentioned His Excellency Lord Henry Bulwer, the Am.. 
bassador to 
Iadrid, whose work on Paris and the Parisians 
is, however, altogether inferior to a late work, published 
by 1\lessrs. Saunders and Ottley, viz. "Paris and its Peo- 
ple," and which that admirable journal, the Jf;Iorning Em'- 
ald, says is to be found on every Englishman's bookshelf. 
The English reader having it on his shelf, of course 
there is no need to recommend him (unless he wishes to 
present it to a friend) to purchase another copy, which he 
is at liberty to do. The rest of Europe, ho.wever, had bet- 
ter give their orders early, as above. And this informa- 
tion, I believe, is all that I have to give of the celebrated 
author of "Pelham," "England and the English," etc. 
In person, I may add, he is stout and swarthy. He wears 
a blue coat and brass buttons; boots named after the cele- 
brated Prussian partisan, Prince Blucher; silver spectacles 
and drab trousers, very much crunkled at the knees. He 
is about sixty-nine years of age, and lives in Tibbald's 
Row, Holborn-at least a gent going into a chambers there 
was pointed out to me as this above-named pride of our 
country. 


LADY L.'S JOURNAL OF A VISIT TO FOREIGN 
COURTS. 
[January 27, 1844.] 
[" Lady Londonderry's Journal of a Three Months' Tour in Por- 
tugal, Spain, AfIica, etc.," which, after being serlalised in the .New 
lrIonthly J.l1agazine, was pub1ished by J. :ltIitchel and Co" London, 
1843. ] 
As this soul-stin'ing publication is about to be continued, 
and as it has formed the subject of conversation in the 
very highest circles, we hasten to lay before the public a 
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letter on the subject from a lllOst distinguished. leader of 
ton :- 


LETTER FROM LADY JUDY PUNCH TO HER GRACE THE 
DUCHESS OF JENKINS. 


'Vhat 'lnalhe'llr a.f!lige my dear Duchess? I looked for 
you in vain last night at Lady Smithfield's. I sent Lord 
P. to all your accustolned séjoU'J's of evening-Route de la 
Cité; la l\laisoll de la Conduite Blanche; Ie Chateau de 
Jean de la Paille, à Hampstead-in vain-your Grace ,vas 
absent. The nobles of the land ,vere without their bright- 
est ornament; and the dear Duke of Jenkin s (who joined 
us afterwards) was seen at his club taking his ordinary 
rafraíchisseJnent of 'lnúitié et 'l1
oitié alone. Can it be that 
the blanchissage (as stated) required your presence else- 
where? One of your dear children told me you had sold 
your 'inécanique à repasse}'. 'Vell, cara 'In'Ía., as soon as 
that [;'isogna is completed, COlne to the faithful arn1S of 
your Giuditta. Lord P. shall be your CG1Jalie1'e. With 
what joy does he ever receive news of the dear Duke and 
your Grace! 
l\ly love, I have cent 'inille choses à VOltS dÙ'e-a hundred 
thousand, positively. I wish to consult you about the 
sweetest pink bonnet, aux ca1'ottes j about such a toque, 
en velou'J's ép'inglé aux cho1lx de B'J'uxelles ! Above all, to 
talk to you about Lady L.'s Journal. My love, the whole 
town is positively lnad about it. I give you my pal'ole 
d' honneur quite folle. If you could have heard Lady 
Barbican last night, quite cré1Jé-ing with envy at the 
l\iarchioness's success-if you could Ita ve witnessed the 
enthusiasm of Percy Aldersgate (Lord Smithfield's son, 
you know) and poor dear Lord Billingsgate's raptures of 
joy. "Her ladyship," said he, turning round to little 
Frank Ludgate (of the Farringdon faluily), ,vho was at 
cards with the three odious Aldermanbury girls, "has done 
honour to her country and her class. TfTe thank her-the 
noblesse of England thank her. She has enabled US to show 
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the vile roturim's, and low newspaper-creatures, that the 
aristocracy of England is superior to them with the pen, as 
In every other way. She has shown that we are of a differ- 
ent order of beings-a superior one-and, in so doing, has 
only performed the duty of a British Peeress-the duty of 
us all. We must stand by our order, my Lords and 
Ladies. I, for my part, never move without having my 
rank, my order, I proudly say my caste, in "my eye." 
"I wonder he mentioned it," said downright old Lady 
Friarbridge; at which bluff Lord St. Paul's nodded his 
head waggishly. In a ,vord, Iny dear, it was voted that 
the Journal should be read instantly for the benefit of the 
company asselnbled; and, as 'tis known that your darling 
husband the Duke can spell the longest words without hesi- 
tating, he ,vas unanimously selected to fill the office of 
lecteu'J'. Arabella 
linory gracefully brought and snuffed 
the chandelle de 'lno'ltton for the dear Duke, who, refreshing 
himself with a sip of a delicious sorbet all, gen'ièvre, began 
as follows :- 


" , Saturday, .A..ugust 22, 1840.-Among the various vexa- 
tions of life (I mean not to include the real ills, but to 
speak of the numberless trifles that irritate and annoy one) 
few things are more disagreeable than the appearance of 
one's Inaid by one's bed-side at four o'clock in the morn- 
ing, with a candle in her hand.' " 


,. Amirably said, dear Lady Billingsgate," exclaimed 
your darling husband. "How pretty that way of saying 
'annoying one with one's maid by one's side '-one only 
finds people of fashion ever use one's language in the 
proper way-does one?" "I call it the 1-lniq'lte way," said 
the Do,vager of Aldgate to her daughter Blanche Pumping- 
ton. "I think it must be more annoying for one's maid, 
though, than for one's self. You know one's maid Inust 
be up at three," said stupid old Friarbridge-but her 
remark was told low, and the old frump, you know, is of 
city extraction. 
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. 


His Grace continued to read:- 


" 'The town was in a great bustle, this being the Fête 
of Reubens. This ceremony only occurs once in a hundred 
years, and this is but the second tinle it has been cele- 
brated. Ruben's" Descent from the Cross" is a Inagnifi- 
cent picture, and the rays of the sun falling on it, showecl 
it to great advantage. * * * The" Crucifixion at the 
l\lusée," also by Rubens, claims the traveller's attention; 
but we, unfortunately, had not the time to examine the 
pictures, or to go to the Church of Saint Jacques. 'Ve 
paid a visit to l\ir. Baillie, the great shawl luerchant, and 
bought some of the wondrous black silk. * * *,,, 


- 


"I thought they had no time," said odious Friarbridge. 
"To see pictures, no," said the Duke indignantly, "but 
to buy black silk is a very different thing-(Cries of 
"hear! ")-though, why should we say that her Ladyship 
had no time for pictures, when the sentence above shows 
such a profound kno-wledge of them. Does she not call 
the painter Rubens, Ruben, and Reubens in that single 
page? Does she not tell us that his Fête occurs once in a 
hundred years, and that the sun's beams falling on a pict- 
ure, enable you to see it to the greatest advantage. \Vho 
could have told those things but a true connoissseur." 
A little dispute between two noble Dukes present, here 
, arose as to whether the word, as applied to a lady, should 
be connoyshure or connoyshuse, ,vhich ,vas decided by Sir 
James Grunt stating that the first was the correct word; 
and as the Chevalier is fresh from Paris, his opinion of 
course was taken :- 
The Duke resumed:- 


""Ve then drove to the railway, where we found a scene 
of unequalled confusion. \Ve had great difficulty in get- 
ting places, and only succeeded after a SC1{tfie between Lord 
L. and S01ne pert pJ'iest.' " 


Gracious Heaven! how pale the Duke of Jenkins be- 
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comes at reading this: "A scuffle between Lord L. and a 
priest !-it' s too bad! " 
" Trhat's too bad?" said St. Paul's. 
"The scuffle between the noble Lord and the priest." 
"On whose side?" said St. Paul's. "Do you mean that 
it is wrong of a Lord to scuffle with a clergyman, or of a 
,clergyman to scuffle with a Lord?" 
"He ought to have given way." 
" TVho ought to have given way? " continued the perse- 
vering old nobleman. But he had evidently his cross look 
on that day; and, ,vithout deigning to answer his question, 
the Duke continued to read: 


" 'The railway travelling has the undoubted advantage 
of enabling one to move frolll place to place with great 
rapidity. (" BRAVO.") But its drawbacks are innumer- 
able. The noise, the smell, the jar, and above all, the 
being brought into contact with all sorts and conditions of 
people.' " 


Lm'd St. Paul's-" My dear Duke, I think, for my part, 
that this is rather a dangerous sort of writing now-a-days. 
I don't think that ladies, of ho.wever exalted rank, are 
quite justified in shuddering at being brought into contact 
with their fellow-creatures." 
The Duke-" Fellow-creatures! No, no. For Heaven's 
sake llloderate your expressions! 1\ly Lord, this is danger-- 
ous levelling doctrine." 
L01"d St. Paul's-" Lady L. 's BETTERS have conde- 
scended to mix with all sorts and conditions of people." 
The Duke-" 'Vho are her ladyship's betters? " 
Lord St. Paul's-" Sir, ,ve won't talk religion in com- 
pany. Pray go on." 


" , A picturesque-looking luau, whose appearance ,vas 
that of half Spanish brigand, half player-(a half Spanish 
brigand is a subtle distinction, suggested some one )-also 
accompained us. 'Ye dined at Liège, and posted on to 
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Aix-la-Chapelle, where we arrived late, having passed the 
Prussian frontier, where the Custom House officers were 
civil, and did not unpack or meddle with anything we 
had, except a ham, on which they enforced duty. The 
railroad is to be continued to Cologne, which will much 
facilitate traveHing. We remained but one night at Aix, 
which is full of people. I took a bath, but cannot say I 
liked the experiment.' " 


The Duke-" It is an experiment I have never tried." 
(A laugh.) 
After which he continues- 


" , We were next day picked up by the steamer , which 
brought the rest of our faluily from Rotterdam. These 
boats are long, narrow, and adapted to carry a great num- 
bel' of passengers. There were two hundred on this occa- 
sion; but as we occupied the pavilion, which is really a 
good-sized private room, we .were well accommodated, and 
enjoyed plenty of air and light, and 
()e'l'e not 'lnolested by 
st'l'angers.' " 


St. Paul's-" What a pleasant frame of mind to travel 
in. If people do not wish to be molested by strangers, 
why do they not stay at home? Go on, my dear Duke of 
Jenkins. " 


" , vVe passed Bonn, and the Drachenfels, both of 'which 
disappointed 'liS, and, at four, arrived at Coblentz, which 
is very finely situated. A picturesque bridge of boats 
connects it with the citadel of Ehrenbretstein, bristling 
with its embrasures and lines of artillery. * * * Next 
morning, September 4, we continued our progress. The 
scenery after Coblentz becomes luuch more grand. We 
passed some old castles and many picturesque crags and 
hills, feathered down to the water's edge with luxuriant 
foliage. The prettiest seemed to me in possession of 
Prince Frederick of Prussia. This castle has been repaired 
and rendered habitable, and must be in summer a delight- 
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fu! residence. It is situated half-way up a rocky hill, and 
perched like an eagle's nest in a romantic situation.' " 


Lady F'ì'ial'rbl'idge-" Al
e eagles' nests always in roman- 
tic situations? " 
l Y he Dlllce-" 1\Iadam, her Ladyship knows best." 
Lo'rd St. Paul's-" Perhaps you are not a,vare that, 
hearing of the noble travellers' disappointment at Drachen- 
fels, the King of Prussia had the mountain pulled down. 
And, Duke, what a charming expression that is, , bristling 
with elnbrasures;' it is as if ,ve ,vere to say, indented with 
spikes. " 
- 
The Dulce-" As you say-it is only the very highest 
nobility that can think of such expressions. By the way, 
I may take your word for that little anecdote about the 
King of Prussia? I will insert it in a proper quarter, 
heading it 'POLITEKESS TO A BUITISH NOBLEMAN' -eh? 
-but to proceed:- 


" ':;(: * * \Ve drove through the fine free town of 
Frankfort * * * it is finely situated on the Maine; it 
is built of white stone, has wide streets and good hotels. 
* * * At 'Vurzburg, ,ve spent the night at an Hôtel 
(mark the delicacy of that lady's-an hotel with the cir- 
cumflex) which we found dear, dirty, and the eating beyond 
all desc'ription bad. Having discovered that the ,vaiter and 
the In aster of the inn understood Frellcll, I derived consid- 
erable comfort from informing them that ,ve had meant to 
stay the next day; but finding everything so bad, we 
should go on. * * * The distance from "Yurzburg to 
Nuremberg may be accomplished in about twelve hours; 
but we determined to divide this, and sleep at Langenfeldt, 
a small, dirty inn, where, nineteen years ago, returning 
from Vienna, we bought and carried off all their china, of 
which they neither knew the beauty nor the value, but 
which turned out to be the finest old Dresden, and once 
the property of the 1\largraves of Anspach. The landlord 
remembered us all.' " 
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Lord St. Paul's-" And no wonder he did." 
Lord Billings[Jate-" Egad, it was a devilish good trick 
that-carrying off all the old fello,v's china!" 
Lord St. Paul's-" Of which he did not know the value, 
and for which of course the noble English party paid the 
utmost farthing. You would not suppose that they would 
l
oax the poor fello,v as to the value of his wares." 
Lord Billingsgate-" I don't call it l
oax'in[J at all" (cries 
of "No! no! ")-" it's fair play, I say-it's only coming 
Yorkshire over them-eh, Jenkins." 
Lord St. Paul's-" That is a sweet sentence regarding 
the Hôtel at Wurzburg-' I derived considerable comfort' 
from abusing the landlord-or rather dis-abusing him! 
What a graceful and good-tempered guest the Wurzburger 
must have had." 
Lady F'l'iarbl'idge-" But why, if her ladyship is so 
angry at dirty inns, did she stop at the other ' dirty inn' 
at \Vhat-do-ye-call-it? - Langenfeldt? " 
LOl'rd St. Paul' s-" l\Iy dear Lady Friarbridge-you have 
lived all your life in the City or on the Surrey side-l can 
get a peep sometimes into genteeler neighbourhoods; and 
let me whisper in your ear, that there was perhaps some 
more china to be had at Langenfeldt. Her Ladyship talks 
of speaking French: be so kind, my dear duke of Jenkins, 
who know the language so well, as to give us a few speci- 
m ens of her proficiency." 
Duke Jenkins-" Oh, there is plenty of it-Here Prince 
}Ietternich says- 
" 'Eco'lltez, mon cher, les ,jeunes femmes que vous avez 
CONNUE .cwnt 1nm.tes.' " 


St. Paul's-" The blundering German." 
Jenkins - " We say a collection of bijouterie and 
V IELLERIES. " 
St. Paul's-" A pretty word, but not in the Dictionary." 
Jenkins-" Here is a passage which I really hardly dare 
trust myself to read. It is the most affecting thing I ever 
read. The two greatest statesmen of the age-Lord L. 
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and Prince }Ietternich-are conversing together. They 
speak of the brilliant Con
ress of Verona, and the kings 
and heroes who assembled. "Yhere are they all now? ' 
exclaims the greatest stateslllan (but one) of the age-I 
mean Prince Metternich- 
" 'Que de cl
an[Jernens, que de '/nonde est 1nm"t ! * * * 
.l!)t pnu'1' les plénipotentia'J"es ils sont tous MORT aussi. 
T 7 oU8,' turning to Lord L., , graces an ciel, VO'ltS vo.ilà. Le 
pauv'1"e Castlereagh, que je 'regl"ette'1'ai toujo'll'rs-Talleyrand 
est '/nort- Catlwa'1't, il est '/11.o'/'t.' 
" 'Non, il existe toUjO'll'1'S,' said Lord L. 
" '.l!)t bien dans ce cas-là, CELUI-LÀ N' EST PAS 
MORT! ' " 


Flesh and blood could bear it no longer; the fine eyes of 
your dear husband filled rapidly with tears; his voice, al- 
ways sweet, now gave way in an uncontrollable burst of 
emotion; and ,vhen he came to this passage, he dropped 
the book, and fell lifeless into the arlllS of the astonished 
Lady Barbican. This little cÍ1'constance atténuante (this 
affecting circumstance) l)ut an abrupt finale to our soirée. 
'Ve asked Lord Billingsgate to lead our dear Duke home; 
but his Lordship said he Inust be off, as he had other fish 
to fry; Lord St. Paul's left us, inviting us all to his ball; 
and your darling husband was left to go home by himself. 
It was one o'clock; one's maid had been in waiting with 
one's pattens, I don't kno,v how long; and when one got 
home, one was quite glad to get to one's bed and dream of 
one of the most delightful soirées one ever enjoyed. 
A thousand complÜnents from Lord P. to the Duke. 
How is your dear Grace this morning? -one sighs to know. 
Write, write to one's faithful- GIUDITTA. 
SHORT'S GAH.DENS, 
To her Grace the Duchess of Jenkins. 
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BIOGRAPHICAL AND LITERARY RIDDLES. 


SIR, 
Sometimes after business-hours in onr establishment we 
while away the evening with social converse and harmless 
laughter. Some of our young gents are then fond of pro- 
posing riddles, and considerable applause has been excited 
by the following, which, perhaps, may be suited to the 
columns of your entertaining miscellany. 
"Vhen may the late celebrated Doctor Jenner (whose 
memoirs I have perused with unfeigned delight) be com- 
pared to a certain kind of potato? 
'Yhen it's" a vaxy natur/' 
""'hen, on the contrary, does the same favourite vegeta- 
ble resemble the girl of my heart? 
When its A-mealier. 
But what the otller Hallie is I will never reveal.-Your 
most obedient servant, 
"A YOUNG GENT. AT JOWELL & HAMES'S." 


[March 23, 1844.] 


"THE AUTHOR OF PELHAM." 
[1tIarch 23, 1844.] 


LITTLE HATHENAEU
I CLUBB, 
GOAT AND HOYSTER TAVERN, p' 
Upper Anna-..L
Iaria Buildings, Bort!t Carolina Place, 
Association Road, Hoæton Bew T01fJn, Ma'J'ch 15, 1844. 


KIND PUNCH, 
SIR-
Ip and the frequenters of this clubb (all of littary 
tastes) whishes to know which is the 'J.eel name of a sella- 
brated littary barronet and Son of the 
lews (has his 
translation of Sckillers poems hamply justifies), viz. is He 
Sir Ed,vard George Earl Lytton Bulwer'? or 
Sir Edward George Earl Bul wer Lytton? or 
Sir Edward George Earl Lytton Bulwer Lytton? or 
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Sir Edward Lytton Earl Bulwer? or 
Sir Edward Lytton Earl George Bul wer or 
Sir Ed.ward Bulwer Earl ,Lytton George or 
Sir Ed,vard Buhver Lytton Lytton Buhver Bulwer Earl? 
or, vica versy, or quite the contl-y, or dubble yer all round, 
or which ways? 
Has we're going to put up his bust (hover the Duch 
clock) in the clubb-room, ,ve natrally whish to have his 
tittles correct to be wrote under neath the ,vork of hart. 
Your obeadient servant and reglar reader, 
BONOSl\IORES. 


P.S. 1. We doant whish to be hansered in joax but 
se1'iati'fn in ernest. 2. Halso, wich do you consider the 
best and holdest hactor, Mr. Braham or ]\11'. "Viddicomb? 
or is Mr. Charles Rean the best, and is trac1gidy or com- 
mady his forte or his piano? 
N. B. Philosophicle discusshn every Tuesday: me in the 
chair. 
[For a reply to the above queries ,ve refer our intelligent 
correspondent to 
Ir. Grant of the Great Metropolis.] 


GE
IS FROM JENKINS. 
[April 6, 1844.] 
OUR dear friend has begun lately a very artful way of 
conciliating the aristocracy of the country, viz., by writing 
bad F1"ench in his Journal. Witness the two following 
paragraphs extracted from Tuesday's Journal, and pro- 
found specimens of J enkinsian dissimulation:- 


"U n jeune homme, age de 30 ans, parlant Francais, 
Allemande et Anglais, que a servie de famille destingue 
deseire se placer comme Valet d'chambre, on Courier, que 
peura donne de bon aclemmation." 
" U ne personne Francaise, * =I{: '*' eile sais faÍ1'e les 
robes et bien coiffee; elle n'a point d'objection de prendre 
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Ie soin d'une petite De1lloiselle si necessaire point d'objec- 
tion pour la campagne ni Londre, mais une Famille pour 
voyager sera preferable." 


They are copied from our fashionable contelnporary with 
laborious accuracy, and contain specimens of a noble eccen- 
tricity of style, which we never believed to have existed 
in any person below the rank of the l\larq uis of London- 
derry. Even he could not ,vrite worse French than the 
Courier of the Post. And little boys of six years old will 
remark with pleasure that out of the last twenty-two words 
in the paragraph, only four are right. 'Vas it the lJIorn- 
ing Post who wrote, or was it the Cowrie'}'? Only the 
fashionable contemporary kllO'VS this a,vful secret. 
The Fentme de Charnb'}'e announcement is evidently the 
writing of an English person, "une peate del1Loiselle si 
necessail'e," a little girl so necessary, and "1lnefa'}nille 
pOUT voyagel' sera prefel o able," "a family to travel will be 
preferable," are, we fearlessly assert, the expressions of 
Betty the housemaid, not of Monon the Fent'}ne de Cha,'/nb1'e. 
Or is there a presiding genius at the office of the Post, who 
himself composes these remarkable advertisements? and 
who writes about" que a servie," and" de bon acle1nmation," 
and" elle sa is faÚ'e," and" eUe sais coiffee'" ? 
\Ve are inclined to think that Jenkins writes bad French, 
not because he knows no better, but because in the fash- 
ionable world good French ,vould not be understood. They 
don't like it there. They like their French loaded and 
doctored like their wine; and J. -knowing his public ,vill 
only consume a bad article-supplies that bad article to 
their hearts' content. If Lady Londollderry, if Lady 
Blessington, if Lady Bulwer, if l\irs. TroIlope, if the fash- 
ionable ,vorld in a word proves its dislike of good French 
by constantly practising bad, why should a journalist ven- 
ture to differ from such authorities or pretend to better 
behaviour than his betters? 
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WHAT SHOULD IRISH J\1IEJ\1IBERS DO IN RE- 
GARD TO THE TEN HOURS' BILL? 
[April 6, 1844.] 


Manchester B'llildings, 
.April 1, 1844. 


SIR, 
I have perused with igsthrame astanishment the ex. \ 
thraordinary silence of the Press in gineral respecting Mis- 
thur Sanior's femous argumint on the Facthory Quistion. - 
That argumint you may remimber, is, "that the profit 
of the mill-owners dipinds upon the two last hours' labour 
of the twil ve in the facthories; and that in cansiq uince of 
depriving the masthers of these two hours, their ruin would 
infallibly inshue." 
I have discovered and intind to propose to Sir Robert 
Pale, a mains of accommodeetion by w
ich the intherests 
of the Ie borer and the masther may be secured. 
Let us take off the TWO FIRST HOURR, which are not 
in the laste profitable, and the matther becomes aisyand 
comprehensible. 
I am, Sir, 
Your obajient Servant, 
A 
Iimber of Parliament for Oppressed, 
Degraded, 
liserable, but Beautiful 
IRELAND. 


AN ELIGIBLE INVESTMENT. 
[A pril 13, 1844.] 
SIR-In the Times of the 5th of April, I have inserted 
the following advertisement:- 
To PERSONS OF FORTUNE :-Any Lady or Gentleman wishing to 
provide handsomely for a YOUNG GENTLEMAN, of about 18 (who 
has no objection to go abroad), may hear of a most desirable oppor- 
tunity. Personal application to be made to Mr. Thingamy, What- 
d 'ycallem Street, Manchester Square. 
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But as that journal does not give any pictures, except 
that of the hideous Lion and Unicorn on the title; and as 
the nobility and gentry most naturally want to be person- 
ally acquainted with my appearance, you will oblige me by 
having the follo,ving Portrait inserted-extremely like, 
and from the original by Spoker.- 


Yours, 
AN INTERESTING IKDIVIDU AL. 


LES PREMIÈRES ARMES DE l\10:!.t1"TPENSIER; OR, 
lVIUNCHAUSEN OUTDONE. 
[April 27, 1844.] 
FOR the following letter the French journals are indebted 
to Colonel Thiery, the Aide-de-Camp, or tutor, or it may 
possibly be toady to the Duke of l\iontpensier. The letter 
is to the Queen, on the young Prince's first affair:- 
"I am happy to have the honour of giving your Majesty 
SOlne details regarding the conduct of H. R. H. the Duke of 
Montpensier ,vhich he could not himself give but at the 
expense of his '/nQdesty." 
o fie! 
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"The Prince at length has found an occasion for show- 
ing that he could emulate his brothers in courage, charged 
to aid in the attack upon the village of J.\11echouneche with 
his guns. H.R.H. had to defile under the Arab fire at a 
very short distance from their guns; but his batteries were 
soon judiciously posted, and there the inauguration of the 
royal artillery-man (How PRETTY) took place in the face 
of the whole army, by a brisk cannonade, the effects of 
which contributed greatly to the success of the first part of 
the air. The Prince from this position fired his howitzers 
and wall guns, the discharge of which brought several 
Arabs to the ground. I applauded this début. I consid- 
ered it as sufficient: but there was still better fortune in 
store for the two Princes. 
"On another point our attacks had not been so success- 
ful. A column of infantry had met with sucl
 difficult-ies 
of ground (only DIFFICULTIES OF GI
OUND, OF COURSE) 
that it began to falter; and the audacity of the Arabs had 
increased in a menacing manner. The Duke of Aumale 
thought proper to put an end to this by moving forward in 
person at the head of the Grenadiers. The Duke of Mont- 
pensier felt that his place 'vas no longer there, where the 
perils he was to encounter were less than those which his 
brother was facing; and by an iuspiration, of which the 
merit belongs entirely to himself, he gave up the command 
of the guns to the lieutenants under him, and followed 
across a shower of balls by the side of the Duke of Aumale. 
"His devotedness was near costing him dear. He was 
one of the privileged in the group which followed the 
Princes. A ball tore the upper eyelid of his left eye. 
Although the pain was severe, and the blood which issued 
from this slight wound was at first sight alarming, H.R.H. 
never paused in his course; but, with his brother, ,vas 
among bhe first to reach the height crowned by the Arabs, 
and considered by them as so impregnable, that those na- 
tives who were not witnesses of the action -INSIST ON IT
 
:BELVG ATTESTED TO THEM BY OATH! 
"The Duke of Aumale's resolution was heroic, and suc- 
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cess justifies his temerity, although it was 
reat. The 
Princes were not followed by twenty soldiers, worn out by 
fatigue ,vhen they reached the crest of the hill occupied by 
SEVERAL HUKDRED of the enemy. Alnong them were sev- 
eral regulars, who were at our approach seized wit1
 a pan'ic, 
which was quite unexpected. 
"The Duke's wound has been so slight that it will not 
leave the honour of a scar. His sight was never affected 
for a mOlnent. As for the health of the Prince it never 
,vas more satisfactory. 


" (Signed) 


THIERY." 


Thiery having thus addressed his Queen: let the admir- 
ing Punch be allowed to address Thiery. 
N O'V, dear Thiery, we have finished that veracious His- 
tory of the Next French Revolution (the extraordinary 
accuracy of which narrative will be proved when the 
Revolution shall come to pass), we are prepared to offer 
you a handsome salary to write a History of the African 
war. 
Our historiographer is a smart chap, but without a doubt, 
dear Colonel, you are a better man, and we shall dispossess 
him and appoint you. 
Beloved Thiery! it is noble to see you, in fancy, follow- 
ing your Princes through the shower of balls! 'Vhat ad- 
n1Írable devotedness! There is nothing of a lickspittle 
about you-no flattery; every word you say seeins Gospel 
true. 
What, the 'whole column of infantry began to falter, did 
they? before Mechouneche, that pretty village. And the 
audacity of the Arabs grew menacing! And the Princes 
rushed forward with twenty men only (what a compli1nent 
to the gallantry of the rest of the army), and with these 
twenty men upset several hundreds of the enemy, who 
were seized with an unaccountable panic! 
Dear friend, it must have been at the sight of the young 
Prince of MOlltpensier, ,vith his left upper eyelid bleeding 
-bon Dieu, what a ghastly royal artilleryman! what a 
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blood-stained young bombardier of a Prince he must have 
looked. 
But what was the ball which tore the eyelid, dear Sir, 
,vas it a cannon ball? a great ,vhacking, thundering, whizz- 
ing eighty-four pounder; 01' perhaps a bomb that went 
off and lodged there; or, perhaps a Congreve rocket that 
,vhisked off an eyelash- Heavens, what an escape it was. 
Explain it to us, dear truth teller, more accurately in your 
next charming letter. Let us kno,v how it was that the 
ball hit the dear Prince in the eyelid, and ho,v it was that 
his nose got off unhurt, and his forehead; and ho,v the 
wound which bled so terrifically, and was so painful, won't 
even leave a scar. 
Perhaps the ball respected the Prince-was seized with 
an unaccountable panic, like the several hundred regulars, 
at sight of his Royal Highness's face, and bounded back 
quite astonished. Amiable friend, why should not this be 
true? . Tell us about it in your next, and mention the nalne 
of the Arabs who were killed by the rebound. 
Don't say if the ball which touched the eyelid of the 
Royal Bombarders was only his eyeball :-it is much better 
as it stands-or let us say at once that it ,vas a red hot 
shot; you picked it up, cooled it, and intend to send it as 
a pl'esen t to the Queen. 
That is a great stroke, dear friend, about the Arabs (who 
did not witness the action of the Princes, and their twenty 
Inen frightening away the several hundreds )-forcing YOU 
'1'0 SWEAR TO THE }1'ACT before they will believe it. \Vill 
they believe it when you do SWEAR? 0 those benighted 
followers of Abd-el-Kader! 
Dear friend, we have some like you in England, but 
none quite so great. Our Court Circulars contain humbug 
and flattery, which are pretty sickening and slavish in their 
,vay; but I think we have never come near you, dear 
Thiery. \Ve never sneered at a whole army, to exalt the 
bravery of two young lllen. His Royal Highness P l'ince 
Albert has undergone S01l1e handsome dangers in his 
time, but he never had his eyelid torn by a cannon- 
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ball. Be yours the palm-yours and the country which 
owns you. 
Let us hope, dear Sir, that in the approaching visit of 
the French King to this country, we may see you following 
at his august back. If you come to the Strand, come and 
see us. Come, and we will introduce you to some similar 
English worthies. 
And we will institute an order, and it shall be called the 
Order of the Long Bow, and Colonel Thiery shall have 
the first GRAND CORDON. Come; and, in th
 mean time, 
write more letters, dear Thiery, 
To your wondering and loving 
PUNCH. 


ACADE
IY EXHIBITION 


[}Iay 11, 1844.] 


HAVING just returned from this delicious place of enter- 
tainment,-our brains whirling with the delirious excite- 
ment of the scene,-we have scarce time to collect our 
scattered senses and to put down hastily our impressions 
of this gorgeous galaxy of talent. 
Among the portraits, we remarked- 
691. Portrait of the Hat óf His Royal Highness Prince 
Albert; with His Royal Highness's favourite boot-jack. 
His Royal Highness's Persian wolf-dog, Mirza, is lying on 
the latter, while the former is in the possession of His 
Royal Highness's diminutive spaniel, 
Iiss Kidlumy.- 
Sandseer, R.A. 
This magnificent piece of Art has all that Mastery of 
execution, that chiaroscurosity of handing-above all, that 
thrilling, dramatic interest ,vhich distinguishes the most 
popular of our painters. The gallant wolf-hound of Irawn 
sits scowling over the utensil of the consort of England's 
Sovereign which seems to say, " Nemo '17te impunè lacessit." 
The boot-jack is a miracle of art-had we not worn 
Bluchers, in good sooth .we should have been tempted to 
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try it; so marvellous is the illusion produced. As for the 
little spaniel, Miss Kidlumy, 'v hat can we say, but that 
she is a perfect love? The biscuit she holds in her mouth 
may have been painted by a Sandseer, but we vo,v must 
have been designed by a I.Jemann; it is one of the sort usu- 
ally sold at three a penny. The fluff of the hat is handled 
with a gossamer lightness, and the maker's naUle is a com- 
plete illusion. This work stamps 1\'11'. Sandseer not only 
as a great delineator, but a noble and exquisite poet. His 
996. Parroq uet with a l\Iuffin (the property of the Queen 
of the Belgians). 
1763. Grouse Shooting. Cockaleekie Castle. 
2844. Sahnon Leaping. (Scene from the river Snuff- 
mull, off the heights of \Vhistlebinkie. Morning. ) 
25. The Highland Luncheon. 


"Gin a' the binks that fa' your body, 
Your bubbly Jock and winsome poddie, 
Your lilting, filting, linkum doddie, 
Should gar your ee. " 


The words of the Ayrshire bard ,vere never more admir- 
ably illustrated. The tail of the Kelpie in the distance, 
is, perhaps a little out of drawing; but the Stot is the very 
picture of life; and the mutton-ham with which the sheep- 
dog (both are likenesses of eminent political characters) is 
running away, is unparalleled. 
Maclish, R.A., has- 
991, 1434, 1684, 4, 76, 1999. Subjects frOln that ad- 
mirable novel, "Gil BIas" -a work lately published, and 
of the greatest humour; likewise- 
802. Olivia curling Maria's hair before going to Farmer 
Flaluborough's. 
8496. Maria curling Olivia's hair before going to Farmer 
Flam borough's. 
15. Squire Thornhill making love to Olivia in the har- 
field. 
1844. Hay-field. Group from "The Vicar of W ake- 
:field. " 
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176, 8, 4499 and thirteen more, are from the same de- 
lightful work, upon which indeed all our artists have made 
an attack, for we have- 
Mulrowdy, R.A. with 1904, The Vicar of Wakefield 
smoking the pipe in the orchard with Mr. Burchell. 
2306. Mr. Burchell in London, purchasing a roll of Vir- 
ginia for the Vicar. ( An admirable piece, with all the 
hUlnour of Raphael and all Rembrandt's correctness of 
design. ) 
316. Mrs. Primrose ironing her mittens-a sweet piece 
in the true Claude manner. We counted, besides, six 
other designs from the same delightful work, and from the 
unmistakable pencil of Mr. Ledslie, R.A., three hundred 
and thirty-six drawings in illustration of this most popular 
novel. 
Trundler, R.A., treats us with some magnificent pieces. 
34. A Typhoon bursting in a simoon over the whirlpool 
of Maelstrom, Norway, with a ship on fire, an eclipse, and 
the effect of a lunar rainbow. 


o Art, how vast thy misty wonders are, 
To those who roam upon the extraordinary deep; 
Maelst.rom thy hand is here, 
Frmn an l.lnp'llblished poem. 


4. (Great Room.) Hippopotamuses at play in the river 
Scamander. 
1311. The Duke of Wellington and the Shrimp (Seringa- 
patam, early suarin). 
And can it be, thou hideous imp, 
That Hfe is ah! how brief, and glory but a shrimp r 
,FJ'O'ln an unpublished poem, 


We must protest against the Duke's likeness here; for 
though his grace is short, his face is not of an emerald- 
green colour; and it is his coat, not his boots, which are 
vermilion; nor is it fair to make the shrimp (a blue one) 
taller than the conqueror of Assaye; with this trifling 
difference of opinion, we are bound to express our highest 
admiration of the work. It is the greatest that the English 
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school of quiet landscape has produced. The comet just 
rising over the cataract in the foreground, and the con. 
fiagratioll of Tippoo's widow in the Banyan forest by the 
sea shore, are in the great artist's happiest luanner. Our 
favourite, 
PicklegiU, R.A., has fourteen admirable portraits. 
47. :I\Iajor Bulder, and 48. 1\1rs. Major Bulder C1vorthy 
of a Tintoret). 
996. Colossal figure of George Blodder Rodglnore Esq., 
l\LP., of Rodgmore Hall, l)ainted on occasion of the Bill 
for inclosing C01vitch Common, and hung in the lower hall 
of that city. A grand, we had almost said, a stalactitic 
piece. 1\1:1'. Rodglnore is represented in a white 1vaistcoat, 
and pepper-and-salt trousers, pointing to a scroll of papers, 
and as if looking up at a picture of the late eminent 'ViUiam 
Pitt; Rodgmore Park is seen in the distance, the trees 
tinted by autull1n, and a whirlwind raging above them in 
the stormy sky. A curricle, l)robably containing 1\1rs. 
Blodder Rodgmore, completes the illusion. The Turkey 
carpet is a miracle of painting, and the seals hanging from 
the inexpressibles of the principal figure, are perfect won- 
del's of pictorial skill. OU1' dictum is, Bravo, l'rlr. Picklegill! 
Water-Colour Room. 1915, 1803. Hecuba parting 
from Lucius J u-nius Brutus before the battle of Lepanto; 
and Ariadne visiting Diogenes Laertius in the island of 
Patmos. Drawings in stick liquorice are in the well-kn01vn 
manner of Mr. Jonas, R.A.; but the rest of our notices 
must be reserved for a future day. 


THE CLOCKS AGAIN 
[May 25, 1844.] 
( We ære a'lltl
o1'ised to publish tl
e following Ext1"act of a 
letter front a Young Gentlmnan 'U'ho lives in tl
e Ne'w 
Road, opposite Marylebone Cl
'lt1'cl
.) 
16tl
 Ma,y, 1844. 
GREAT Heavens! how long is the clock influenza to con- 
tinue? Invited to dine yesterday with Lady 1\Iary Scraln- 
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jaw, at half past seven, in H-l'l-y Street, I entered that 
street, via New Road, precisely as the Clock of M-ryl-b-ne 
Church indicated the hour to be twenty-five minutes to 
eight. Two minutes afterwards I knocked at Lady Mary's 
-- door-'twas opened not by the page, that youth attired in 
green all over yel10w buttons like the cowslip meadows in 
May-not by her footman, a large man with scarlet whis- 
kers and powder-not by her butler, a person whom I have 
frequently known to be mistaken for a dean ;-but by a 
. maidservant-a person in curl-papers and red elbows, who 
- stared at me from either side of her smutty nose as she 
bade me ascend to the salon. 
I did so, unannounced; and what was my astonishment 
on entering the drawing room, to find a female in a cami- 
Bole with no front of hair, standing on the centre table and 
picking out the bits of wax candle from the chandelier that 
hangs in the middle of the room! 
Rea vens! how she screamed as she saw me. It was 
Lady 
Iary Scramjaw herself! ! 
* * * * * 
When her fainting form was carried out of the room by 
the footman (who had his hair in papers) and the butler 
(,vithout his coat), I found, on glancing at the ormolu 
clock on the mantelpiece, that it was only SIX O'CLOCK. I 
had come too early. I had been misled by the Marylebone 
impostor. Is this not too bad-too gross? What are we 
to trust, if even Church Clocks deceive us? 
Adieu.- Your distracted but affectionate 
FREDERIC DE MONTMORENCY. 


P. S. Saturday.-I shall never be asked by Lady .1\Iary 
again. The Clock is still at 35 minutes past 7: (hang it!) 
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LATEST FROl\I AMERICA. 
[
Iay 25, 1844.] 


ANI::\IATED DISCUSSION OF THE PORK AND MOLASSES 
BILL. GLORIOUS DISCOMFITUR OF J ER. DIDDLER'S 
PARTY. 


From the Correspondence of the Ne
() York Catawampus. 
"fVasldngton, 
11ay 1. 
YESTERDAY the friends of liberty had a great treat; the 
eyes of enfeebled old Europe must" calculate" more away 
abashed from the contemplation of such an august specta- 
cle as that of the star-spangled land of independence. 
Solomon Crowdy was great in his speech on the Pork 
and ]Holasses Bill, and showed up Jer. Diddler of Bluenose 
county, as a swindling dotard, and Nick Rudge, of Little 
Jericho, as a lllurderous ruffian 
Nick Rudge said Sol. Crowdy was a liar: and pretended 
to laugh to scorn the assertions of a forger and a bankrupt. 
Sanl Blood said that forgery was a misfortune, and bank- 
ruptcy no disgrace. He had been bankrupt twenty-three 
times himself. He gloried in it. (Cheers.) He would 
not see his friend the honourabl.e Sol. Crowdy attacked 
with starving calumny for such a trifle. 
Jer. Diddler accused Sol. Crowdy of letting off a man 
who had helped a nigger to escape. 
At this shameful charge, Sol took out a knife and cut 
at Jer. Diddler, who, drawing a pistol, levelled at Crowdy, 
but Inissed him; the members on either side rushed in to 
the rescue; in the flurry of 1vhich knives were used freely, 
and blood rose aLove par. 
Enoch Ram, of Guinea Pig Island, was left in possession 
of the floor; and, unless a surgeon has doctored him up by 
this, I doubt ,viII keep the floor a lengthyish tÜne. He 
was knocked down in a Inistake by the Hon. Joel Brawn, 
with a lead inkstand
 which came a little too handy. 
X-Vol. 24 
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As Jer. Diddler was going home, Crowdy's son, the 
l\iajor, sprung off his board 1vhere he was tailoring, and 
fired a pistol at the Hon. J er. Diddler, saying, "Take 
that, you old rascal, for firing at my father." It is said 
the l\iaj or is going as Secretary of Legation to one of the 
old courts of Europe. 


THE PRINCE OF JOINVILLE'S Al\IATEUR 
INVASION OF ENGLAND. 


(June 1, 1844.] 


PUSCH TO J OIKVIL 


DEAR MOXSEIGXEUR, 
'Vhen the bones of the hero, who left a legacy to Cantil- 
Ion for trying to assassinate the Duke of Wellington, were 
given back to the France which he loved so ,yell-it was 
you, dear J oinviUe, 1vho were despatched to relnove the 
sacred ashes froll the rock where they lay. I always had 
a good opinion of you after your conduct on that expedition. 
It lnust be confessed, the brutal tyrants who lllurdered 
the meek apologist of Cantillon behaved pretty handsomely 
in the matter of giving up his In1perial bones. You, Gen- 
tlelnen of the Belle Poule, were feasted with the best of 
1\Tine and victuals, you ,vere received with all the honours 
that such a brutal and unci vilised nation as ours could 
invent; our Government acceded to the request you made; 
our lnen dug up the body you wanted; our soldiers carried 
it down to your ships; our guns fired salutes in its honour 
and yours; our officers and governors did their utU10st to 
please and 1velcome yon, and held you out, at parting, the 
hand of fellowship. 
The next thing we heard of you, dear J oinville, was, 
that you had flung your best cabin furniture overboard; 
turned your ship into a fighting monster-all guns; and 
had made a solemn vow to die-to sink to a man-'ods 
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marlinspikes and lee-scuppers: rather than st'ì'ike to the 
En[JUsl
. 
Nobody asked you to strike to them. They had just 
been treating you with every imaginable kindness and 
courtesy; in reply to ,vhich you shook your fist in the faces 
of the brutal Islanders, and swore you would never be 
bullied by them. 
It was a genteel and grateful way of expressing your 
sense of a kindness-a polite method of showing gratitude 
worthy of the most civilised nation in Europe. It had 
not the least bluster or bad taste. It did not show that 
you had a propensity to quarrel-that rancour was lurking 
in your heart-that your return for hospitality was hatred 
and rage. Your conduct was decent and dignified, and 
worthy of a gallant sailor, a gentlelnan, and a king's son. 
The gratitude of your nation is proverbial. The fond- 
ness of the Carlists of France for the men who sheltered 
them and fed them, when their countrymen would have 
had their heads off, is known by all persons who l>ead a 
French newspaper. You, of the younger branch, seem 
also to possess the same amiable quality. 
What a compliment to our country is this new pamphlet 
you have been publishing! a compliment still greater than 
that of proposing to fight us with the Belle Poule / You 
were kindly received in our perfidious Island last year. 
You visited our cities, to,vns, and country, onr towns in- 
land and seaboard. And your benevolent patriotism in- 
stantly pointed out to you, 1vhile considering the" Etat des 
Forces Navales de la F1"OnCe," that it would be very easy 
to burn all these fair quiet towns, lying so peaceful and 
confiding along the water side. They were entirely de- 
fenceless, and their unprotected condition touched your 
great soul, and suggested to your Christian spirit the easy 
opportunity of plunder. 
Brave Prince: bold seaman: good Frenchman ! You 
can't see your neighbour comfortable, but you long to cut 
his throat. Prudent Statesruan-you are at peace: but 
you must speculate upon war; it is the formal condition 
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of the nation rou represent; the refined and liberal, the 
honest and unsuspicious, the great and peaceful French 
nation. 
You want a steaul Inarine for your country, because ,vith 
it the most audacious aggressive war is permitted. You 
don't want "brilliant successes" any more; your chival- 
rous spirit suggests more agreeable conquests. " \Vith 
a steaIll navy," say you, "nothing ,vill prevent us froin 
inflicting upon the enelllY's coasts losses and sufferings 
unknown to them hitherto." The riches accumulated upon 
our coasts and in our ports ,vollld no longer be in safety. 
Our arsenals are crowded ,vith ships-how they ,vould 
burn. Our warehouses are full of wealth-,vhat is it for, 
but for Frenchmen to plunder? Our ,volnen are the most 
beautiful in the world. Sam'ebleu! how they would scream 
as five hundred jolly lads from the Belle Poule came 
pouncing down upon theine 
Dear Joinville, I can fancy you dropping down the river 
Thalnes, and the generous thoughts filling your bosoln as 
(the Queen perhaps by your side, all smiles and kindness) 
you look at the millions of merchant:-ships lying round 
about you. While the sun is shining, the people are shout- 
ing welcome, the Queen sl11iling on his arm-the dear fel- 
low is thinking ho,v glorious it would be to burn all those 
ships and destroy that odious scene of peace, plenty, and 
confidence! Dear fello1\r! nice Prince! God bless you! 
I declare I never read a paragraph more creditable to the 
writer's head and heart than this :-" Our lJ'i"csent packet- 
boats 'lcould, ft"01n theÙ" great s'lciftness, fm'm excellent 
corsairs in time of war. Tlwy could CO'i7W 'lijJ 'l(}itl
 a 1ner- 
chant-ship, PILLA GE IT, BURN IT, and be away beJ01'e tIle 
(Wa1"-steU1JlerS tl
emseh'es could 'i"each them!" It is quite 
noble-Christian, thoughtful, princelike, and Frenchman- 
like,-it ought to be printed in large letters, in 
etters of 
blood for preference. The beautiful reflection of a French 
philosopher, suggested by a scene of plenty. 
By Heavens! the extravagances of mad old Gilray, the 
severed heads and reeking axes, the hideous mixture of 
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grinning and nlurder with 'v hich he was wont to typify a 
Frenchman, are feeble compared to this. Here is a lad- 
the hope of the nation-anxious to luaintain "the honour 
of France" -and how? by murdering, pillaging, burning, 
butchering in England. His argument is-You are at 
}1eaCe; therefore, had you not better get ready for war? 
" Employ," the dear boy says, "tIle leisllres of pence to 
prepare and sharpen ((, blade 1vhich will st1'ike effectually in 
tirne of 1ca1'." Of course, that is the end of peace. 
Suppose His Royal Highness Field ßlarshal Prince Al- 
bert, after his visit to Eu the other day, had taken advan- 
tage of his vast nlilitary experience, and on his return to 
England had addressed a report to the War-office, suggest- 
ing a "Plan for burning Cherbourg," "Hints on the prac- 
ticabilityof bombarding Toulon," "Slight suggestions for 
a generalluassacre of the inhabitants of the French coast 
between Dunkirk and Bayonne," OLlr neighbors would have 
thought it a delicate compliulent no doubt-a pleasing 
manifestation of opinion froln a person closely connected 
with the throne-a kind proof of the good feeling bet,veen 
one country and the other. 
But no; ice don't do these things, dear Prince. \Ve are 
perfidious Englanders; brutal in our habits, vulgar in our 
notions; absorbed by gross pursuits of COlnlllerce, and 
coarse lust of gain. \Ve are not ci vilised: we do not care 
for glory. There is only one nation that really cherishes 
glory and possesses civilisation. It is yours, dear J oin- 
ville! There is only one nation that prides itself in its 
rapacity, and glories in its appetite for murder. There is 
only one nation that boasts of its perfidiousness, and walks 
the world in the sunshine, proclainlÌng itself to be an 
assassin. \Ve may be perfidious, but at least we have the 
decency of hypocrisy. vVe may be sordid, but at least we 
profess to worship Christian peace-not .l\Iurder and N apo- 
leon. 
It is for you to do that: for you to fulfil the mission 
given you by Heaven, which made you as it lnade an ani- 
mal of prey. It is only you who shout daily with fresh 
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triulnphs your confession of faith, that you ,,,,,ill rob ,vhen 
you can; that when at peace rou are meditating aggres- 
sion; that statesmanship for you is only the organisation 
of robbery; you who call rapine, progress-murder and 
pillage, "the propagation of French ideas "-and massacre, 
"the maintenance of the rank of France in Europe." Go 
pander to the vanities, J oinville, of your sage and reason- 
able nation! foster their noble envy, recreate their angelic 
propensity to work evil-inflame their Christian appetite 
for war. The ICing's SOIl of such a nation can surely not 
be better employed than in flattering the national spirit. 
If he loye peace, they say he is a bad Frenchman. COlll- 
merce is brutal and English, unworthy of the polished 
intelligence of the French people. Their C'lllte is glory. 
Continue, Joinville, to Ininister to that noble worship; 
the Inore you insult your neighbours, the more" national" 
your countrymen will think you. Don't spare your in- 
sults, then, but suggest fresh plans of invasion with the 
cahn assurance which renders your nation so popular all 
the world over. Assert your claims in the true, easy, 
quiet, unambitious, gentle, good-humoured French polished 
,vay, so little querulous, so calmly dignified, so honestly 
self-reliant! Do this, and you can't fail to become 1110re 
11opular. Invent a few nlore p]ans for abasing England, 
and you will take your rank as a Stateslnan. Issue a few 
more prosp
ctuses of murder, and they'll have you in the 
Pantheon. What a dignity to be worshipped by those, 
who, if not the leaders, at any rate are the Bullies of 
Europe. 
Agréez, J\fonseigneur, 
Les sentimens de Recounaissance respectueuse 
avec lesquels j'ai l'honneur d'être, 
de Votre Altesse Royale Ie profond Ad1nirateur, 
PONOHE. 
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RULES 


To be observed by the English People on occasion of the r''isit 
o.f H'is 117zpm 9 ial Majesty, NICHOLAS, El1
pe19019 of all 
the Russias. 


[June 8, 184.-4.] 


As the Imperial Autocrat of all the Russias will doubtlesß 
make visits to nUlllerous public institutions in this 
country, it behoves Punch to instruct the people as to 
their manner of behaviour. 
Remember, the man is a stranger-his visit is a surprise 
(and, perhaps, not an agreeable one-but that, as the 
poet observes, is neither here nor there), and we must 
meet this surprising incident with presence of mind. 
Britons! Nicholas is here; and as he is here, it is our duty 
to make the .best of him. 
If you love Puncll, be peaceful. You have obeyed me as 
yet: listen to me now. No hissing; no rotten eggs; 
no cabbage stalks; no how ling; no mobbing-no 
nothing. 
Only Silence! All the institutions of the country which 
he is desirous to see, let him see-if he wishes to 
examine the Punch office, our boy has orders to sho,v 
him over the premises. If he is hungry or athirst, 
beer, from the opposite public-house, buns from 
l\'lessrs. Partington's the pastry-cooks, will be pro- 
vided-and at our o,vn expense. But all shall be 
done ,vith a politeness so frigid, that by Jupiter Am- 
mon! the Autocrat shall consider himself in Siberia. 
If he leaves money, the Order of "the Swan ,vith two 
Necks," for the united publishers-snuff boxes and 
stars for our chief contributors-we shall know what 
to do with the same. 
All England must do as Punch does. Listen! 'Vhen 
Nicholas comes, receive him well. Let the manufact- 
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urers open their doors, and sho\v him where they lie, 
work, working, in their factories-our emperors of 
the wor ld. Let our railway people set their engines 
to work as hard as they like, to convey his Imperial 
Majesty. Let our race-horse keepers show him their 
studs-even the teeth of their horses-if he have a 
wish to look that way. Let Colonel Bulder be civil 
to him at W oohvich: let the Port-Admiral be polite to 
him at Portsmouth: let the Keeper of the Golden 
Square sho,v him. over the green labyrinths and pel'- 
fRilled glades of that delightful resort of enchantment. 
If he have a mind to eat white-bait at Greenwich, let 
not Lovegrove balk him. 
Eut mark! he will be dropping his money, snuff boxes, 
brooches, orders, and what not, wherever he goes. 
Money costs him nothing, remember, and he can afford 
to lavish it. Friends, Countrymen, swear with Punch! 
-Carry every shilling the man leaves to the Polish 
Fund. Remember what is the hand that offers those 
honours. Don't touch his money; hand it over to 
Lord Dudley Stuart. 
But ,vhy speak? I know you won't touch his rnoney. 
YOlv are not mercenary; you never traffic money 
against honour: YO'll don't care for titles-no, nor your 
wives either: the caution is quite needless in our 
country. 
At Ascot, in the Park Reviews, at the Opera, wherever 
people congregate, the order of behaviour to be laid 
down is simply this: Any person ,vho hisses or hoots, 
is to be held as a snob-he does not understand good 
manners, nor the decencies of hospitality; but if any 
person hurras, or takes off his hat, you have Punch's 
instant orders to lick him. "Bonnet" that miscreant! 
Flatten his beaver over his miserable eyes. Teal' his 
coat tails up to his cowardly shoulders. Seize breth- 
ren, seize his trembling legs, and away with him. 
Ducking was meant by N atUl'e for that man. Pumps 
long for that man-why call hhn a man?-that thing 
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that l{icksha w, in a word. Friends! you understand 
what I Inean! 
You lllUSt not be inveigled into a foolish adiniration on ac- 
count of his Inlperial l\f.ajesty's personal qualities. 
He is very tall, but the Horse-Guards are as big; very 
handsome, but \Yiddicolllbe is as good-looking; very 
athletic, but can hp do as llluch as 1\11'. Risley or his 
little boy? He can ride very well, but ,ve offer to 
back the Marquis of Waterford against hilll; very 
slÜn, but he ,veal'S stays; he is very broad-chested, 
but he pads enorillously. 'Yhell the Guards with their 
silver trunlpets play the Russian National Air-beau- 
tiful as that melody is-let no lllan cheer. Reineln- 
bel' the trumpets that played it when the Cuirassiers 
of Paske witch rode into burning 'Yarsa,v. 
As to the Ladies, the Ladies Patronesses of the Polish 
Balls, 'who have determined to continue their entertain- 
lllent, Punch blesses theill. Ladies, you have acted 
like lllen! Let there be several Polish Balls this year 
during the Einperor's presence. Punch 'v ill attend 
them all. Yes, we will dance the Polka with Judy 
there; \ve will shut ourselves up with Baron Nathan * 
and practise for the purpose. 
As for the politicians-there will be probably a dinner at 
the Russian COinpany-and poor Peel will be called 
upon to praise his guest-pool' fellow!-he can't mean 
it; but relllember it's his business-he'll blo\v out 
praises froin those active jaws of his, just as the 
Guards' trumpeters blo,v "God save the Emperor" 
frolll their silver clarions-don't hold either organ 
responsible for the tune it's made to play. " Poor 
Peel, poor dear Peel! poor Bobby! "let us exclaim- 
pitying heartily the work assigned to hin1- 
As for the Press-there is, between ourselves, our friend 
J -uk-ns-but Heaven help us! never nlilld what lie 
says. 'Ve know the poor fello\v's state of brains 
* [A popular dancing-master, sometime ltlaster of Ceremonies at 
Rosherville Gardens.] 
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under that powdered sconce of his. Let Jenkins, 
then, have full liberty to be as complimentary as he 
likes. 
And if his Imperial l\Iajesty does anything handsome fol' 
Rigb. * * * 
(The p'Jointe'Jo 'pespectflllly states that Mr. Punch's lJIS. . 
stops ab'j'uptly here, n01' has he been heard of at the Office 
- since he 
(Jent away, it is believed to Green
()ich, to dine 
'witl
 a party of Young England, 
()ho are tkinking of 'fnak- 
ing hint Uwir leadel".) 


STRANGE INSULT TO THE KING OF SAXONY. 


[JUllC 8, 1844.] 


[The King of Saxony was in England when the Czar anived, and 
was subsequently treated with comparative neglect.] 
IT is with much sorrow that we state the following fact, 
for which, unfortunately, there cannot be the slightest 
doubt, as our informants are of the very highest Class. 
Lady vVilhemina Amelia Skeggs, writing to Lady Carolina 
Maria Jones frOln PÜnlico Palace, says:-" My dearest 
love, only think! the very mOlnent the Emperor of Russia 
arrived, he put the King of Saxony's nose out of joint! " 
Dr. Bridgeman has been sent for.-lJforning Post. 


TO DANIEL O'CONNELL, ESQ., 


CIRCULAR ROAD, DUBLIN. 


[June 8, 1844.] 
D}
AR SILVY O'PELLICO, 
One of my young chaps had got ready a caricature of 
you 1vith about three hundred-,veight of chains on your old 
legs and shoulders, and you in a prison-dress. 
But when he heard that you were really locked up, he 
said he would not for the money's sake (though I pay him, 
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well for it) publish his paltry picture, or do anything just 
now that would gi ye you pain. 
N either shall I crow over you because it has come to 
this, and because having played at bowls, you have at last 
got the rubbers. If you did not organise a conspiracy, 
and 11leditate a separation of this fair empire-if you did 
not create rage anrl. hatred in the bosoms of your country- 
men against us English-if you did not do, in a word, all 
that the Jury found you guilty of doing-I am a Dutch- 
man! 
But if ever a luan had an excuse for saying hard things, 
you had it: if ever a people had a cause to be angry, it is 
yours: if ever the winning party could afford to be gener- 
ous, I think we might no,v: for we have won the rubber, 
and of what consequence is the stake to us? 
Though we may lock you up, yet it goes against our 
feelings someho'v to think that THE GREATEST MAN IN 
THE EIVIPIRE (for, after all, have you not done more for 
your nation than any man since'Vashington ever did?) 
should be put in a Penitentiary ever so comfortable, in a 
roaù ever so circular. 
Though ,ve may lock you up, yet for the life of me I 
don't see what good we can get out of you. As I said to 
.11[1'8. Punch yesterday, "If any friend froin Ceylon were 
to luake me a present of an elephant-what should I do 
,vith it? If a fine Bengal tiger were locked up in IllY back 
parlour-what would be my wish? Out of sheer benevo- 
lenre I should desire to see the royal animal in the Strand." 
Though ,ve Inay lock you up, let us remember that there 
are seven out of five-and-twenty millions of fellow-citizens 
to wholn your punishlnent is a shame and a bitter 
degradation; and it is ill to set so many hearts rankling 
against us. 
Are they not bitter enough already-the fourth part of 
the men of our empire-and have they not cause? . Does 
the world show a country so wretched as yours? If you 
,vere to send over the Lion of Judah to Lambeth, and the 
Dove of Gal way to London House, wouldn't we turn their 
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Lordships out; and shall we be too hard upon you for try. 
ing to do likewise, aud failing? 
No. And though yonI' sentence is a just one in spite 
of all they may say, yet, please God, let it be inflicted with 
a gentle heart. I like the judge who burst into tears when 
he passed it. 
V ulgar triumph over such a IDan as you-chuckling over 
such a great discomfiture as that-is the work of low- 
minded, sordid knaves. If ever I laugh, it shan't be be- 
cause a great man falls. I wish you ,vould conle out of 
prison, for how can I poke fun at you through the bars? 
Why did you invent stories of murder and massacres 
,vhich we never committed? Why did you brag and swag- 
ger so much? 'Vhy did you tell so Inauy untruths regard- 
ing us Saxons? The Truth ,vas bitter enough, and hard 
euough to be told. 'Ve are Inighty angry ,vith Nicholas 
about Poland; but, until lately , has sOlllebody else treated 
Ireland better? 
I tell you what is to be done. It was arranged in a 
Cabinet Council last night-,vhere the Right Honourable 
J1IJ'. Punch was called in-it was arranged that her Majesty 
should take a trip of pleasure in the summer (after a cer- 
tain interesting event), and that her steps were to be 
directed to a kingdom called Ireland, which I have occa- 
sionally heard described as the greenest and most beautiful 
spot in the world. 
She is to go suddenly, and without beat of drum. She 
will take the first car at Kingstown Pier: and Lord de 
Grey will be disgusted, and the people of the city sur- 
prised, to see the Royal Standard of the Three Kingdoms 
floating on the tower of the seedy old Castle of Dublin. 
After a collation, another car (or "cyar" as you call it 
in Dublin-and a confounded vehicle it is) will be called; 
and her J\lajesty, stepping into it, will say, "Car boy, 
c1ri ve to the Circular Road." 
He will know what it means. THE QUEEN HAS COME TO 
IRELAND TO TAKE DA...
 OUT OF PRISON. 
"Let bygones be bygones," Her 
Iajesty ,vill say (only 
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more elegantly expressed); a fib or two more or less about 
the Saxons won't do us any harm: but try now, jewel, and 
be aisy: don't talk too much about killing and eating us: 
don't lead poor hungry fellows on to fancy they can do it. 
The Irish are strong Inen, and won every battle that ever 
was fought. That is very weB. From Fontenoy upwards, 
we give them all to you. I have no objection to think 
that Cæsar's Tenth Legion came out of Tipperary; and 
that it ,vas three hundred of the O'Gradys who kept the 
pass of Thernlopylæ. 
Nevertheless, have no more of that talk about bullying 
John Bull. Keep the boys quiet, and tell them they can't 
do it; it's no use trying: we won't be beaten by the likes 
of you. 
But we have done you wrong, and we ,vant to see you 
righted; and as Sure as Justice lives, righted you shall be. 
Such are the words that I ,vish to 'v hisper to you in your 
captivity,-,vords of reproof, and yet of consolation; of 
)lope, and wisdom, and truth! PUKCH. 
... 


PUNCH TO rrHE PUBLIC. 


[June 29, 1844.] 


PRIVATE AND CO
FIDENTIAL. 


OUR terrific artist had made a representation of the 
Home Secretary, which "re recommend to every Postmas- 
ter, Banking-house, Merchant's Office, and private family 
in England; and which ,ve present this week GRATIS. It 
is cheap, elegant, finely drawn, and a wonderful likeness, 
and a most moral and interesting allegory. 
Look at him, and see how his fine eye is a-rolling be- 
tween the folds of the letter; lighted up ,vith a tender, 
curious, and parental expression! 
Look at him Ladies and gentlemen-the Right Honoura- 
ble Secretary of State for the Home Department; discharg- 
ing one of the noblest duties of his high office. As Lord 
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Lyndhurst is Chancellor and Keeper of the Seals, Sir 
Jalnes Graham is a Breaker of the same. 
Look at this enlightened patron of Letters! Far from 
denying the soft Í1npeachment the other night, he owned 
it like a man. If the Elnperor of Austria has a fancy to 
know the nature of any person's correspondence, Sir James 
Graham will get the little job done for hill!. If the Pope 
of I
oll1e, or the Prince of Tour and Taxis, or the Emperor 
of Russia, or any other crowned gentleman, is anxious to 
be acquainted with the doings of his subjects in the coun- 
try, a word to Sir Jalnes Graham, and the English HOlne 
Secretary will be charmed to oblige hÍln. 
There is nothing like mutual accollUllodation. Let us 
keep well with the Governments of Europe. Politeness 
costs nothing. In this case you do but open a letter, read 
it, seal it up again cleverly, and send it on to its address. 
Is the text a bit altered because sOluebody has just glanced 
his eye over it? No-no more than your face is changed 
because a policeman looks at you in the street. 
There never ,vas a nlore absurd complaint than that of 
Count Oystero,vski lately. He said something uncompli- 
mentary of the Emperor of Russia, or the Imperial Trou- 
sers, for which the police seized the Count, his paper- 
knives, and the papers in his desk. If a man chooses to 
talk disrespectfully of an Emperor's breeches, it is a nat- 
ural consequence that his papers should be seized. If his 
papers are seized, it is a natural consequence that they 
should be read. If they are read, and contain anything 
treasonable, the fault lies with him. \Vhy did he write or 
receive anything improper, and what business has he to 
abuse the breeches of any crowned head? The only 
Em peror one can speak of with safety is the Kaiser of 
Timbuctoo, for he wears none-but this is not to the 
purpose. 
The question is this-as the Duke, Sir James, and other 
revered Statesmen put it. It is the duty of a GovernUlent 
to look into letters if they suspect the letters to contain 
anything wrong. 
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No,v, Governments are like men, more or less suspicious 
according to their temperament. Hence, the more a Gov. 
ernment is hated, the more suspicious it will naturally 
become, and the more it is its duty to open letters. 'Vhat 
a happy knack at letter-burglary some folk may get at this 
rate, and what an enlarged sphere of agreeable" duties." 
It was the duty of the Council of Ten to clap any gentle- 
_ man under the Plombes if they suspected him: it was the 
duty of the Emperor Napoleon and Louis XVIII. to have 
a Cabinet Noir, and to open everybody's letters: it is the 
duty of the adn1Îrable Emperor Nicholas to have spies 
- upon every man of mark in his dominions; to have little 
men to spy great men, fathers to spy sons, and vice versâ; 
and what is history for, but that Statesmen may profit by 
it; and why are our governors to neglect advantages which 
every other civilised state possesses? The only monarch 
who perhaps does not open letters is Timbuctoo before 
mentioned: and why? See the paragraph concerning the 
pan taloons. 
As there is not the least reason why letters should not 
be opened, there is not the least reason why other means 
of espial should not be adopted: if Sir James Graham sus- 
pects anything wrong, directly it becomes a duty to gratify 
all a Minister's suspicions, or those of any adviser of his 
who suspects-there is no end to the duty which will fall 
- upon him. 
For instance, because a tailor in St. James's Street sus- 
_ pects that Count Oysterowski has intentions against Rus- 
sia, the Count's papers are seized: because the Austrian 
_ or Sardinian, or any other legation, suspects Mr. l\lazzini, 
the letters that his friends ,vrite to hi1l1 are opened; it 
might enter into sOlnebody's head to suspect that Mr. 
Rothschild was engaged in treasonable speculations, and, 
of course, it ,vould be necessary to open his letters to his 
broker to buy or sell; it might be suspected that 
Ir. 
O'Connell's designs were suspicious, and all letters to him 
or to Irish members, or to the correspondents of Irish 
members, ought to be looked to, out of mere duty-let the 
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Chancellor look to it: here's a fine opportunitr for a 
commission. 
In the debate in the Lords upon the subject, there ,vas 
one sensible thing said by our dear old Brougham. He 
defended the letter-opening practice of course-Queen 
Caroline's Attorney-General admitted that" cases nlight 
arise, in which it might be necessary to obtain lnfo'l'1nation 
in this ,vay" -a luan should pursue "useful know ledge" 
in spite of any such paltry difficulties as a ,vafer or a bit 
of sealing-,vax. But he did confess" that It 'Was a i'enj 
popular thing to decla1.nt against the opening of lette1.s -in tll'e 
Post Office." 
Yes, so popular a thing, that ,ve hope e\rery print in 
every part of the nation 'will declaim against it, and against 
Right Honourable Gentlemen who do it. It is like,vise a 
popular thing to declaim against picking pockets-well 
then, don't let us be ashamed of being in the fashion. 


A HINT :FOR l\iOSES. 
[July 6, 1844.] 
[Messrs. E. Moses & Son were a firm of city tailors well known at 
this time,] 


1\IR. PUNCH, 
Passing by the eminent establishment of E. Aaron and 
Co., the great European tailors of the city, I ,vas natu- 
rally attracted (along ,vith hundreds of others) to exaluine 
the beauteous objects of gent.'s attire, ,vhich are exhibited 
in their unrivalled plate-glass windows. 'Tis a sight in- 
deed ,vorthy of inspection. And not a little aU1using was 
it to the observer of human nature, which I flatter myself 
I am, to mark the various passions of delight and surprise 
exhibited in the countenances of the myriads thronging 
round the establishInent. 
One couple specially engaged my attention: a gentleman 
in a green coat and mahogany coloured top-boots, evi" 


Bakel'St'l'eet, June 15, 1844. 
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dently fresh from the country, held in his hand a little 
boy, 'who no doubt was his SOll. This simple pair were 
evidently more astonished and charmed than any persons 
there. 
The following dialogue took place between them:- 
Country Gentleman. Wawns lod, we've seen Loonun 
thro' a' most, but ifackins we've seen noothin loike this. 
Boy. No, dear papa, this is indeed a galaxy of splen- 
dour to which the other magnificences of this proud metrop- 
olis bear no parallel. 
Country Gentlelnan. 'Thy them windo\vs is as big as 
our turnip-field! 
Boy. Ay, dear sir, and I think the coats and vests within 
are more lovely than any of the flowers in our favourite 
meadow. 
C01lntì'y Gentlernan. vVhat would they say in t' village 
to see thee in sooch a coat as that, my lod? Ai'm blest if 
moothel' would kna w thee. 
Boy. Dearest father, 'tis hard to deceive the keen eyes 
of a parent, and my mamma would recognise her boy in 
any guise, but I think with you she would rejoice to see 
her child attired in one of the Aaron's fashionable suits. 
Country Gentleman. Doost think so? vVell, thou art a 
good lad, and ecod thou shalt have un! 
Boy. Ho,v, how shall I ever prove my gratitude to the 
best of fathers? 
}'b
. Aa1
on (who happens to be looking out of the win- 
dow). Pray walk in, gentleman; I think, Sir John, I can 
suit the young gentleman to a nicety. 
The celebrated tailor, the country baronet, and bis inter- 
esting boy here walked into the shop, and I could not but 
look with pleased interest as the eminent artist took the 
measure of the young fellow. 

Ir. Aaron's aspect was deliciously benevolent; the coun- 
try baronet (for such, I am given to understand, was his 
rank) looked on at the scene with all a parent's pleasure, 
and when the operation of measuring was concluded, :1\11'. 
Aaron bowed his customers out of the shop with infinite 
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politeness, prolllising to be punctual with the clothes in 
Berkeley Square, next Tuesday! 
Several persons bad been spectators of the scene (for it 
took place before the shop door, so that all the ,vorld 
might see it), and I have no doubt Inany ,vere attracted by 
the exhibition, and deterlnined to bring their own children 
to the Emporiulll. 
'VeIl, sir, 'twas Iny lot some days after to have a second 
occasion to visit the J\Iajories C,vhere l\ir. Aaron's shop is), 
and at about the same hour of the day, when the busy 
throng crowd thickest in that comillercial quarter. 
I was amazed to remark gazing into Mr. Aaron's window 
another country gentleman and another son, and their con- 
versation began. 
Country Gentlmnan. TVawns lod, 'we'
'e seen Loonun 
th1'0' a' 'lJlOSt j but ifackins we've seen noothin loike this. 
Boy. No, papa, tkis is indeed a galaxy of s]Jlendou'J', &c. 
Gracious hea vens! they were the pair I had seen on the 
previous day! The same dialogue was gone through-the 
same Aaron callle to the door and ,velcomed the rustics, 
and, having measured the young one, bowed them out, and 
promised to be punctual in Berkeley Square as usual! ! 
I make no comlllcllt, but my opinions of human nature 
are by nó means so favourable as they ,vere before that 
second visit to the Majories. 
Your obedient Servant, 
PHILO J USTITIÆ AMICUS. 


A NUT FOR THE PARIS CHARIVARI. 


[July 6, 1844.] 
THE Prince of J oinville is in great dudgeon that the Em- 
peror of Russia should be lauded for contributing ëB500 to 
the 'Vellington and Nelson Statues. 
"What is it compared to what 'we did?" observed his 
Royal Highness to Admiral Mackau. "Didn't \Ve con- 
tribute the Bronze." 
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INTERESTING MEETING. 
[July 6, 1844.] 
ON the opening of the 'Vestminster Hall Exhibition, on 
Monday, P'ltnch and the Duke of '\Vellington ,vere both 
present, and an immense crowd followed the two noble 
lords round the room. Both ,vere looking relnarkably 
,veIl. His Grace was dressed in his usual blue frock and 
white trousers, while the noble Punch ,vas in his Sunday's, 
and not his Monday's attire- viz., a claret-coloured frock 
coat and brass buttons, a yellow vest, with vermilion 
under ditto, a light green satin stock, with a splendid garnet 
breast-pin, a white hat, shepherd-plaid trousers, with rich 
worsted stripe, high-lows, and valuable brass-ulounted cane. 
The crowd round the two venerable noblemen ,vas such as 
seriously to incommode them-the noble Punch especially. 
When they came before the Statue of A STATESl\1AK, the 
noble Duke looked at the noble Punch, the noble Punch 
looked at the noble Duke, and both burst out laughing. It 
is needless to add, that the Statesman represented was 
their mutual friend Lord Brougham. He appears between 
two sleeping nymphs, in a dressing-gown, with a fur collar 
(having removed the stock and shirt-collar which he usually 
wears), and seemingly being inclined to sleep. 
"Egad it's the best thing he can do," ,vhispered the 
noble Duke to the noble P'Uncl
, 'which caused another 
burst of laughter from the latter good-natured nobleulan. 
He 'was observed taking notes of SOlne of the most inter- 
esting pieces in the exhibition, and the public will, doubt- 
less, have the benefit of those remarks. On his quitting 
the Exhibition, he and the Duke were greeted with cheers 
by the crowd outside, and the noble Punch purchased a 
MAGNIFICENTLY CARVED WOODEN SPOON, which is left at 
his office as a trifling token of his admiration of the author 
of the statue of-but no! as the poet observes, there is no 
use in beating the donkey that can't go-employ the rod 
only upon him that can and u'on't go. The author of the 
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statue of - is let off-and let him thank his stars for 
the escape. 


RUNNING REIN l\iORALITY. 
[July 13, 1844.] 


[The "Running Rein" fraud is famous in the annals of sport, The 
two-year-old Running Rein was entered for a race, but when the 
time came the three-year-old l\Iaccabeus ran in its stead. Suspicion 
was aroused I and subsequent investigation led to the discovery of 
the trick-.] 
" .1lfihi q-nideJn cogitante," AS LORD BROUGHAM SAYS. 


THE only moral that Baron Alderson elicits out of the 
Running Rein case is the one ,vorthy of the plush rather 
than the ermine, and ,vhich ,vonld COlne ,yell from the lips 
of Baron Jenkins. 


"The trial has produced great regret and disgust in my 
mind. It has disclosed a 'wretched fraud, and has shown 
noblemen and gentlemen of rank associating and betting 
with men of low rank, and infinitely belo,v theln in society; 
in so doing, they have been cheated and lnade the dupes of 
the greatest frands. They may depend on it, it will always 
be so, when gentlemen associate and bet with blackgual'ds." 


This, as the poet affectingly remarks, is coming it a little 
too strong. Does the Baron mean that gentlemen never 
cheat? Is all that work done by us vulgar? Did he ever 
hear of a lord cheating? of gentlemen backing the lord 
because he was cheating? Did he ever hear of young men 
being rooked at play, alid in good society too? or are black- 
legs only to be found among the lower classes? 
It's too bad that all the regret is to be for the gentle- 
folks, and all the abuse for the vulgar. '"\Thy not lalnellt 
that the commoners fall into bad company with lords, and 
are ruined by their wicked associates? 
Besides, ,vhat is a gentleman? Does a gentlelnan who 
associates with blackguards continue to be a gentleman, 



1tIISCELLANEOUS CONTRIBUTIONS TO PUNCH. 205 


or degrade hiInself to be a blackguard? or does a black- 
guard become a gentleman by consorting with such, or 
how? -and what nlay a luan do and still be a gentleman- 
let 1tlr. Justice Jenkins decide. 
If gentlemen consort with rogues and swindlers, knowing 
them perfectly to be such, have money transactions with 
them, win or lose by their successful or unsuccessful 
roguery, it is too bad of a judge to assume that the gentle- 
men are the spotless in honour, and the clodpoles the only 
rascals. It is paying the gentlefolks a bad cOlnpliment 
too. 'Vhat fools they must be to go into such society, 
where, according to Judge Alderson, the poor artless crea- 
tures are sure of being plundered. 
No! A gentleman who has an affection for the society 
of thieves, depend upon it, frequents them for some other 
motive than that of having his pockets picked. There's 
no pleasure in that. Our respected superiors are not so 
"jolly green" as the judge describes them. Does not Lord 
George show in the transaction that he can pretty well 
take care of himself? 
They go among those knaves and swindlers, those low- 
bred ruffians reeking of gin and the stable, to 'make 'money 
of them. They associate \vith boors and grooms, J e\v 
galubling-house keepers, boxers and bullies, for money's 
sake to be sure. 'Vhat other could bring such dandies into 
communication with such brutes? You can't suppose that 
gentlmnen would associate ,vith such scoundrels, any 1110re 
than he would willingly incur an infection, unless he had 
SOllie end in view. 
And the noble patrons of the Turf have a great end in 
view-that of lnoney. So the Turf becomes our pride, 
and ,ve respect it as a great English Institution, of which 
we have just as good reason to be proud as I have of the 
hump on my back. 
But let young men coming out in life follow P'Uncl
' s 
counsel as well as Baron Alderson's. "Avoid the Turf 
blackguards," says the Baron. "1\ly son," I say to you, 
"avoid the Turf gentlemen too." 
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PUNCH'S FINE ART EXHIBITION. 
[J uly 13, 1844.] 


[The illustrations accompanying this article were drawn by John 
Leech. ] 
FEW persons will deny that the subjects of this Exhibi- 
tion, of which we give unrivalled copies to the British pub- 
lic this day, are disgraceful in every point of view: that 
they are mean in execution: that they are vulgar in idea: 
that they are questionable in morality: and, in a word, 
unworthy of consideration. 
'Ve therefore propose to examine them calmly, carefully, 
and in an æsthetical point of view. As we have no party 
prejudices, we are happy to say that we' despise them all 
equally and have spared no expense to lay them before a 
generous and enlightened public, for those opinions we do 
not care one straw. 
'Vhy 1\11'. Spoker should have represented our Gracious 
Queen in the character of "Britannia patronising the Fine 
Arts," we are at a loss to conceive. It is neither correct 
on point of history, nor complimentary to our Gracious 
Monarch, who does not patronize the British Fine Arts at 
all, liking, and with reason, French, German, and Italian 
artists, much better. 
Nor is General Tom Thumb a Briton. He was, like 
General Washington, born in the town of Kentucky, in the 
county of Pennsylvania, U.S., and, therefore, is an Anleri- 
can. Hence it is absurd to typify ldrn as _an exemplifica- 
tion of the Fine Arts. 
That the artists of Great Britain are among the most 
devoted of Her l\iajesty's subjects is proved frOln the fact 
that they furnish the Queen with pictures at about a fifth 
part of the price which common publishers will give for 
theIn, So that it is lucky for them that the Sovereign does 
not patronise the Fine Arts more. This is no doubt the 
royal reason, and is incontrovertible: only vulgar persons 
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will, henceforth, raise any objection to Her Majesty's 
apparent coldness towards the Arts. 
r.r,he other large piece by Spiller is equally reprehensible 
-" Field Marshal his Royal Highnes
 Prince Albert attir- 
ing l\lars for battle." l\lars was the God of war-he is so 
no longer. He is represented with the flower-pot-Albert 
hat which he never wore, and which is about as fit for a 
God of war as a gauze turban with a bird of Paradise or a 
tulip to ornament it. 
His Royal Highness the Prince ß[arshal never put this 
hat on Mars-on the contrary, he ,vithdre,v it. It is, 
therefore, disrespectful to the Prince, as it is disgraceful 
to the God of war. 
Mars is represented with a Bluche1" lying beside him. 
Ought he not in common justice and good feeling to have 
had a Wellington on the other foot? . 
No. 965. " Joseph Hume buttoning his caliag, or high- 


" 


, 


'\.. 


HUME TYING HIS HIGHLOW. 


low." Of this statue we make the complaint that has been 
made relative to the effigies of his Grace the Duke of 
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Wellington, his late most sacred majesty George IV., &c. 
- viz., a total, shameful, wicked, mean, perverse, base 
inaccuracy of costume. How is Joseph represented? by a 
wicked perversion of fact-in pantaloons-and nothing but 
pantaloons. Is he not a Scotchman-and do Scotchmen 
wear pantaloons?-quite the contrary. There is not a 
snuff establishment in the metropolis but can furnish a 
proud denial to the question. So much for the author of 
Hume;-pass we now to 
1385. "B. D'Israeli, Esquire, (l\I.P.) strangling the 
Whig and Tory serpents." This is a fine idea-and the 
snakes we n1ay say are magnificently l
andled. 1Vhether 
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THE INFANT HERCULES STRANGLING THE SERPENTS. 


however, the Tories are snakes, or the "'-'-higs resemble 
those exceedingly venomous creatures-we for our parts 
decline to state. To call a gent. a snake, is to our think- 
ing, to say that he is no better than a reptile; and is it fair 
to treat the two great parties in England in this humiliat- 
ing manner? 
The portrait of the celebrated author of ConingsmaJok, 
etc., is good, but not in the least like him. In this the 
artist has shown his tact and skill. 
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IN- JOHN BULL PLUCKING THE INCOME 
TAX OUT OF HIS FOOT. 


10465. "Mercury teaching Sir J ames Graham the Use 
of letters." Absurd-contrary to truth. It was Cadmus 


ßRITAN'lIA PRESENTING THE ORDER OF THE THISTLE TO SIBTHORP. 


who invented letters by the aid of the God of Quicksilver. 
Sir James Graham only broke them open when written. 
, Y-Vol. 24 
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100000. "John Bull extracting the Income-Tax from 
his Foot. " Ha! ha! ha! \Ve wish he may procure it, but 
not all the Levis or Eisenbergs ill the world can remove 
that obstruction from him. 
As for "Sibthorp eating Thistles" (395), and" Lord 
Brougham in the character of a Peri mourning his being 
kicked out of Paradise " (No. 4967), these are base-reliefs 
indeed ;-if Colonel S. likes thistles (and we have not 
heard whether he does or no, and if he does, there are 


TREASURy 


'- If, 


THE PERI WEEPING AT THE GATES 
OF PARADISE. 


GIBBS DEFYING THE VESTRY. 


some very useful animals who like them too), why should 
he not eat them? and why be held up to public ridicule for 
a harmless though singular, taste? And in regard of Lord 
Brougham being turned out of the Treasury-we ask 
one thing-Could his Lordship help it? and is it not per- 
fectly natural that he would like to get back again? \" ould 
not Russell and Palmerston like to go back, too? and, as 
in the case of John Bull (100000), we say, we heartily 
wish they may get it. 
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A CASE OF REAL DISTRESS. 
[July 13, 1844.] 


THE father of a numerous family is compelled to throw 
himself on the generosity of a British public. He is a 
Frenchman and has tried his own nation in vain. He 
therefore comes like Themistocles to place himself at the 
threshold of his most generous and powerful enemies. 
His name is Louis Philip-he was recognised by Benja- 
min D'Israeli, Esquire, as Ulysses-he refers to that gen- 
tleman and Lord Brougham, who both knew him in better 
days. 
He is not only a father but a grandfather; and the poor 
little ones round about him are crying for bread. It is 
awful how great their appetites are, and his paternal old 
bowels yearn with pity at the notion of their want. 
He has a sister ,vho is very kind to the children, and has 
come down with the dust as far as her humble means per- 
mitted.-His cousin, Charles Dix by name, left him a pair 
of shoes, which he has worn ever since 1830; another 
cousin, one Antony Condé, died and left one of his sons a 
decent maintenance. But there are a dozen left-quite 
unprovided for-the unhappy father could not pay the 
money he promised to Léopold Bellechique, who married 
his eldest daughter, and who has been dunning him ever 
since. 
The world presents no instance perhaps of a parallel 
mIsery. 
And as his own people refnse to help him; and as the 
English are proverbial for their generosity towards Jews, 
Ashantees, Quashimaboos, &c.-L. Philip humbly suggests 
that his own case be considered, and beseeches them to 
come down with the stumpy. 
The smallest subscriptions in money or goods thankfully 
received; among which we have the gratification of an- 
nouncing- 
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DANIEL O'CONNELL, Esq" . . . . Oi 
LORD BROUGHAM,. . a pair of sbepherd's plaid inexpressibles 
BENJAMIN SIDONIA, Esq., 2 old hats 
- PECKSNIFF, Esq.-a warm and uncompromising 
admirer of virtue-a friend to distress-a lover of 
respectability-and a humble helper of all in need, a toothpick 
Need we say that our Offices are open for the generous 
purpose of the subscription? 


l\IOORISH DESIGNS. 
[July 13, 1844.] 
(FROM: The J!.tational.) 
THE Enlperor of l\Iorocco is raising troops in Europe. 
Already the Brussels journals announce that several scores 
of Brave Belges have been enlisted, and are on their way 
to A bdel- Rahillan. 
\Ve need not French soldiers to destroy these paltry 
mercenaries. Let the Government hire half the Jllunber 
of Dutchmen. 
But this is a nation of much greater importance, which 
is busy in the field against us-a nation always perfidious 
and ready to wreak against France its diabolical ill-will. 
We need not say ,ve allude to England. A ,veIl-informed 
Corlespondent from London writes- 
" 1fT 01" 'will be declt-u'ed next '/nontl
." 
I have this intelligence fronl the lnost positive authority. 
All the gunmakers of London are busy preparing arlns; 
immense provisions of lead and po-wder are making daily. 
I lllyself ,vent with Sir Bouledog (a young Baronet and 
Melnber of the Upper House) to inspect a store of ,veap- 
ons, of which he selected two formidable instruments, and 
when I asked for what purpose, he replied with insolent 
cahnness :-" My good friend S. and a party aloe off to the 
Mom's. " 
The day is fixed f01' the 12th of August, half the young 
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aristocrats of England have given themselves rendezvous in 
1\10rocco; and this is our ally, this is the entente cordiale, 
this is England in a ,vord. 
\Ve summon the l\Iinister; we adjure the insulted nation; 
we recall the wrongs of eight centuries of hatred; we de- 
mand, is this news true? 


LITERARY INTELLIGENCE. 
[July 20, 1844.] 
MR. O'CONNELL is devoting his leisure in prison to a 
new and important work-a second series of" The Epi- 
cure's Almanac: or a Dish for Every Day in the Year." 


IRISII RAZORS. 
[July 20, 1844.] 
PUNCIrS ORATIOY AND HUMBLE EXPOSTULATION AT THE 
BLOODTHIRSTY INDIGNATION OF THE EDITOR OF THE 
NATION, WHOM HE TREATS TO A JOBATION. 


SO:ME genius has been presenting 1\11'. O'Connell with a 
pair of "rale Irish shuperfine silver-steel rasiers," which 
have been exhibited by }Ir. D. O'Connell, at the Corn Ex- 
change, with great applause, as beautiful specimens of Irish 
talent and Irish IDanufacture. 
1\11'. vV. J. O'Connell (determined to cut blocks with a 
razor) nobly said: "He hoped those razors, so kindly 
presented to the illustrious incarcerated leading friend of 
Ireland, would cut bigotry and intolerance through for- 
ever. " 
But this magnificent wish is nothing compared to the 
graceful and ingenious plan proposed by the Nation news. 
paper, which says: "\VE observe among the presents to 
O'Connell last week, a pair of razors, of Irish manufact- 
nre. When the writ of error succeeds, we ,viII make a 
special request that he will bestow them to T. B. C. Smith 
and Abraham Brewster FOR OBVIOUS PURPOSE:S." 
.11IJ'. Pzt1wh compliments the J.Vation upon this smart and 
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manly J"oke, upon the Christian principle which it evinces, 
the gay and playful wit it exhibits, and the spirit of gener- 
ous fair-play 'v hich distinguishes it. 
l1f1'. Punch has published six volumes quarto of jokes, 
of which he is naturally a little proud-but he confesses 
that in all those thousands of pages there is not one epi- 
gram at all equal for sharpness to the razor-allusion of the 
Nation. 
Were JJfl'. Punch disposed to be hitter, he would hint to 
the Joker of the Nation, that the razor-allusion is rather 
stale in Ireland, where Parties have been accustomed to 
cut each other's throats fro In time Ünmemorial. 
But 1J1'1'. Puncl
 is averse to retort, and declines (froln a 
regard to his fingers) to meddle with edge-tools, 11e would 
therefore only suggest to his conf1'è'l'e, the editor of the 
Nation, to try upon the alnateur assassin who wrote that 
dastardly joke, not the razor, but the stl'ap. 
For shame Nation. For shame.-Fie-faugh.-Turn 
him out. 


A CHANCE LOST. 


[August 17, 1844:.] 
MR. PUNCH in respectfully congratulating his Royal 
Highness Prince Albert upon the birth of his royal son, 
cannot but point out with a mournful satisfaction a sug- 
gestion ,vhich was offered to the Government by 1\11'. 
Punch himself. 
M'J'. Punch insinuated (as well as the delicacy of the 
august subject permitted), the propriety that her J\Iajesty 
should visit Ireland, and that an Irish Prince should be 
born there. 
Had this humble suggestion been followed, the Duke of 
York would have been born in Dublin on the birthday of 
Daniel O'Connell. 
And the little New-comer might have asked a holiday 
for the old one 7 aud the Queen might ha ve numbered ONE 
LOY AL IRISH SUBJECT MORE. 
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TO THE NAPOLEON OF PEACE 


[August 24, 1844.] 


Punch OJfice, 
Wednesday, August 14, 1844. 


PEACEFUL SIR, 
Pritchard has been cast out of Otaheite, and Punch has 
been banished from France. 
Is your l\fajesty aware what a hornet's neBt you are 
bringing about your ears? -Exeter I-Iall is up, and the 
black coats throughout England are lnarshalling. And as 
for Punch-I say, fearlessly, that Punch, as an enemy, is 
as strong as a hundred thousand lllen. Begin to fight, and 
our battle-songs shall ring froln one end of England to 
another. Begin to fight, and behind your hundred forts 
of Paris we'll ,vound you ,vith the intolerable shafts of our 
wit-raise our al)ger and ,ve call lash the three kingdoms 
in a fury against you. Pause, pause, infatuated Prince. 
-Do not rouse such a power as we possess-a power 
which we ourselves tremble at-so vast is it-an explosive 
machine to which 'Varner's longest range is a trifle-a 
power which will set twenty millions of Anglo-Saxons 
roaring, raging and thundering-a power which can let 
loose the bloody, irresistible ,var-dogs, who so In any a time 
have hunted over your country. 
I say we could do it. If we were not better patriots 
than you, we could plunge the two countries into a war. 
There ,vould be no end to the profit to 'Us. Our sale 
would go up to a million. Ire should be in no danger. 
Your bullets would not reach us in the Strand, and our 
gains would be so enonnous that the sluallest printer's 
devil might eat turtle soup all day, out of business hours, 
and buy thousands into the funds. 
But the funds would fall. They did in former quarrels. 
The fund.s fell and the country suffered. The poor man 
was pinched and the horrible Income Tax invented, in 
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order that we might have the honour of beating the 
French. 
We would beat them again no doubt, but the play is 
not worthy of the candle. We might profit by a war, but 
our country would suffer. Pltncl
 therefore preaches peace. 
Ah, Sir, do you follow the example of Punch. Consider 
there are some things which may be bought too dear, a 
dotation for your family is one. None of the papers have 
whispered the secret-but I and Palmerston knew it at 
once. TANGIERS HAS BEEY BOMBARDED THAT THE PRINCES 
MIGHT PE PENSIONED. 
This is a hard price the world has to pay for the main- 
tenance of your amiable young family, and puts one in 
mind of the Chinese economist, who burned a house down 
in order to roast a pig. It was a neighbour's house too, 
as I've no doubt. 
It is to get this money that the wise man pal' excellence 
of Europe, the lauded of our Journals, the Napoleon of 
Peace, Ben Ð'Israeli's Ulysses, is burning towns now, and 
perhaps going to incendiarise Europe to-morrow. Ah, Sir! 
after all your doubling and shuffling, your weeping and 
protesting, and weary smiling-all the labours of a life to 
make a character-is it not a pity to be losing it in your 
Qld age? What ,vill Europe, what will Mr. Benjamin 
D'Israeli, say? To endow your sons, and out of other 
people's pockets too, is a comfoltable thing; but what a 
chance do you run for the sake of that enjoyment! You 
burn down a city-you butcher, broil, and bombard whole 
myriads of Tangerines (poor devils! had they but known 
how to make the offer, they ought to ha.ve proposed to pay 
down the dotation-money at once-it would have been 
cheapest in the end for them). Nor does the mischief 
end here with the benighted Turks. In a street, when 
No. 4 is on fire, No. 3 begins to be rather anxious-and 
Gibraltar is No.3, and a pretty combustible place too. 
Even though you are Ulysses, and the Napoleon of 
peace, No. 3 won't stand it. With every respect for your 
character, and the warmest wish that the amiable little 
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Joinvilles and Nemours may be provided for, No.2 is 
bound to remonstrate against your peculiar mode of mak- 
ing your children comfortable. Only let it be known what 
your plan is-and it is now beginning to appear pretty 
clearly-not only No.2, but the whole street, ,vill be in- 
dicting you for a nuisance, and we shall have the fire- 
officers of all Europe on the look-out. 
In other words, if you send crack-brained officers tø 
bully our consuls-if you patronise harum-scarum young 
admirals who write schemes for the destruction of our 
coasts, and who are rewarded for their ingenuity by instant 
commands, and leave to practise their favourite plans else- 
where-if you have a peaceful minister, but take care that 
he be powerless and kiss Her Majesty a score of tÏ1nes- 
our people will begin to doubt that you are Napoleon of 
Peace, and others will take counsel with them. 
There is the poor Elnperol' of 1\lorocco, who vows that 
he is a Napoleon of Peace too, in his way; and ho,v do 
you serve him? He can't practise the peace he preaches, 
say you; alid you send J oinville to burn his cities, and 
Bugeaucl to lay waste his territories, seize upon his flocks, 
and butcher his people. 
Suppose all Europe were to take up a similar opinion 
with regard to a certain country that is said to be at the 
head of ci vilisatiol1. Suppose it were to say, as it has be- 
fore, "'Ve don't trust you and your professions of peace. 
You are false when you are peaceful; and yet your people 
are perpetually brandishing their swords at the throats of 
all their neighbours-cursing and shrieking, and endlessly 
threatening ,val' . You are peaceful; and yet you tell one 
friend that you will take his Rhine boundary frolll hinl- 
imprison the servant of another; tell him he is a liar, and 
favour him ,vith the projects for butchering, firing, an(l 
ruining him. You may protest of your good intentions 
till you are black in your royal face; but this is not our 
way of understanding peace." 
. If this goes on much further, with all our love of quiet 
we shall be forced to speak out. The Missionaries are 
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already gone over to the war-party. Have a care, great 
Sir, that Punch don't join them too. Dire will be the day 
when that event occurs; and we shall be compelled to per- 
form the sad and painful duty of POKING UP THE BRITISH 
LION.. PUNCH. 


FASHIONABLE REMOVALS. 


[August 24, 1844.) 


THE papers announce that that old sinner Mehemet AU 
is about to retire from public life and devote himself to a 
religious retirement at Mecca, where he will repent of his 
sins and adore the holy Stone. Here is a subject for the 
accomplished author of "Palm Leaves" to exercise his 
poetical powers. It is vacation, and we promise the hon- 
ourable member for Pomfred an insertion of his poem in 
the columns of Punch. 
Another hint, too, may be advantageously addressed 
here to a well-known individual. There is a certain law- 
lord who ought to be tired of the vanity of public life by 
this time: let us hear of his departure to the Holy City, 
and of the edifying repentance and austerities of Hadjee 
Brougham. 


REVOLUTION IN FRANCE. 


[August 24, 1844.] 


A PIECE of news has reached us, and appears exclusively 
in the columns of this J ournal. We can pity but not de- 
scribe the state of the poor MO'l"ning Post on reading the 
in telligence. 
There is a FEMALE REVOLUTION in Paris. All flounces 
are to be cut off Ladies' gowns. All gowns are to be made 
very short. Above all-ALL ELASTIC CRINOLINE PETTI- 
COATS ARE TO BE ABOLISHED. Since July, 1830, a change 
so startling has not occurred in Europe. 
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THE LAST INSULT TO POOR OLD IRELAND. 


[September 7, 1844.] 
IT is confidently reported that the author of "The Great 
Metropolis" is going to write a book about this most un- 
fortunate country. 


THE WOODEN -SHOES AND THE BUFF ALO- 
INDIANS. '*' 


ALL travellers agree in stating that the powerful tribe 
of \Y ooden-Shoe Indians occupies a large tract of territory 
on the Great Salt- 'tVater Lake, opposite the island inhabi- 
ted by the Roast-Buffalo tribe. The two tribes have been 
at ,val' from time immemorial; the VV ooden-Shoes hating 
and cursing the Roast-Buffaloes, and the Buffalo having, 
in turn, the greatest contempt for his neighbour across the 
Lake. 
The 'V ooden-Shoes are particularly bitter against the 
Buffaloes, because the latter are the only tribe in America 
over w'hom the Shoes have not obtained an advantage. 
The Shoes are the most violent and quarrelsolue people of 
the Continent: they Ii \Te by robbery and pillage: they are 
little skilled in trade; hence, probably, their dislike to it, 
and their extreme fondness for w'ar. 
A chief, to have any authority over them, has hitherto 
been in a manner obliged to lead thelli to the war-path; 
for, when left to themselves, they are so quarrelsome that 
they are sure to be cutting each other's throats; and the 
Sachems ,visely consider it is better that their braves 
should be enlployed against the enemy than in the ruinous 
practice of internecine slaughter. Many moons ago, there 
was an unlucky Chief of the Wooden-Shoes, the Manchon 
· From "Walks and Wanderings in the Wilderness and Wig- 
wanls l " a forthcoming work upon the Virgin Forests of North 
America, by that eminent traveller, George Jones. 
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Blanc or White ::\Iuff by name, who was of rather a peace- 
ful disposition. The \V ooden-Shoes scalped him and his 
wife, lifted the war-hatchet, burst into the territories of 
the neighbouring tribes, and such was the vigour of their 
onset, that at first all the Continent was subdued by them, 
and made to pay tribute to the victorious Wooden-Shoes. 
They w'ere led, at this proud period of their conquests, 
by a chief w'ho was called in their language, Le Petit 
Caporal, a warrior of undaunted courage and amazing sav- 
ageness and cunning. He conquered all the Continent; 
and, though of a low original himself, carried off from the 
Great Father of the Pipe-Smoking Indians a daughter, 
wholn he brought home to his wigwam, putting aw'ay his 
first wife for the purpose. But the successes of the Petit 
Caporal were of brief duration. The tribes allied them- 
selves against him; and, headed by the Roast-Buffalo 
Indians, whom he had never been able to master, they 
overcalne and utterly annihilated him. 
They held a council after the victory, and determined on 
restoring the government of the Wooden -Shoes to a younger 
brother of the Sachem who had been scalped by the tribe. 
The Wooden-Shoes, however, indignant that foreigners 
'should intermeddle in the concerns of their governlnent, 
determined to get rid of the family so imposed upon them; 
and, though they al10wed the first chief (he was called the 
Fat Turtle) to reign and die unmolested, they took occasion 
to seize upon his brother, who succeeded the Turtle, and 
turned him out of the government, and out of their terri- 
tory. 
'Ve now come to the chief subject of the present memoir 
-the Famous old chief who has been called by his country- 
men La Vieille Poire, and who had reigned over them for 
fifteen years. 
La Vieille Poire was a relation of the Fat Turtle, and 
his family (a younger branch) had incessantly been q uar- 
relling with the elder for the chieftainship. The Poire's 
father conspired against the old chief, who was scalped in 
the outbreak, and had hoped to seize the government ,vhen 



1tIISCELLANEOUS CONTRIBUTIONS TO PUNCH. 221 


the \'Tieux }Ianchon was murdered, but the people scalped 
the pair of them; on which the Poire, who was then a 
young warrior distinguishing hinlself in the trail of the 
enemy along with the other braves of the Wooden-Shoes, 
fled away from his native tribe, having no fancy to leave 
his top-knot to dry on the pole alongside of his father's. 
Vieille Poire then rubbed off the war-paint of the W ooden- 
Shoes, and joined the Buffalo Indians, tattooing himself as 
much as possible after the manner of that tribe. He lived 
among the Buffaloes as well as he could, and finally came 
back to his own tribe with the Fat Turtle, when that chief 
was restored. In the delight of his heart, the Turtle for- 
gave the Poire all the evil his father had done, and restored 
to him the paternal ,vigwaln. The people revolted for a 
second time against Fat Turtle, when the Poire persuaded 
them that he was the very man for their purpose, and ac- 
cordingly they elected him their Sachem. 
Since then the Poire has attained a position vastly too 
secure to be ever ousted from it, and nOVl governs the 
Wooden-Shoe tribe in spite of themselves. As they were 
a very rebellious, captious race, the Poire surrounded the 
principal village of the Wooden-Shoes with blockhouses, 
which he filled with his o,vn braves, w'ho are ready to fire 
upon the other Wooden-Shoes, if they make the least dis- 
turbance or revolt. 
In the last fifteen years, the Poire's children have grown 
up, have taken squaws of their own, and the papoosey now 
begin to swarm about their lodges. 
Last year the Poire sent one of his sons, called the Belle 
Poule, or Fat Hen, on a visit to the Buffaloes. They 
showed him their Island, and he thought it was very rich, 
abounding in game, firs, and wealth of every kind-the 
young braves who went in the canoes with the Belle Poule, 
looked upon the Virgins of the Buffaloes and panted for 
the day when they should set their wigwams blazing, scalp 
the young men of the tribe, and carry off the girls to their 
own lodges. 
The yo\mg men of the Buffaloes-who have been think- 
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ing too much of their hunting and trapping, their fishing 
and trading, and who, from a long habit of beating the 
Wooden-Shoes, have got to despise them perhaps too much 
-are meanwhile beginning to awake and get angry too. 
"Shall ,ve who crushed their fathers," they say, "allow 
these little savage 'V ooden-Shoes to bluster and threaten? 
Are they to go on forever whirling their tomahawks, 
singing their war-songs, firing their rifles within an inch of 
our noses, and the Buffaloes never to show their horns? " 
To this, there is an Old White Bison among the Buffa- 
loes who replies. He is very old, very white, very wise, 
and very brave-perhaps the bravest chief now known in 
the world-for he has been more often on the trail of the 
VV ooden-Shoes than any known warrior, and he it was w'ho 
took the scalp of the Great Brave of the 'V ooden-Shoes, the 
cruel and terrible Petit Caporal. "The \V ooden-Shoes," 
says he, "sing and chatter like women; the Bu,ffaloes are 
men. He who is silent can see and hear better than he 
who talks. He ,vho is still can take better aim than he 
who is running. If the 'Y ooden-Shoes dig up the hatchet, 
the Buffaloes will take it up; and they kno,v how to wield 
it better than any brave alnong the \V ooden-Shoes. But 
it is better that their young ,varriors should brag, than 
that our lodges should burn. The yelping of curs only 
frightens children. The Buffaloes are luen. I have 
spoken. Hech!" 
* * * * * 
At this interesting period the document kindly furnished 
us by Mr. Jones ceases; and we know not what was the 
cause of the dispute between the two tribes. He states 
that the accompanying savage design, depicting thp war- 
dance of these wild men, contains pretty accurate portraits 
of the chief of the Wooden-Shoes (Louis Philippe); of 
Belle Poule (J oinville), his son; of the Solemn Owl 
(Guizot), the chief 
Iedicine of the tribe, a grave and 
peaceful chief; of the little Cock-Sparrow (Thiel's), a very 
savage and mischievous little Wooden-Shoe, who has never 
been on the war-path himself, but has a great skill in inflalu- 
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ing his comrades; and of the Old Bald Eagle (Soult), a 
great warrior of the tribe, who has often engaged with the 
Old White Bison of the Buffaloes. The Old Bison has had 
the better of him in all their battles, and has taken his top- 
feathers several times-hence the barrenness of his poll at 
present. But the two old Braves respect each other very 
much nevertheless, and know too much about ,val' to 
plunge into it hastily, like some of the young braves of 
either side. . 


SHA
IEFUL CASE OF LETTER OPENING. 
[September 7, 1844.] 
A TALE OF THE BRITISH A-.
D FOREIGN INSTITUTE. 


WE have received from a member of that absurd place 
of meeting the two following letters, which we print at 
his request:- 


SIR, 
You will see by the stamp on the paper, that I am a 
member of a club which shall be nameless, but spose its in 
George Street, Anover Sq uare. 
I ave friends, lovers of litteryture and members of that 
club. Halderman Codshead is a lover of litterture and 
member of that clubb; 1\111'. X -Sheriff Spettigue is a ditto 
ditto-and hah! what tremlous ixitement and dalicious 
hinflux of joy I aye ad, when Selina Spettigew, in her 
kinary bonnit and pink muzzlin dress, attended our presi- 
dent's last lecture on Jericho! I was introdewst to her by 
the Sheriff that day. It was but the fommation of a wild 
inheffable trenwndllOllS passion on my part. 
I'm not the honly member of our club of the name of 
Jones, has you well know. I'm not only not the only 
Jones, but I'm not the only Samuel Jones-there's another 
S. J. (ang him, or if you will allow the stronger word, 
pray don't bawk yourself), thpre's another Samuel, the 
capting, late of the Oxillary Legium, a great feller of near 


.AUg1.l8t 16, 1841,. 
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six foot high, with emence beard and mistaches, who 
always smoax his filthy sigal's, and s1.oells and swaggers hup 
and do,vn the club-room as hif it was his own. Heven 
when Buckinham comes in, this great beast don't stir his- 
self or take hoff his at. You may then fansy ,vhat a 'rood 
'lnonstm' he is. They say he killed two gents in je1vels in 
Spain; and though he's perpet71ly llectæring over me, of 
course I ain't a going to run the risk of gitten myself 
anged for the pleasure of shootin' hiln. Besides I never 
fired a pistol hoff in my life-but to my porpoise. 
You must know this beest is always opening my letters. 
He's at the Hinstitute from morning till night, and has 
I can only stepp in of an evening when my estabblishment 
(Swan and Edgar's) is closed-of coarse he as tlw]J'ick and 
cheu's of the letters that come in. And I have 'lny letters 
directed there as well as he has. It's more fashnable. 
In this way the blaggel'd has red many scoars of my let- 
ters-those from my 
Ia and sisters-those from Aunt 
Cowdy in Liverpool-from all my friends in fact; for his 
curiosity is perfectly insashable. But once when I opened 
one of his letters by mistake, the great broot snapt his fin- 
gers close to IllY nose, and swoar he'd pull it if ever he 
found llle meddling with his corspondance again! The 
consquance now is, that I am halways ableeged to wait 
now untill he has opened botl
 our sets of letters, before I 
venter to look at lnine. So that I hoft'n say (in bitterness 
of sperrit) "there's two on 'em at my letters, Saln Jones 
and Sir James Grahan1." 
'Vell! 'Vhen I say I made a favorable impression on 
the art of Selina Spettigew, on the night of that Lectur on 
J ericho-I bleave I Inay say so without fear of going 
wrong. 
Old Spettigew, who had been asleep during the lecter 
with his bandanner over his face, woak up where Buckin- 
ham came to a stop, and said to IDe: 
"You've taken care of my Selina, 
lr. Jones." 
"Sir," says I, "I ave," and Selina's i's and mine met; 
and we blushed, my how we did blush! 
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" 1'11 tell you w hat, Jones, my boy," says he (he knows 
my falnmaly), "I'm blest if I don't ask you to dinner." 
My art beat an hunderd a minute; I went and called a 
cab, and put the dear ladies in for Hunter Street, their 
fammaly manshan and Spetty and I ad some supper at the 
Hinstatute, which I stood-the appiest of human beings! 


* 


* 


* 


'*" 


* 


Days roaled on-Spetty never asked me to dinner-I 
pined and pined as I thought of Selina. I didn't call in 
Unter Street. Pride pravented me; and bisness hours 
isn't over till eight. I sa\v Spetty at the lectur on the 
tomb of Cheops' grandmother (dalivered by 
ir. B), but 
he evoided me. I was too prowd to notice him--l am not 
poor-I am not an adventurer seaking for faviours. 1fy 
father is an aberdasher in the west of Hengland, I am in 
London honly for my heducation. 
Fansy then my disgust one day at hearing that other 
Sam Jones-confound hÍIn-a stanin' aInong a score of 
other chaps roaring with lafter, and making no end of fun 
-and imagin my luxry at overearing him say- 
" You know that little beast my namesake who comes to 
this infernal hole. He's a haberdasher's apprentice. I 
open all his letters by mistake-and have read every word 
about his mama, and his sisters, and his aunt Cowdy. 
"VeIl sir, six weeks ago, old Spettigue was here with his 
daughter at Buck's lecture. The gal's a monstrous fine gal. 
I heard Spet say he wonld ask the little brute to d.inner. 
I got his invitation; answered it, and by Jove, sir, 1 went. 
Real turtle-and plenty of port after dinner." 
Hearing this I was habnost busting with indignation. 
So I goes up to the other Samuel Jones and I says, "Sir," 
says I "YOUI. 1l'inble servant." 
At this sarchaslll the beest bust out laughing again-and 
all the other fellers as well-and has for me-I, sir, can 
bear it no longer. 
Ham I to be robbed, my letters opened, to be bullied, 
laughed at" in this dastardly way? No, sir, as you have 
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taken the affares of the Hinstitute in hand-I imploar you 
pint out the shameful impydince practised upon 
Your constant reader, 
SAMUEL JONES. 


SIR, 
It's too late now. You needn't put in that fust letter I 
,vrote. It's no good: no ballsem to a broken art. Send 
me a straight waste-coat, for I'm dizzystracted. I've jest 
read in the Morning Post the following:- 


B. and F, 1. August 18, 181,4. 


:Married at St. Pancras, by the Rev. Dr. Golightly, Samuel Jones, 
Esq., K.S.F., K.B.T., 1\I.B. and F.I., late a Lieutenant in the ser- 
vice of her Most Catholic :l.\Iajesty, to Selina Scramjaw, only daugh- 
ter of Mortimer Spettigue l Esq" of Hunter Street, Brunswick 
Sq uare, 
It's his reading my letters that has done it. This is 
the consequence of the spy system. 
No more from your unappy 
SAMUEL JONES. 


THE .'END. 
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